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RoBEKT  BuKHS  v)as  bom  hear  Ayr,  Scotland,  isih  of  /atnary, 
I7S9-  iif  w^  "•*  ^o"  "/  JVittiam  Burner,  or  Bumesi,  at  the  Htne 
of  th*  Poefs  birth  a  niirserynkm  on  the  banks  of  the  Doon  in 
Ayrshire.  His  father,  though  always  exWemely  poor,  attempted 
to  gfve  his  children  a  fair  education,  and  Robert,  who  ivas  the 
eldest,  went  to  school  for  three  years  in  a  neighboring  village, 
and  later,  fof  shorter  periods,  to  three  other  schools  in  the 
vicinity.  But  it  Was  to  his  father  and  to  his  ovm  reading  that  he 
owed  the  more  important  part  of  his  education;  and  by  the  time 
that  ke  had  reached  manhood  he  had  a  good  knowledge  of  En- 
glish, a  reading  knowledge  of  French,  and  a  fairly  wide  acquaint' 
anct  with  the  masterpieces  of  English  literature  from  the  lime 
of  Shakespeare  to  his  own  day.  Jn  if66  William  Bumtss  rented 
on  borrowed  money  the  farm  of  Mount  Oliphant,  and  in  taking 
his  share  in  the  effort  to  make  this  undertaking  succeed,  tht 
future  poet  seems  to  have  seriously  overstrained  his  physique. 
In  t77t  tht  family  moved  to  Lochlea,  and  Bums  went  to  tht 
neighboring  town  of  Irviiie  to  learn  flax-dressing.  The  only  re- 
tklt  of  this  experiment,  however,  was  the  formation  of  an  ac- 
quaintance with  a  dissipated  sailor,  whom  he  afterward  blamed 
as  the  prompter  of  his  first  licentious  adventures.  His  fathet 
died  th  tySi,  and  with  his  brother  Gilbert  the  poet  rented  thi 
fatiii  of  Mossgie^  but  this  venture  was  as  uhsuccessfnt  as  the 
others.  He  had  meantime  formed  an  irregular  intimacy  with 
Jean  Arniour,  for  which  he  was  censured  by  the  Kirk-session. 
As  a  result  of  his  farming  misfortunes,  and  the  attempts  of  hit 
father-in-law  to  overthrow  his  irregular  marriage  with  Jean,  ht 
tesohed  to  emigrate;  and  in  order  to  raise  money  for  the  passage 
he  published  iKilmameck,  J/S6)  a  volume  of  the  jioems  which 
he  had  been  composing  from  time  to  time  for  some  years.  This 
volume  was  unexpectedly  successful,  so  that,  instead  of  sailing 
for  the  West  Indies,  he  went  up  to  Edinburgh,  and  during  thai 
winter  he  wot  the  chief  literary  celebrity  of  the  season.  An  en- 
larged edition  of  his  poems  was  published  there  in  17S7,  and  the 
money  derived  front  this  enabled  him  to  aid  his  brother  in  Moss- 
giet,  and  to  take  and  stoek  for  himself  the  farm  of  EtUsland  vt 
IS 
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Dumfriesshire.  His  fame  as  a  poet  had  reconciled  the  Armows 
to  the  connection,  and  having  now  regularly  married  Jean,  he 
brought  her  to  Ellisland,  and  once  more  tried  farming  for  three 
years.  Continued  ill-success,  however,  led  him,  in  1791,  to  abait- 
don  Ellisland,  and  he  moved  to  Dumfries,  where  he  had  obtained 
a  position  in  the  Excise.  But  he  was  now  thoroughly  discour- 
aged; his  work  was  mere  drudgery;  his  tendency  to  lake  his 
relaxation  in  debauchery  increased  the  weakness  of  a  constitution 
early  undermined;  and  he  died  at  Dumfries  in  hie  thirty-eighth 
year. 

It  is  not  necessary  here  to  attempt  to  disentangle  or  explain 
away  the  numerous  amours  m  which  he  was  engaged  through  the 
greater  part  of  his  life.  It  is  evidet^  thai  Bums  was  a  man  of 
extremely  passionate  nature  and  fond  of  conviviality;  and  the 
misfortunes  of  his  lot  combined  with  his  natural  tendencies  to 
drive  him  to  frequent  excesses  of  self-indulgence.  He  was  often 
remorseful,  and  he  strove  painfully,  if  intermittently,  after  better 
things.  But  the  story  of  his  life  must  be  admitted  to  be  in  Us 
externals  a  painful  and  somewhat  sordid  chronicle.  That  it  con- 
tained, however,  many  moments  of  joy  and  exaltation  is  proved 
by  the  poems  here  printed. 

Burn/s  poetry  falls  into  two  main  groups:  English  and  Scot- 
tish. His  English  poems  are,  for  the  most  part,  inferior  speci- 
mens of  conventional  eighteenth-century  verse.  But  in  Scottish 
poetry  he  achieved  triumphs  of  a  quite  extraordinary  kind.  Since 
the  time  of  the  Reformation  and  the  union  of  the  crowns  of  Bng- 
land  and  Scotland,  the  Scots  dialect  had  largely  fallen  into  disuse 
as  a  medium  for  dignified  writing.  Shortly  before  Bumfs  time, 
however,  Allan  Ramsay  and  Robert  Fergusson  had  been  the  lead- 
ing figures  in  a  revival  of  the  vernacular,  and  Burns  received 
from  them  a  national  tradition  which  he  succeeded  in  carrying  to 
its  highest  pitch,  becoming  thereby,  to  an  almost  unique  degree, 
the  poet  of  his  people. 

He  first  showed  complete  mastery  of  verse  in  the  field  of  satire. 
In  "The  Twa  Herds,"  "Holy  Willie's  Prayer,"  "Address  to 
the  Unco  Guid,"  "The  Holy  Fair,"  and  others,  he  manifested  sym- 
pathy vrith  the  protest  of  the  so-called  "New  Light"  party,  which 
had  sprung  up  in  opposition  to  the  extreme  Calvinism  and  intol- 
erance of  the  dominant  "Auld  Lichts."  The  fact  that  Bums  had 
Personally  suffered  from  the  discipline  of  the  Kirk  probably 
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added  Sre  to  hit  atiackt,  but  the  satiret  show  mart  than  pertanai 
animus.  The  force  of  the  invective,  the  keenneu  of  the  wit,  and 
the  fervor  of  the  imagination  which  they  ditfiayei,  rendered 
thent  an  important  force  m  the  theological  liberation  of  Scotland. 

The  Kilmarnock  volume  contained,  besides  satire,  a  number  of 
poemt  like  "The  Two  Dogi"  and  "The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night," 
which  are  vividly  descriptive  of  the  Scots  peasant  life  with  which 
he  was  most  familiar;  and  a  group  like  "Puir  MaUie"  and  "To  a 
Mouse,"  which,  in  the  tenderness  of  their  treatment  of  animals, 
revealed  one  of  the  most  attractive  tides  of  Bnmt's  personality. 
Many  of  his  poems  were  never  printed  during  his  lifetime,  the 
most  remarkaiile  of  these  being  "The  Jolly  Beggars,"  a  piece  « 
which,  by  the  intensity  of  his  imaginative  sympathy  and  the  bril- 
liance of  his  technique,  he  renders  a  picture  of  the  lowest  dregs 
of  society  in  tuck  a  way  as  to  raise  it  into  the  realm  of  great 
poetry. 

Bui  the  real  national  importance  of  Bums  is  due  chietiy  to  his 
songs.  The  Puritan  austerity  of  the  centuries  following  the 
Reformation  had  discouraged  secular  music,  Uke  other  forms  of 
art,  in  Scotland;  and  as  a  result  Scottish  song  had  become  hope- 
lessly degraded  in  point  both  of  decency  and  literary  quality. 
From  youth  Burnt  had  been  interested  in  coUecting  the  frag- 
ments he  had  heard  sung  or  found  printed,  and  he  came  to  regard 
the  rescuing  of  this  almost  lost  national  inheritance  in  the  light 
of  a  vocation.  About  his  song-making,  two  points  are  especially 
noteworthy:  Srst,  that  the  greater  number  of  his  lyrics  sprang 
from  actual  emotional  experiences;  second,  that  almost  all  were 
composed  to  old  melodies.  While  in  Edinburgh  he  undertook  to 
supply  material  for  Johnson's  "Musical  Museum,"  and  at  few  of 
Ike  traditional  songs  could  appear  in  a  respectable  collection. 
Burnt  found  it  necessary  to  make  them  over.  Sometimes  he  kept 
a  stanea  or  two;  sometimes  only  a  line  or  chorus;  sometimes 
merely  the  name  of  the  air;  the  rest  was  hit  own.  His  method, 
as  he  has  told  ni  himself,  was  to  become  familiar  with  the  tradi- 
tional  melody,  to  catch  a  suggestion  from  some  fragment  of  the 
old  song,  to  Hx  upon  an  idea  or  ntuation  for  the  new  poem;  then, 
humming  or  wfnstHng  the  tune  as  he  went  about  his  work,  he 
wrought  oat  the  new  verses,  going  into  the  house  to  write  them 
down  when  the  inspiration  began  to  Aag.  In  this  process  it  to 
be  found  the  explanation  of  much  of  the  peculiar  quality  of  Ag 
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songs  of  Barns.  Scarcely  any  knouM  author  futt  sUceetded  ta 
Mlliantly  In  eombinlng  hU  ivork  vHth  folk  tnaterial,  of  in  carry' 
ing  on  with  Such  cohtinilily  of  spirit  the  traiition  of  popular  song. 
For  GioYge  Thoinson's  colhclion  of  Scottish  iirs  hi  perfdrmed  a 
function  s'lrMUti'  to  that  which  he  had  ha4  in  tkt  "MuseUM";  ahd 
his  poetical  dctivitj  during  the  lasl  eight  of  nine  jiears  Of  his  life 
was  chiefly  detioted  to  these  two  publicatiohs.  In  spile  of  the 
fact  thai  he  Was  eonstaHtly  in  s&vere  Undnctal  straits,  he  refused 
to  accept  ilhjl  recompense  for  this  taork,  preferring  to  regard  it 
as  a  patrfotU  StrVtce.  And  it  ivas,  indeed,  a  Patriotti  Service  of 
KO  small  inagnllude.  By  MrfA  and  temperament  he  ivat  singU' 
larty  fitted  for  iht  task,  and  this  illness  is  proved  by  the  Uniqit* 
extent  to  tvhich  his  productions  were  accepted  by  his  ciuHlryMeH, 
oMd  httvt  passed  into  tht  life  ind  feeling  of  his  raet. 
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SONG— HANDSOME  NELL' 
rwM— "  I  am  a  man  ttMnaRicd." 

OONCE  !  lov'd  a  bonie  laM, 
Ay,  and  I  lore  her  still ; 
And  whilEt  that  virtue  warms  my  breast, 
111  love  my  handsome  Nell. 

As  bonie  lasses  I  hae  seen, 

And  mony  Ml  as  braw; 
Btit,  for  a  modest  gracefu'  mciii. 

The  like  I  aever  saw. 

A  bonie  lasi,  I  will  cmfess. 

Is  pleasant  to  the  e'e; 
But,  without  soma  better  qualtdet. 

She's  no  a  lass  for  me. 

But  NeHjr's  looks  are  Hyibe  and  sweet. 

And  what  is  best  of  a'. 
Her  reputation  is  complete. 

And  fair  without  a  flaw. 

She  dresses  aye  aae  clean  and  neat, 

Both  decent  and  g;enteel; 
And  then  there's  something  in  her  gait 

Gars  ony  dress  look  wed. 

*na  int  «t  ttf  p*itonauitme~-It.  B. 
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A  gaudy  dress  and  gentle  air 
May  slightly  touch  the  heart; 

But  it's  innocence  and  modes^ 
That  polishes  the  dait 

Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  tne, 
'Tis  this  enchants  my  soul; 

For  absolutely  in  ray  brcastf 
She  reigns  without  cOntroL 


SONG—O  TIBBIE,  I  HAE  SEEN  THE  DAY. 

Titite— ■' InTercaold's  Red,  or  StntluiKT-'' 

Ckor. — O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day. 
Ye  wadna  been  sae  shy ; 
For  laik  o'  gear  ye  lighdy  me. 
But,  trowth,  I  care  na  by. 

Yestreen  I  met  you  on  the  mooTj 
Ye  spak  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stour; 
Ye  geek  at  me  because  I'm  poor. 
But  fient  a  hair  care  I. 

O  Tibt»e,  I  bae  seen  the  day,  &c. 

When  coming  hame  on  Sunday  last. 
Upon  the  road  as  I  cam  past, 
Ye  snufft  and  ga'e  your  head  a  cast — 
But  trowth  I  care't  oa  by. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  &c. 

1  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think, 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o'  dink. 
That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink. 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day.  See. 

But  sorrow  tak"  him  that's  sae  mean, 
Altho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  dean. 
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Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean. 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  high. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  ftc. 

Altbo'  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart, 
If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 
Ye'll  cast  your  head  anitber  airt, 
And  answer  him  fu'  dry. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  '<isj,  &C. 

But,  if  he  hae  the  name  o'  gear, 
Ye'U  fasten  to  him  like  a  brier, 
Tho'  hardly  he,  for  sense  or  lear. 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  8^ 

But,  Tibbie,  lass,  tak*  my  advice: 
Your  daddie's  gear  maks  you  sae  nice ; 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  speir  your  price. 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  I. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  &c. 

There  lives  a  lass  beside  yon  park, 
I'd  rather  hae  her  in  her  sark, 
Than  you  wi'  a'  your  thousand  mark; 
That  gars  you  look  sae  high. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  tlie  day,  As. 


SONG— I  DREAM'D  I  LAY 

I  drbam'd  I  lay  where  flowers  were  springing 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam; 
List'ning  to  the  wild  birds  singing. 

By  a  falling  crystal  stream : 
Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring; 

Thro'  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave; 
Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring. 

O'er  the  swelling  dmmlie  wave. 
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Such  was  my  life's  deceitful  inoniitig. 

Such  the  pleasures  I  enjoyed: 
But  lang  Of  noon,  loud  tempests  storming 

A'  my  flowery  bliss  destroy 'd. 
Tho'  fickle  fortune  has  decdv'd  ms — 

She  promis'd  fair,  and  perform'd  but  Ul« 
Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me— 

I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  ne  stllL 


SONG— IN  THE  CHAltACTER  OF  A 

RUINED  FARMER 

T%nt—"  Oo  tnm  my  irimlow,  Lan,  do." 

The  son  he  is  sunk  in  tiic  wcllt, 
All  creatnros  r«tirM  to  rett, 
While  here  I  sit,  all  sore  beset, 

With  sorrow,  cricf,  iitd  not! 
And  ift  O,  fidde  Fortune.  01 

The  prosperous  man  is  asleep, 

Nor  hears  how  the  whlrlwin<k  sweep; 

But  Misery  and  I  must  watch 

The  surly  tenqwst  blow; 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Ftortune,  O I 

There  lies  the  dear  partner  of  my  breast; 
Her  cares  far  a  momwt  at  reft : 
Must  I  see  thee,  my  youthful  pride, 

Thus  brought  so  very  lowl 
And  it's  O,  fi<We  Fortune,  0 1 

There  lie  my  sweet  bahlel  In  tier  arms; 
No  anxious  fear  their  little  hearts  alarms; 
But  for  their  sake  itiy  heart  does  ache, 

With  many  a  bitter  throe: 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  Ot 
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I  once  was  by  Fortune  carest: 
I  once  could  relieve  the  distrcst: 
Now  life's  poor  sfipport,  hardly  eamU 

My  fate  will  scarce  "bestow: 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  0 1 

No  comfort,  no  comfort  I  have  I 
How  welcome  to  me  were  the  fTtvel 
But  then  my  wife  and  children  dear— 

O,  whfther  would  they  go  I 
And  it's  0,  fickle  Fortune,  0 1 

O  wbitber,  0  whither  shall  I  turn! 
All  friendless,  forsaken,  forlorn! 
For,  in  this  world,  Reet  or  Peace 
I  never  more  shall  Icnowt 
And  if  s  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O I 


TRAGIC  FRAGMENT 

All  villain  as  1  am-^a  damn*d  wretch, 
A  hardened,  stubborn,  unrepenting  sinner. 
Still  my  heart  melts  at  human  wretchedness; 
And  with  sincere  hnt  unavailing  si^ 
I  view  the  briplees  children  of  diatress; 
With  tears  indignant  I  behold  the  oppreator 
Rejoicing  in  the  honest  man's  destruction. 
Whose  unsubmittlng  hwrt  was  all  his  crunC'- 
EVn  you,  ye  hapless  crew  1 1  pity  you ; 
Ye,  whom  the  seeming  good  think  sin  to  pity; 
Ye  poor,  despised,  abandoned  vagabonds, 
Whom  Vice,  as  usual,  has  tum'd  o'er  to  ruin. 
Oh !  but  for  friends  and  interposing  Heaven, 
I  had  been  driven  forth  like  you  forlorn. 
The  most  detested,  worthless  wretch  amot^ 

you!    . 
O  injured  GodI  Thy  goodness  has  endow'd 
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With  talents  passing  most  of  m;  compeers, 
Which  I  in  just  proportion  have  abased— 
As  far  surpassing  other  common  villains 
As  Thou  in  natural  parts  has  fpvea  me  tnore. 


THE  TARBOLTON  LASSES 

If  ye  gae  up  to  jran  htll-tap, 
Ye'U  there  see  bonie  Pegg?; 

She  kens  her  father  is  a  lain]. 
And  she  forsooth's  a  leddj. 

There  Sophy  tig^  a  lassie  bright 
Besides  a  handsome  fortune: 

Wha  canna  win  her  in  a  nigfa^ 
Has  little  art  in  courtin. 

Gae  down  by  Fatle,  and  taste  the  alc^ 

And  tak  a  look  o'  Mysie ; 
She's  dour  and  din,  a  detl  within. 

But  atblins  she  may  please  ye. 


If  she  be  shy,  her  sister  try. 
Yell  ma3*e  fancy  Jenny; 

If  ytll  dispense  wi'  want  o' 
She  kens  faersel  she's  bonie. 


'As  ye  gae  up  by  yon  hillside, 

Speir  in  for  bonte  Bessy; 
Shell  gie  ye  a  beck,  and  bid  ye  light. 

And  handsomely  address  ye. 

There's  few  sae  bonie,  nane  sae  guid, 
In  a'  King  George'  domimon; 

If  ye  should  doubt  the  truth  0*  thit— i 
It's  Bessy's  ain  opinion  t 
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AH,  WOE  IS  ME.  IfY  MOTHER  DEAR 

PtnfhnM  of  ItrtmiA.  \sth  Ckof.,  loth  vtm. 

Am,  woe  i*  me,  my  mother  dear  1 

A  man  of  (trife  ye've  bom  me: 

For  sair  contentkm  I  maun  bear ; 

They  hate,  revile,  and  Koni  me. 

I  ne'er  could  lend  on  Ull  or  band. 
That  five  per  cent  migftt  bkst  me; 

And  borrowing,  on  the  tither  baw^ 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  tnut  me. 

Yet  I,  a  coin-deniU  wigrht, 

By  Fortune  quite  diicarded; 
Ye  tee  bow  I  am,  day  and  ni^t; 

Bjr  hd  and  lata  blackguarded  I 


MONTGOMERIE'S  PEGGY 

AiTHO*  my  bed  were  in  yon  muir, 
Amang  the  heather,  in  my  plaidie; 

Yet  happy,  happy  would  I  be. 
Had  I  my  dear  Montgomerie's  Ptggf. 

When  o'er  fbe  hill  beat  snrly  ttormi. 
And  winter  ni^ts  were  daiic  and  raiiqr; 

rd  seek  Boroe  dell,  and  in  my  armi 
I'd  shelter  dear  Montgomerie's  Pcfgy. 

Were  I  a  baron  proud  and  high, 
And  horse  and  servants  waiting  ready; 

Then  a'  'twad  gic  o'  joy  to  me, — 
The  sharin't  with  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 
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THE  PLOUGHMAN'S  UFE 

As  I  was  a-wand'Hng  aa  monune  in  spring, 
I  heard  a  young  ploughman  sae  sweetly  to  sing ; 
And  as  he  was  slngln',  thir  words  he  did  say, — 
There's  nac  life  l&e  the  pIougliRian's  in  the  month  o' 
sweet  May. 

The  lav'rock  in  the  morning  she'll  rise  frae  her  nest. 
And  mount  i'  the  a!r  wi'  the  dew  OM  her  breast, 
And  wi'  the  merry  ploughman  she'll  whistle  and  sii^, 
And  at  night  ibc'll  return  to  her  nest  bttck  again. 


THE  RONALDS  OF  THE  BENNALS 

In  Tarbolton,  ye  ken,  there  are  propw  jnung  men. 

And  proper  young  lasses  and  a',  man ; 
But  ken  ye  the  Ronalds  that  live  in  the  Bennals, 
They  carry  the  gree  frae  them  a',  man. 

Their  father's  a  laird,  and  weei  he  can  spare't. 
Braid  money  to  tocher  them  a',  man; 

To  proper  young  men,  he'll  clink  in  the  faafld 
Gowd  guineas  a  hunder  or  twa,  tnan. 

There's  ane  they  ca'  Jean,  I'll  warrant  ye've  seen 

As  bonie  a  lass  or  as  braw,  man ; 
But  for  Benie  and  guid  taste  she'll  vie  wi'  the  best^ 

And  a  conduct  that  beautifies  a',  man. 

The  charms  o'  the  min',  the  tanger  they  shine. 
The  mair  admiration  they  draw,  man; 

While  peaches  and  cherries,  and  roses  and  lilies. 
They  fade  and  they  wither  awa,  man. 

If  ye  be  for  Miss  Jean,  tak  this  frae  a  frien', 
A  hint  o'  a  rival  or  twa,  man; 
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The  Laird  o'  BUckbjrrtt  ivwt  gang  thro^ii  the  Crc, 
If  that  vad  catice  h«r  awa,  num. 

The  Laird  o'  Braehead  hai  been  on  hii  speed. 
For  tnair  than  a  towmond  or  twa,  man; 

The  Laird  o'  the  Ford  will  straught  on  a  board. 
If  he  canna  get  her  at  a',  nan. 

Then  Anna  comes  in,  the  pride  o'  her  Idn, 

The  boast  of  our  bachelors  a',  man : 
Sae  sonsy  and  sweet,  sae  fall;  complete, 

She  steals  our  affections  awa,  man. 

If  I  should  detail  the  pick  and  the  wale 

O'  lasses  that  live  here  awa,  man. 
The  fan't  wad  be  mine  if  they  didna  shine 

The  swetwit  and  best  o'  them  a',  man. 

I  lo'e  her  nytel,  btit  darena  wcet  tell. 

My  poverty  keeps  me  in  awe,  man; 
For  roaldflg  o'  rhjmies,  and  working  at  times. 
Does  little  ot  naethingr  at  a',  man. 

Yet  I  wadna  dhOMe  to  let  her  refute, 
Mor  hae't  in  her  power  to  uy  na,  tnani 

For  though  I  b*  poor,  untiotJcMt  obscure. 
My  stomach's  as  proud  as  them  a',  man. 

Though  I  canna  ride  in  weel-bootod  pride, 
And  flee  o'er  tba  hiUa  Uke  a  cniv.  man, 

I  can  baud  up  my  haad  wi'  tha  best  e'  the  breed, 
Though  flutttring  ever  so  braW,  nun. 

My  coat  and  my  vest,  they  are  Scotch  o'  the  best, 
O'  pairs  o'  guid  bredu  I  hae  twa,  man ; 

And  stockings  and  pumps  to  put  on  my  stumps. 
And  ne'er  a  wrang  ttedc  in  them  a',  man, 

My  sarks  they  are  few,  but  five  o'  them  new, 
Twal'  hundred,  as  white  as  the  anaw,  otan, 
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A  ten-shillings  hat,  a  Hollaod  cravat ; 
There  are  no  mony  poets  sae  braw,  man. 

I  never  had  frien's  weel  stockit  in  means. 
To  leave  me  a  hundred  or  twa,  man ; 

Nae  weel-tocher'd  aunts,  to  wait  on  thdr  draota, 
And  wish  them  in  hell  for  it  a',  man, 

I  never  was  cannie  for  hoarding  o'  money, 
Or  claughtin't  together  at  a',  man ; 

I've  little  to  spend,  and  naething  to  lend. 
But  deevil  a  shilling  I  awe,  num. 


SONG— HERE'S  TO  THY  HEALTH 

Hbse's  to  thy  health,  my  bonie  lass, 
Gude  nicht  and  joy  be  wi'  thee; 

I'll  come  nae  mair  to  thy  bower-door. 
To  tell  thee  that  I  lo'e  thee. 

0  dinna  think,  my  pret^  pink. 
But  I  can  live  without  thee: 

1  vow  and  swear  I  dinna  care^ 
How  lang  ye  look  about  ye. 

Thou'rt  aye  sae  free  informing  me. 

Thou  hast  nae  mind  to  marry; 
I'll  he  as  free  informing  thee, 

Nae  time  hae  I  to  tarry : 
I  ken  thy  frien's  try  ilka  means 

Frae  wedlock  to  delay  thee; 
Depending  on  some  higher  chancy 

But  fortune  may  betray  thee. 

I  ken  they  scorn  my  low  estate. 
But  that  does  never  grieve  me; 

For  I'm  as  free  as  any  he ; 
Sma'  siller  will  relieve  me. 
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I'll  cotmt  my  healtfa  my  g;reate*t  wealth, 

Sac  lang  as  I'll  enjoy  it; 
111  fear  nae  scant,  I'll  bode  nae  wan^ 

As  lan^s  I  get  employment 

But  far  off  fowls  bae  feathers  fair, 

And,  aye  until  ye  try  them, 
Tho'  they  seem  fair,  still  have  a  can; 

They  may  prove  as  bad  a  I  am. 
But  at  twai'  at  night,  when  the  moon  shines  bright. 

My  dear,  I'll  come  and  sec  thee ; 
For  the  man  that  loves  his  mistress  weel, 

Nae  travel  makes  him  weary. 


THE  LASS  OF  CESSNOCK  BANKS* 

A  Song  of  SimiUi 

IW*    "  If  kc  be  a  Bnteber  nut  and  tria.** 

On  CesSDock  banks  a  lassie  dwells; 

Could  I  describe  her  shape  and  mdn; 
Our  lasses  a'  she  far  excels. 

An*  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  cen. 

She's  sweeter  than  the  morning  dawn. 
When  rising  Phcebus  first  is  seen. 

And  dew-drops  twinkle  o'er  the  lawn; 
An'  she  has  twa  spaikling  roguish  een. 

She's  stately  like  jron  youthful  ash. 
That  grows  the  cowslip  braes  between. 

And  drinks  the  stream  with  vigour  fresh ; 
An'  she  bas  twa  sparkling  nq^sh  een. 
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She's  spotless  like  the  flow'ring  thorn. 
With  flow'rs  so  white  and  leaves  so  gmai. 

When  purest  in  the  dewy  morn ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  r^[wsb  eca. 

Her  lodes  are  like  the  vernal  May, 
When  ev'ning  Pho:bus  shines  serene. 

While  birds  rejoice  on  every  spray; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  eea. 

Her  hair  Is  like  the  curling  mist, 
That  climbs  the  mountain-sides  at  e'en. 

When  flow'r-revivlng  rains  are  past; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Her  forehead's  like  the  show'ry  bow. 
When  gleaming  sunbeams  intervene 

And  gild  the  distant  mountain's  brow; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Her  checks  are  like  yon  crimson  gem, 
The  pride  of  all  the  flowery  scene. 

Just  opening  on  its  thorny  stem ; 
An'  she  has  twa  spaHcUnj^  roguish  eeo. 

Her  bosom's  like  the  nightly  snow, 
When  pale  the  morning  rises  keen. 

While  hid  the  murm'ring  streamlets  flow; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  tea. 

Her  lips  are  like  yon  cherries  ripe. 
That  sunny  walls  from  Boreas  screen ; 

They  tempt  the  taste  and  charm  the  sight; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  tto. 

H*r  teeth  are  like  a  flock  of  sheep, 
With  fleeces  newly  washon  clean. 

That  slowly  mount  the  rising  steep ; 
An'  sb«  bw  twa  sparktit^  roguish  eea. 
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Her  breath  is  Iil(e  the  fragraat  breeze, 
Thqt  gentljr  5t(rp  the  falopsoni'd  bean, 

Wh^  I^K^bus  ^oitf  bebind  the  seas; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

Her  voice  is  like  the  ev'ning  thrush. 
That  nntp  OB  OsfWCk  tuuAl  unfcen. 

While  his  mate  sits  nestling  in  the  bush ; 
An'  she  has  twa  aparidtng  roguish  eca. 

But  H'>  not  her  air,  hir  fenn,  her  face, 
Tho'  nutchiofr  beanty*  fabled  qntcn; 

Tts  tju  niod  that  ibiaia  in  •v'ry  giacc^ 
An'  chilly  in  bcr  ragaiah  e^a. 


SONQ-PONIE  PEGGY  ALISON 

r<MM-~"Tlw  Bran  «r  Bd^ahiddK." 

C*(w.— Aid  I'll  kiss  tbe«  y?t,  yat. 

And  I'll  kiai  th«  o'»r  9^^n: 
Al)4  I'll  kits  tb«c  yot,  yet, 
My  botua  Pflggy  Atisop. 

Bk  MFC  and  fear,  wlwo  UiQH  aH  o«ar 

I  evermiuT  defy  them,  0 1 
Voimr  kitgi  up<m  tWr  Jt^nxl  throo* 

Are  tiQ  ta«  bleit  as  I  ftpi.  0 1 

Mi  I'H  kies  tbe«  yet,  yet,  &c. 

When  in  lay  vm,  wi'  »'  thy  cbanni, 
I  cla%  my  ogunileai  treapure,  Q 1 

I  seek  uae  mair  o'  Heaven  to  share 
Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure,  O I 

And  I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet,  ftc 

And  by  tby  ten  sac  bonie  blue, 

I  swear  I'm  thine  for  ever,  Q  t 
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And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  mjr  vow, 
lAni  break  it  shaU  I  never.  0 1 

Aad  III  loss  thee  jre^  yet,  &c 


SONG— MARY  MORISON 

0  Hast,  at  thy  window  be. 

It  is  the  wish'd,  the  tiysted  honrl 
Those  smiles  and  glances  let  me  see. 

That  make  the  miser's  treasure  poor: 
How  biythely  wad  I  bide  the  stoor, 

A  weaiy  ^ve  frae  son  to  stu^ 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure 

The  lovely  Maiy  Morison. 

Yestreen,  when  to  the  trembling  string 
The  dance  gaed  thro'  the  lighted  ha'. 

To  thee  my  fancy  toc^  its  wing, 
I  sat,  bnt  neither  heard  nor  saw : 

Tbo'  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw. 
And  yon  the  toast  of  a'  the  town, 

1  sigfa'd,  and  said  among  them  a', 
"  Ye  are  na  Mary  Morison." 

Oh,  Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  his  pcac^ 

Wha  for  thy  sake  wad  gladly  die? 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  hi^ 

Whase  only  faut  is  loving  thee? 
If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie. 

At  least  be  pi^  to  me  shown; 
A  thought  ungentle  canna  be 

The  thought  o'  Mary  Morison. 


WINTER:  A  DIRGE 

Tbk  wintry  west  extends  his  blas^ 
And  hail  and  rain  does  blawj 
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Or  the  stormy  north  sends  driving  forth 

The  blinding  sleet  and  snaw: 
While,  tumbling  brown,  the  bum  comet  dow% 

And  roars  frae  bank  to  brae ; 
And  bird  and  beast  in  covert  rest, 

And  pass  the  heartless  day. 

"  The  sweeping  blast,  the  sky  o'crcast," 

The  jt^less  winter  day 
Let  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May: 
The  tenqtest's  bowl,  it  soothes  my  sooli 

My  griefs  it  seems  to  join; 
The  l^eu  trees  my  fancy  please 

Their  fate  resembles  mine  I 

Thou  Power  Supreme  whose  mighty  scheme 

These  woes  of  mine  fulfil, 
Here  firm  I  rest ;  they  most  be  best. 

Because  they  are  Thy  will ! 
Then  all  I  want— O  do  Thou  grant 

This  one  request  of  mine ! — 
Since  to  enjoy  Thou  dost  deny. 

Assist  me  to  resign. 


A  PRAYER  UNDER  THE  PRESSURE  OF  VIOLENT 
ANGUISH 

O  Thoo  Great  Being  I  what  Thou  art. 

Surpasses  me  to  know ; 
Yet  sure  I  am,  thit  known  to  Thee 

Are  all  Thy  works  below. 

Thy  creature  here  before  Thee  stands. 

All  wretched  and  dlstrest; 
Yet  sure  those  ills  that  wring  my  soul 

Obey  Tby  hi^  behest 
HC— vrf.e  B 
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Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  «ct 

From  cruelty  or  wr»th  I 
O,  free  my  weary. eyes  fr^p.^qari. 

Or  close  them  last  in  death  I 

But,  if  I  must  afflicted  be. 

To  suit  some  wise;  'i^W>t 
Then  man  ny  soul  with  una  r^fiohres. 

To  b«ar  wid  not  repinel 


PARAPHRASE  OF  THE  FIRST  i>SALM 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  plac'd. 

Hath  happiaesft  in  stoj^ 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  vfs^, 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore  t 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  pride 
Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad, 

But  with  humility  and  awe 
Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees. 
Which  by  the  ^tr^amlets  grpw ;;   . 

Thfe  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high. 
And  firm  the  toot  below. 

But  he  whose  blossom  fcuds  in  guiU 
Shall  to  the  ground  b^  cast. 

And,  filce  the  rootless  stubUe,  tost 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why?  that  God  the  good  adocCi 
Hath  giv'n  them  peace  and  reat,' 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  weo 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest. 
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th6  first  six  verses  of  the  ninetieth 
psalm  versified 

0  Thou,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend 

Of  all  the  human  race  I 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling  place  I 

Before  the  mountains  heav'd  their  heads 

Beneath  Thy  fonning  hand. 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thy  command ; 

Tteit  Pow'r  which  rais'd  and  still  uphcJds 

This  universal  frame, 
From  countless,  unbeginning  time 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 

Those  mighQ'  periods  of  years 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast. 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past. 

Thou  giv'st  the  word :  Thy  creature,  man. 

Is  to  existence  brought; 
Again  Thou  say'st,  "  Ye  sons  of  men. 

Return  ye  into  nought ! " 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares. 

In  everlasting  sleep ; 
As  with  a  flood  Thou  lak'st  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flonrish  like  the  morning  flow'r, 

in  beaut's  pride  array'd; 
Bnt  long  ere  night  cut  down  it  lies 

All  wither'd  and  decay'd. 
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A  PRAYER  IN  THE  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH 

O  Thou  unknown.  Almighty  Cause 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear ! 
In  whose  dread  presence,  ere  an  boor. 

Perhaps  I  must  appear  I 

If  I  have  wander'd  in  those  paths 

Of  life  I  ought  to  shun. 
As  something,  loudly,  in  my  breast. 

Remonstrates  I  have  done ; 

Thou  know'st  that  Thou  hast  formed  me 
With  passions  wild  and  strong ; 

And  list'ning  to  their  witching  voice 
Has  often  led  me  wrong. 

Where  human  weakness  has  come  short. 

Or  frailty  stept  aside, 
Do  Thou,  All-Good— for  such  Thou  art— 

In  shades  of  darkness  hide. 

Where  with  intention  I  have  err'd. 

No  other  plea  I  have. 
But,  Thou  art  good;  and  Goodness  still 

Deligbteth  to  forgive. 


STANZAS,  ON  THE  SAME  OCCASION 

Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene? 

Have  i  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms — 
Some  drops  of  joy  with  draughts  of  ill  between — 

Some  gleams  of  sunshine  'mid  renewing  stonn 

Is  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms? 
Or  death's  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode? 

For  guil^  for  guilt,  my  terrors  are  in  arms: 
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I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  God, 
And  justly  smart  beneath  His  sin-avenging  rod. 

Fain  wonid  I  say,  "  Forgive  my  foul  offence," 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey ; 
But,  should  my  Author  health  again  dispense. 

Again  I  might  desert  fair  virtue's  way; 

Again  in  folly's  path  might  go  astray; 
Again  exalt  the  brute  and  sink  the  man ; 

Then  how  should  I  for  heavenly  mercy  pray 
Who  act  so  counter  heavenly  mercy's  plan? 
Who  sin  so  oft  have  monm'd,  yet  to  temptation  ran? 

O  Thou,  great  Governor  of  all  below  I 

If  I  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  t»  blow. 

Or  stilt  the  tumult  of  the  raging  sea : 

With  that  controlling  pow'r  assist  ev'n  me, 
Those  headlong  furious  passions  to  confine. 

For  all  unfit  I  feel  my  pow'rs  to  be. 
To  rule  their  torrent  in  th'  allowed  line ; 
O,  aid  me  with  Thy  help,  Omnipotence  Divine  I 


nCKLE  FORTUNE— -A  FRAGMENT* 

Thouob  fickle  Fortune  has  deceived  me, 
She  promis'd  fair  and  perform'd  but  ill ; 

Of  mistress,  friends,  and  wealth  bereav'd  me. 
Yet  I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still, 

ni  act  with  prudence  as  far  's  Fm  able. 
But  if  anccess  I  must  never  find. 

Then  come  misfortune,  I  bid  thee  welcome, 
ni  meet  thee  with  ah  undaunted  mind. 
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RA(SmG''FORTUHE^'FRAGSffiNt  OF  Sb^H^ 

,„Ps:AGi»GPp^u;}e>  witl>eriiia,f)lii5(    ■ , ; 

Has  laid  my.lieai  faill  low,  O  t 
,  0  raging; .Fortlme'*  withering, Hast        ,; 
.    Has  lud  my  leaf  ,iuli  low,  O I 

My;  stcn».wiw:fair,jii)i.tMd_ was  green, 

^,.,,  .,  /.^.AiidJnacle'pix  branchcs,gi'o«;>0!,  ■ 

But^Iuc^Ies^,  Fortune's  nqrthern  storms  , , 
Laiaa''.hij-MbsV6Wsldw, 'Q!'-  '■/-', 

But  Inclcless  Fortune's  nOrtlietn-  stofnJi 
Laid  a* m^  blossoms  low,  O! 


IMPROMPTU— "IXL  GO  AND  BE  A  SODGER" 

.     0  WHY  thp,iieiicp;sl»i|ild,l;Hep»(i^,  ■,■;,... 
And  be  an  ill  foreboder? 
I'm  twenty-three,  and  five  feet  nine, 
I'll  go  and  be  a  sodger  t 

■"■  ,I'CTtl«IWg<«fwi:;OlWEl«'C«V'  './  -■  J 
I  held  it  weel  thegither; 
But  ncnr  it's  gmt.  Mid  something  oAi— 
I'll  go  and  be  a  sodgeV  1 


SONG— "NO  CHURCHMAN  AM  I" 

■    .:■■-        ■.■-■■,       ■■/.    ■,  li'I 
7'Hit«—"  Prepare,  my  dear  Brothmt, .  to  the  tavtra  let's  fly." 

No  chiirc^^n ,  api  .1  fo.r,.t9  rail.i4iii|tQr.v}f^e^ 
No  statesman  nor'  soldier  to  plot  or  to  fight. 
No  sly  man  of  business  contriving  a  snare. 
For  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  the  whole  of  my  care. 
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The  peer  I  don't  envy,  I  give  him  his  bow ; 
I  scorn  not  the  peasant,  though  ever  so  low; 
fint  a  cliib  of  good  fellows,  like  those  that  are  here. 
And  a  bottle  hke  this,  are  my  glory  anil  care. 

Here  passes  (he  squire  on  his  fcrother — his  horse; 
Thtfre  centum  per  centum,  the  cit  with  his  purse ; 
But  see  you  the  Crown  how  it  waves  in  the  air? 
tli^re  a  big-bellj'd  bottle  still  eases  my  care. 

The  wife  of  my  bosom,  alas !  she  did  die ; 
fbr  iWebt  constojatioil  to  church  I  did  flj'; 
I  found  that  old  Salomon  proved  it  fair. 
That  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  a  cure  for  alt  care, 

I  once  was  persuaded  a  venture  to  make; 
A  letter  inform'd  me  that  all  was  to  wteck; 
Snt  the  pursy  old  landlord  3ust  waddt'd  upstairs, 
With  a  glorious  bottle  that  ended  my  cares. 

"  Life's  cares  they  are  comforts " — a  maxim  laid  down 
By  the  Bard,  what  d'ye  call  him,  that  wore  the  black 

gowii; 
And  faith  I  agree  with  th'  old  prig  to  a  hair, 
Pot  a.  big-belly'd  bottle's  a  heav'n  of  a  care. 

A  STAKZA  ADDED  IH   A   MASON  LODGE 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper  and  make  it  o'erfiow. 
And  honout^  masotiJc  prepare  for  to  throw; 
May  ev'ry  true  Brother  of  the  Compass  and  Square 
Hive  i  Wg-i)cHy'd  bottle  when  harass'd  with  care. 


ifY  FATHER  WAS  A  FARMER 
Ttine — "The  weaver  and  hU  shuttle,  O." 

My  father  was  a  krmer  upon  the  Carrick  border,  O, 
And  carefully  he  bred  me  in  decency  and  order,  0 ; 
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He  bade  me  act  a  manly  put,  though  I  had  ne'er  a  far- 
thing, O; 

For  without  an  honest  manly  heart,  no  man  was  worth 
regarding,  O. 

Then  out  into  the  world  my  course  I  did  detennme,  O ; 
Tho'  to  be  rich  was  not  my  wish,  yet  to  be  great  was  charm- 
ing, O; 
My  talents  they  were  not  the  worst,  nor  yet  my  education,  O : 
Resolv'd  was  I  at  least  to  try  to  mend  my  situation,  O. 

In  many  a  way,  and  vain  essay,  I  courted  Fortune's  fa< 

vour,  O; 
Some  cause  unseen  still  stept  between,  to  frustrate  each 

endeavour,  O; 
Sometimes  by  foes  I  was  o'erpower'd,  sometimes  by  friends 

forsaken,  O ; 
And  when  my  hope  was  at  the  top,  I  still  was  worst  nus- 

taken,  O. 

Then  sore  harass'd  and  tir'd  at  last,  with  Fortune's  vain 
delusion,  O, 

I  dropt  my  schemes,  like  idle  dreams,  and  came  to  this  con- 
clusion, O; 

The  past  was  bad,  and  the  future  hid,  its  good  or  ill 
untried,  O; 

But  the  present  hour  was  in  my  pow'r,  and  so  I  would 
eajoy  it,  O. 

Ko  help,  nor  hope,  nor  view  had  I,  nor  person  to  befriend 

me,  O; 
So  I  must  toil,  and  sweat,  and  moil,  and  labour  to  sustain 

me,  O; 
To  plough  and  sow,  to  reap  and  mow,  my  father  bred  me 

early,  O; 
For  one,  he  said,  to  labour  bred,  was  a  match  for  Fortune 

fairly,  O. 

Thns  all  obscure,  unknown,  and  poor,  thro'  life  I'm  doom'd 
to  wander,  O, 
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TiD  down  tny  weary  bones  I  lay  in  everlasting  slumber,  O: 
No  view  nor  care,  but  shun  wbate'er  might  hrecd  me  pain 

or  sorrow,  O; 
I  live  to-day  as  well's  I  may,  regardless  of  to-morrow,  O. 

But  cheerful  still,  I  am  as  well  as  a  monarch  in  his  palace,  O, 

Tho'  Fortune's  frown  sdll  hunts  me  down,  with  all  her 
wonted  malice,  O: 

I  make  indeed  my  daily  bread,  but  ne'er  can  make  it  far- 
ther, Ot 

But  as  diuly  bread  is  all  I  need,  I  do  not  much  regard  her,  O. 

When  sometimes  by  my  labour,  I  cam  a  little  money,  O, 

Some  unforeseen  misfortune  comes  gen'rally  upon  me,  O ; 

Bfjschance,  mistake,  or  by  neglect,  or  my  goodnatur'd 
folly,  O: 

But  come  what  will,  I've  sworn  it  still.  III  ne'er  be  melan- 
choly, O. 

All  you  who  follow  wealth  and  power  with  unremitting 

ardour,  O, 
The  more  in  this  you  took  for  bliss,  you  leave  your  view  the 

farther,  O: 
Had  you  the  wealth  Potosi  boasts,  or  nations  to  adore  you,  O, 
A  cfaeerfol  bonest-bearted  clown  I  will  prefer  before  you,  O. 


JOHN  BARLEYCORN:  A  BALLAD 

There  was  three  kings  into  the  east. 
Three  kings  both  great  and  high. 

And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 
John  Barleycorn  should  die. 

They  took  a  plough  and  plou^'d  him  down, 

Put  clods  upon  his  head. 
And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleyomi  was  dead. 
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But.  the  cheerful  Spriqg  came  .kindly  on, 

And  show'rs  began  to  fall ; 
John  Barleycorn  got  up  again, 

And  sore  surpris'd  them  all. 

The.  sultry  suns  of  Summer  came, 
^nd  he  grew  thick  and  strong; 

His  head  weel  arm'd  wi'  pointp^  speart. 
That  no  one  should  him  wrong. 

The  sober  Autumn  entec'd  mild. 
When  he  grew  wan  and  pile ; 

His  bending  jmnts  and  drooping  head 
Show'd  he  b^;an  to  fail. 

His  colour  sicken'd  more  and  more, 
'  He  faded  into  age; 
And  then  bis  enemies  began 
To  show  their  deadly  rage. 

They've  taen  a  weapon,  long  and  sharp, 

And  cut  him  by  the  knee; 
Then  tied  him  fast  upon  a  cart. 

Like  a  rogue  for  forgerie. 

They  laid  him  down  upon  bis  back. 

And  cudgell'd  him  full  sore ; 
They  hung  him  up  before  the  storm. 

And  turned  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

Tbey  Wkd  up  a  darksome  pit 

With  water  to  the  brim; 
They  heaved  in  John  Barleycorn, 

There  let  hJin  sink  or  swim. 

They  laid  him  out  upon  the  floor, 

To  work  him. farther  woe; 
And  still,  as  signs  of  life  appear'd, 

Tbey  toss'd  him  to  and  fro. 
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Tliey  wasted,  o'er  a  scorching  flamf, 

Tbe  iliiitTbw  of  tils  bonei; 
But  a  niiller  osW  Win  worat  of  all, 
•'Fot'lie  cnisFd  him  betweeti  two  stones.' 

And  they  hae  taen  his  very  heirt's  blood. 
And  dtank  it  round  and  round; 

And  still  tbe  more  an4  tpof^  they  draol^ 
Their  .jo^  did  more  abound. 

John  BarJtycon)  WM  »  beio  boMl 

Of  noble  enterprise; 
For  if  ytn  4o  ftut^taste  his  blood, 

'Twill  nuke  your  ookrxgt  me. 

•Twill^idte  a  niaB  forget  his  woe; 

'Twill  hefghteS  aH  fcfs'  joy ; 
Twill  liiilce  ffii*  ■iriflow'S  heart  to  sing, 

Tho'  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

Then  Iet|j^s  toaS|t  John  Barl^con^ 

Each  man  a  glas$  ii>  hand; 
And,i})^'  his  peat  posterity 

Ne'er  iul  ia  old  Scodandl 
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..AN  IfflCO  MpUBNFir  TALE 
As  Mailie,  an*  b«r  lamb^  theg^her, 
Wad'  ae  daY  nibUin^  rai  the  fethcr. 
Upon  her  eloot  she  coost  a  hitch. 
An'  owi*e  ah*  warsTd  m  the  ditch : 
TheiT*;  groariing,  dying',  she  ijld  fie. 
When  Hii£lK«  lie  com  doytht  1^. 
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Wi'  glowrin  een,  and  lifted  hail's 
Poor  Hi^hoc  like  a  sbdne  sUn's; 
He  saw  her  days  were  near-band  ended. 
But,  wae's  my  heart  [  he  could  na  mend  it  I 
He  gapM  wide,  but  naething  spak. 
At  langth  poor  MaJtie  silence  brak. 

"O  thou,  whase  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  mourn  my  woefu'  easel 
My  dying  words  attentive  hear. 
An'  bear  tfaem  to  my  Master  dear. 

"  Tell  him,  if  e'er  again  he  keep 
As  muckle  gear  as  buy  a  sheep^  . 
O,  bid  him  never  tie  them  mair, 
Wi'  wicked  strings  o'  hemp  or  bairl 
But  ca'  them  out  to  park  or  bill. 
An'  let  them  wander  at  their  will: 
So  may  his  flock  increase,  an'  grow 
To  scores  o'  lambs,  an'  packs  o'  woo'l 

"  Tell  faim,  he  was  a  Master  kin'. 
An'  aye  was  gnid  to  me  an'  mrae ; 
An'  now  my  dying  charge  I  gie  faint. 
My  helpless  lambs,  I  trust  them  wi'  him. 

"  0,  bid  him  save  their  harmless  lives, 
Frae  dogs,  an'  tods,  an'  butcher's  knives  I 
Bat  gte  them  guid  cow-milk  their  fill. 
Tin  they  be  fit  to  fend  themsel' ; 
An'  tent  them  duly,  e'en  an'  mom, 
Wi'  taets  o'  hay  an'  ripps  o'  vtm. 

"  An'  may  they  never  learn  the  gates. 
Of  ither  vile,  wanrcstfn'  pets — 
To  slink  thro'  slaps,  an'  reave  an'  steal 
At  stacks  o'  pease,  or  stocks  o'  kail  t 
So  may  they,  like  their  great  forbears. 
For  mony  a  year  come  thro'  the  shears: 
So  wives  wilt  gte  them  bits  o'  bread. 
An'  bairns  greet  for  them  when  they're  dead 
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"My  poor  toop-Iamb,  my  son  an'  heir, 
O,  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi"  care ! 
An'  If  he  live  to  be  a  beast. 
To  pit  some  havins  in  his  breast  I 

"  An'  warn  him — what  I  winna  name- 
To  stay  content  wi'  yowes  at  hame ; 
An'  no  to  rin  an'  wear  bis  doots. 
Like  ither  menseiess,  graceless  brutes. 

"  An'  neist,  my  yowie,  silly  thing, 
Gude  keep  thee  frae  a  tether  stringl 
O,  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up, 
Wi'  ony  blastit,  moorland  toop ; 
But  aye  keep  mind  to  moop  an'  mell, 
Wi'  sheep  o'  credit  like  thyscl'  I 

"  And  now,  my  bairns,  wi'  my  last  bread 
I  lea'e  my  blessin  wi'  you  baitb : 
An'  when  you  think  upo'  your  mitber. 
Mind  to  be  kind  to  ane  anither. 

"Mow,  honest  Hi^boc,  dinna  fail, 
To  tell  my  master  a'  my  tale; 
An'  bid  him  bum  this  cursed  tether, 
An'  for  thy  pains  thou'se  get  my  blather." 

This  said,  poor  Mailie  tum'd  her  head. 
And  clos'd  her  een  amang  the  dead  I 


POOR  MAIUE'S  ELEGY 

Lament  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 
Wi'  saut  tears  trickling  down  your  nose; 
Our  bardie's  fate  is  at  a  close. 

Past  a'  remeadi 
The  last,  sad  cape-stane  o'  his  woes; 

Poor  Mailie's  dead  I 
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It's  no  the  loss  o'  warl's  gear. 
That  could  sae  bitter  draw  the  tear. 
Or  mak  our  bardie,  dowie,  wear 

The  mourning  weed; 
He's  lost  a  friend  an'  neebor  dear 

In  Mailie  dead. 

Thro'  a'  the  town  she  trotted  by  him ; 
A  lang  half-mile  she  could  descry  him; 
Wi'  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  him. 

She  ran  wi'  speed: 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne'er  cam  nigh  him. 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

I  wat  she  was  a  sheep  o'  sense, 
An'  could  behave  hersel'  wi'  mense : 
I'll  sa/t,  die  never  brafc  a  fence. 

Thro'  thievish  greed 
Our  bardie,  landy,  keeps  the  spence 

Sin'  Mailte's  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wanders  np  the  howe. 
Her  living  image  in  her  yowe 
Comes  bleating  till  him,  owre  the  know^ 

For  bits  o'  bread; 
An'  down  the  briny  pearU  rowe 

For  Mailie  dead- 
She  was  nae  get  o'  moorland  tips, 
Wi'  tauted  kct,  an'  hairy  flips; 
For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  ships, 

Frae  'yont  the  Tweed. 
A  bonier  fleesh  ne'er  cross'd  the  clips 

Than  Mailie's  dea4- 

Wae  worth  the  man  wha  first  did  shape 
That  vile,  wanchancie  thing — a  raip! 
It  maks  guid  fellows  gim  an'  gape, 

Wi'  chokin  dread; 
An'  Robin's  bonnet  wave  wi'  crape 

For  Mailie  dead. 
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O.  a.*  ye  bards  on  bonie  Doonl 
An'  wha  on  Ayr'yOut  Chanters  lunel 
Come,  jbio  the  melancholious  croon 

C  Robin's  reed ! 
His  heart  wil!  neVer  get  atiDon — 

His  Maiiie'S  *a<i'l 


SON(i;— THE  WGS  O'  EABLEY 
Titrm — ^Corn  Rigs  are  home." 

It  was  i^on  a  Latnmaa  night, 

WfacD  dam  rigs  sre  bbnte, 
Beneath  the  niotHi'a  unclotided  Ijf^t, 

i  llet4  a^va  h)  Ahnie ; 
The  time  flew  by,  wi'  tentless  heed. 

Till,  'tween  the  late  and  early, 
Wi'  sma'  persuasion  she  agreed 

To  see  me  thro'  the  barley. 

Corn  rigs,  an',  barley  rigs, 

An'  com  rigs  are  bwile: 
Tfl  ae'«f  jEorget  t^  hzppg  nighty 

Arnsn;  the  rigs  wi'  Annie. 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  sdU, 

The  moon  was  shining  deariy; 
I  set  her  down,  wi'  righ^  gD04  wtUl 

Amaftg  tbe  rigs  a'  barl^: 
i  ken't  her  heart  was  a'  my  ain; 

I  lov'd  her  most  sincerely; 
I  kiss'd  her  owre  and  owre  again, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  batley. 

Com  rigs,  an'  barlty  rigs,  See. 

T  locVd  her  In  my  fond  embrace; 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely : 
My  tJessings  on  that  happy  plac^ 

Ainang  the  rigs  o'  barley  I 
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But  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bright, 
That  shone  that  hour  so  dearly  I 

She  aye  shall  bless  that  happy  night  - 
Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

Com  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs,  &c 


I  hae  been  biythe  wi'  comrades  dear; 

I  hae  been  merry  drinking; 
I  hae  been  joyfn'  gath'rin  gear; 

I  hae  been  happy  thinking: 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw, 

Tho'  three  times  doubl'd  furly. 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a', 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

Com  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs,  &c 


SONG-COMPOSED  IN  AUGUST 
Tune—"  I  liad  a  horse,  I  had  nae  mair." 

Now  westlin  winds  and  slaught'ring  gmti 

Bring  Autumn's  pleasant  weather; 
The  mooi4:ock  springs  on  whirring  wings 

Amang  the  blooming  heather : 
Now  waving  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain, 

Delights  the  weary  farmer ; 
And  the  moon  shines  bright,  when  I  rove  at  nij^t, 

To  muse  upon  my  charmer. 

The  partridge  loves  the  fraitful  fells, 

The  plover  loves  the  mountains ; 
The  woodcock  haunts  the  lonely  dells. 

The  soaring  hem  the  fountains : 
TTiro'  lofty  groves  the  cushat  roves. 

The  patii  of  man  to  shun  it ; 
The  hazel  bush  o'erhangs  the  thrush. 

The  spreading  thorn  the  linnet 
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Thus  ev*ry  land  their  [deasiire  find. 

The  savage  and  tbc  tender; 
Some  social  join,  and  leagues  combine, 

Some  solitary  wander: 
Avaunt,  away  I  the  cruel  sway, 

Tyr^nic  man's  dommion ; 
The  sportsman's  joy,  the  murd'ring  cry. 

The  llutt'ring,  gory  pinion  t 

But,  Peggy  dear,  the  ev'ning's  clear, 

Tliick  flies  the  sldrnming  swallow, 
The  sky  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view. 

All  fading-green  and  yellow: 
Come  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  wiy, 

And  view  the  charms  of  Nature; 
The  rustling  com,  the  fruited  tbom, 

And  ev'ry  happy  creature. 

Well  gently  walk,  and  sweetly  talk. 

Till  the  silent  moon  shine  clearly; 
111  grasp  thy  waist,  and,  fondly  pre^ 

Swear  how  I  love  thee  dearly: 
Not  vernal  show'rs  to  budding  flow'fSf 

Not  Autumn  to  the  farmer. 
So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me. 

My  fair,  my  lovely  charmer  t 


SONG 
Tunt—"  My  Nanie,  O." 

Behind  yon  hUls  where  Lugar  flows, 
Itfang  moors  an'  mosses  many,  O, 

The  wintry  sun  the  day  has  clos'd, 
And  I'll  awa  to  Nanie,  0. 

The  westlin  wind  blaws  loud  an'  shin ; 

The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainy,  O; 
But  I'll  get  my  plaid  an'  out  III  steal, 

An*  owre  the  hill  to  Naaie,  O. 
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My  Naoie's  charming,. sweet,  an'  young; 

Nae  artfu"  wiles  to  win  ye,  O : 
May  ill  befa'  the  flattering  tongue 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nanic,  O. 

Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true; 

As  spotless  as  she's  bonic,  0: 
The  op'ning  {owan,  wat  wi'  dew, 

Nac  purer  is  than  Nanie,  O. 

A  country  1^  is  niy  degree. 
An'  few  there  be  that  ^en  tae,  O; 

But  what  care  I  bow  few  they  be, 
I'm  welcome  aye  to  Nanie,  O. 

My  riche$  a's  my  peony-fee, 
An'  I  maun  {jw^  It  cinme,  O; 

But  warl's  gear  ne'er  troubles  me. 
My  thnli^its  are  i  my  Hanle,  O. 

Our  a«ld  guidman  driights  to  view 
His  sheep  an"  kye  thrive  bonie,  O;    ■ 

But  Xva  as  U3rthe  that  hands  his  pleugb. 
An'  has  nae  care  but  Nanie,  O, 

Come  weel,  come  woe,  I  caranaby;  • 
I'll  tak  what  Heav'n  will  sen'  me,  O: 

Nae  ither  care  in  life  have  I, 
But  live,  an'  love  my  Kanie,  O. 


SONG-GREEN  GRQW  THE  RASHES 

A  FRAGMENT 

Ckor. — Green  grow  the  cashes,  O; 
Green  grow  the  rashes,  0 ; 
Tile  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  ^  giend, 
Are  spent  among  the  lasses,  O. 
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Thekx's  nought  but  care  on  ev'ry  baa*. 
In  cv'ry  hour  that  passes,  0 : 

What  signifies  the  life  o'  man. 
An'  'twere  na  for  the  lasses,  0- 
Green  grow,  &c. 

The  war'Iy  race  may  riches  chase. 
An'  riches  still  may  fly  them,  O; 

An'  tho'  at  last  they  catcb  them  fast. 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,  O. 
Green  grow,  &c. 

But  gie  me  »  cannie  hour  at  e'en. 
My  arms  about  my  dearie,  0; 

An'  warly  cares,  an'  war'ly  men, 
May  a'  gae  tapsaltewie,  O I 
Green  grow,  &c. 

For  yon  sae  douce,  ye  sneer  at  this ; 

Ye're  nought  but  senseless  asses,  O: 
The  wisest  man  the  warl'  e'er  saw, 

He  dearly  lov'd  the  lasses,  O. 
Green  grow,  tkc. 

Auld  Nature  swears,  the  lovely  dears 
Her  noUest  work  ^e  classes,  O: 

Her  prentice  han'  she  try'd  on  man, 
An'  then  she  made  the  lasses,  O, 
Green  grow,  &c. 


SONG— WHA  IS  THAT  AT  MY  BOWER-DOOR 
Tune — '"  Lasa,  an  1  cone  aeu  thee." 

"Wha  is  that  at  my  bower-door?" 

"  O  wha  is  it  but  Findlay !  " 
"Then  gae  your  gate,  ye'se  nae  be  here:" 

"Indeed  maun  I,"  quo'  Findlay; 


^laiiizodbvGoogle 


ROBERT  BURNS 

"  What  mak'  ye,  sae  like  a  thief?" 
*'  0  come  and  see,"  quo'  Findlay ; 

"  Before  the  mom  ye'U  work  mischief^ 
"  Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  FindJay. 

"Gif  I  rise  and  let  you  in" — 

"Let  me  in,"  quo'  Findlay; 
"  Ye'Il  keep  me  waukin  wi'  your  din;" 

"Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  Findlay; 
"In  my  bower  if  ye  should  stay"— 

"Let  me  stay,"  quo'  Findlay; 
"I  fear  ye'll  bide  till  break  o'  day;" 

"Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  Findlay. 

"  Here  this  night  if  ye  remain  "— 

"111  remain,"  quo'  Findlay; 
"I  dread  yell  team  the  gate  again:" 

"  Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  Findlay. 
"What  may  pass  within  this  bower"— 

"  Let  it  pass,"  quo'  Findlay; 
"Ye  maun  conceal  till  your  last  hour:" 

"  Indeed  will  I,"  quo'  Findlay. 


REMORSE— A  FRAGMENT 

Or  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  peace, 

That  press  the  soul,  or  wring  the  mind  with  anguish 

Beyond  comparison  the  worst  are  those 

By  our  own  folly,  or  our  guilt  brought  on : 

In  ev'ry  other  circumstance,  the  mind 

Has  this  to  say,  "it  was  no  deed  of  mine :" 

But,  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 

This  sting  is  added,  "  blame  thy  foolish  self  1" 

Or  worser  far,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse. 

The  torturing,  gnawing  consciousness  of  guilt — 

Of  guilt,  perhaps,  when  we've  involved  others, 

The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  lov'd  as ; 

Nay  more,  that  very  lore  their  cause  of  ruin  1 
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O  burning  hell  I  in  all  thy  store  of  torments 
There's  not  a  keener  lash  1 
Lives  there  a  man  so  firm,  who,  while  his  btUt 
Feels  all  (be  bitter  horrors  of  his  crime. 
Can  reason  down  its  agonizing  tiirobs; 

And,  after  proper  purpose  of  amendmest. 
Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thoughts  to  peoM? 
O  bappy,  happy,  enviable  man  1 
O  glorious  magnanimity  of  soul  I 


EPITAPH  ON  WM.  HOOD,  SENR.,  IN  TARBOLTON 

Here  Souter  Hood  io  death  does  sleep ; 

To  hell  if  he's  gane  thither, 
Satan,  gie  him  thy  gear  to  keep; 

He'll  baud  it  weel  thegither. 


EPITAPH  ON  JAMES   GRIEVE,  LAIRD  OP 
BOGHEAD,  TARBOLTON 

Here  lies  Boghead  amang  the  dead 

In  hopes  to  get  salvation ; 
But  if  such  as  he  in  Heav'n  may  be. 

Then  welcome,  hail  I  damnation. 


EPITAPH  ON  MY  OWN  FRIEND  AND  MY  FATHER'S 
FRIEND,  WM.  MUIR  IN  TARBOLTON  MILL 

An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest 
As  e'er  God  with  his  image  blest; 
The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth. 
The  friend  of  age,  and  guide  of  youth : 
Few  hearts  like  his,  witb  virtue  w&rm'd, 
Few  heads  with  knowledge  so  informed: 
If  there's  another  world,  he  lives  in  bliss; 
If  there  is  none,  he  made  the  best  of  this. 
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EPITAPH  GN  MY  EVER  HpNOtlifeElD  PATIiSr 

O  YE  whose  check  the  tear  of  pity  ituns. 

Draw  near,  with  jAoia  rey'rciice,  and  attend !      •  ' 
Here  lie  the  loTK^  fatuband's  dear  remaiiu^ 

The  tetider  iathsr,  and  tbi;  gtfi'rafi&  f rioRd ; 
The  fiitying  heart  that  felt  for  htuban-wae. 

The  dauntless  heart  that  Eearidno  (tMiBan  pndor 
The  friend  of  man-i-to  vite  ^looe.a  ioe;      '      <•  ' .  •  ' 

For  "ev'n  his  failings  lean'd  to  virtue's  side.'" 


BALLAD  ON  THE  AMERICAN  WAR 
Tiiae — "  Killiecranliie." 

When  Guilford  gobd-oitr  ^ifot  stood 
An'  did  our  hellitn  thraw,  man, 

Ae  night,  at  tea,  began  a  plea, 
■  I  W!*ih  Aroetic*,  man:  :■■_:. 

Then  im  they,  gat  ^c  m^skin-pat,    . 
And  m  the  sea  did  jaw,  man;' 

An''  di4  US'*  less,  in  fulj  coijgr^, 
Than  quite  refuse  our  Uw,  man. 

Theq.thro'  the  laiea  ifontgomery  takes, 

I  wat  he  was  na  ala^r.^man; 
Down  Lowrie's  Bjiii  Ra'took  a  turn, 
.  ,  ,  And  Carletoi)  dJ3|Ca.',*njan:^ 

But  yet,  wha'trecfe;  he,  at  Quebec, 
■   -  -  Mortigowery-lile  dSd  feViJanJ  .  . 

Wi'  sword  in  hand,  before  his  band, 
Amang  his  en'mies  a',  liian. 

Poor  Taiiimy  Gage  within  a  cage 
Was  kept  at  Boston-ha',  mah; 
Till  Wil1i6  Howe  took  o'er  the  knowe 
■i=;(M' liiiladelphia,  (nan; 
' "  Coidsmiih.— R.  B.  ;■ 
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Wi'  sword  an'  gun  he  thought  a  sin 
Guid  Christian  bluid  to  draw,  man; 

But  at  New-York,  wi'  knife  an'  fork, 
Sir-Loin  he  hackM  sma',  man. 

Burgoyne  gaed  up,  like  spur  an'  whip. 

Till  Fraser  brave  did  fa',  man ; 
Then  lost  his  way,  ae  misty  day. 

In  Saratoga  shaw,  man. 
Comwallis  fought  as  Ung's  he  dou^t. 

An'  did  the  Buckskins  claw,  man; 
But  Clinton's  glaive  ffae  rust  to  save. 

He  hvog  it  to  the  wa',  mm. 

Then  Montague,  an*  Guilford  too, 

Benn  to  fear  a  fa',  man; 
And  SackviHe  dour,  wha  stood  the  stonr. 

The  German  chief  to  thraw,  man : 
For  Paddy  Burke,  like  ony  Turk, 

Nae  mercy  had  at  a',  man ; 
An'  Charlie  Fox  threw  by  the  box. 

An'  lows'd  bi»  tinkler  jaw,  man. 

Then  Rockingham  took  up  the  game, 

Till  death  did  on  httn  ca',  man ; 
When  Shelbome  meek  held  up  his  cheek. 

Conform  to  gospel  law,  maA: 
Saint  Stephen's  boys,  wi'  jarring  mAat, 

They  did  his  measures  tbraw,  man; 
For  North  an'  Fox  united  stocks. 

An'  bore  him  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  clubs  an'  hearts  were  Charlie's  cartes. 

He  swept  the  stakes  awa',  man. 
Till  the  diamond's  ace,  of  Indian  race. 

Led  him  a  s^r  faux  fas,  man: 
The  Saxon  lads,  wi*  loud  placads. 

On  Chatham's  boy  did  ca',  man ; 
An'  Scotland  drew  her  pipe  an'  blew, 

"  Up,  Willie,  waur  them  a',  man  1 " 
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Behind  the  throne  then  Granville's  gone, 

A  secret  word  or  twa,  man ; 
While  slee  Dundas  arous'd  the  class 

Be-north  the  Roman  wa',  man : 
An'  Chatham's  wraith,  in  heav'niy  graid^ 

(InspirM  bardies  saw,  man), 
Wi*  kindling  eyes,  cry'd,  "  Willie,  rise  I 

Would  I  hae  fear'd  them  a',  man?" 

Bo^  word  an'  blow.  North,  Fox,  and  Ca 

Gowffd  Willie  like  a  ba',  man; 
Till  Suthron  raise,  an'  coost  their  claisc 

Behind  him  in  a.  raw,  man: 
An'  Caledon  threw  by  the  drone. 

An'  did  her  whittle  draw,  man ; 
An'  swoor  fn'  rude,  thro'  dirt  an'  blnid, 

To  mak  it  guid  in  law,  man. 


REPLY  TO  AN  ANNOUNCEMENT  BY  J.  RANKINE 

I  AH  a  keeper  of  the  law 

In  some  sma'  points,  altho'  not  a'; 

Some  people  tell  me  gin  I  fa', 

Ae  way  or  ither. 
The  breaking  of  ae  point,  tho'  sma'. 

Breaks  a'  tfae^ther. 

I  bae  been  in  ioft  ance  or  twice. 
And  winna  say  o'er  far  for  thrice; 
Yet  never  met  wi'  that  surprise 

That  broke  my  rest ; 
But  now  a  rumour's  like  to  ris&— 

A  whaup  's  i'  the  nest  I 
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EPISTLE  TO  JOHN   RANKINE 

ENCLOSING  SOME  F0EH3 

O  SOUGH,  rude,  ready-witted  Rankine, 
The  wale  o'  cocks  for  fun  an'  drinkinl 
There's  mony  godly  folks  are  thinkin. 

Your  dreams  and  tricks 
Will  send  you,  Korah-like,  a-sinkin 

Straug^t  to  auld  Nick's. 

Ye  hae  sac  mony  cracks  an'  cants. 
And  in  your  wicked,  drucken  rants, 
Ye  mak  a  devil  o'  the  saunts. 

An'  fill  them  fou; 
And  then  their  failings,  flaws,  an'  ynata. 

Are  a'  seen  thro'. 

Hypocrisy,  in  mercy  spare  it  I 

That  holy  robe,  0  dinna  tear  it  1 

Spare't  for  their  sakes,  wha  aften  wear  it— 

The  lads  in  black; 
But  your  curst  wit,  when  it  comes  near  it, 
Rivea't  aff  their  back. 

Think,  wicked  Sinner,  wha  ye're  skaithing: 
Ifs  just  the  Blue-gown  badge  an'  claithing 
C  saunts;  tak  that,  ye  lea'e  them  naething 

To  ken  them  by 
Frae  ony  unregenerate  heathen, 

IJke  you  or  I. 

I've  sent  you  here  some  rh3rro!ng  ware^ 
A'  that  I  bargain'd  for,  an'  mair; 
Sae,  when  ye  hae  an  hour  to  spare, 

I  will  expect. 
Yon  sang  ye'U  sen't,  wi'  cannie  care, 

And  no  neglect 
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Tho'  faith,  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  sing! 
Myttmse  dow  scarcely  spread  her  wing; 
I've  playd  mysel  a  borne  spring, 

An'  danc'd  my  fill ! 
I'd  better  gaen  an'  saif-'t  ^e  long. 

At  Bunker's  Hill. 

Twas  ae  night  lately,  in  my  fun, 

I  gaed  a  rovin'  wi'  the  gun, 

An'  brou^t  a  paitrick  to  the  grun'— 

A  bonie  hen ; 
And,  as  the  twilight  was  begun. 

Thought  nane  wad  ken. 

The  poor,  wee  thing  was  tittle  hurt; 

I  strailcit  it  a  wee  for  sport, 

Nci'«F  thinkin  they  wad  fash  me  for't; 

Bnt,  Dejl -ma-care  I 
Somebody  tells  the  poacher-court 

The  bale  affair. 

Some  anld,  us'd  hands  had  taen  a  note. 
That  sic  a  hen  had  got  a  shot ; 
I  was  suspected  for  the  plot ; 

I  scorn'd  to  lie ; 
So  gat  the  whissle  o'  my  groat. 

An'  pay't  the  fee. 

But  by  my  gun,  o'  guns  the  wale. 
An'  by  my  pouther  an'  my  hail. 
An'  by  my  hen,  an'  by  her  tail, 

I  vow  an'  swear  1 
The  game  shall  pay,  o'er  muir  an'  dale. 

For  this,  neist  year. 

As  soon's  the  clockin-time  is  by, 
An'  the  wee  pouts  begun  to  cry, 
Lord,  I'se  hae  sporfrag  by  an'  by 

For  my  gawd  guinea, 
Tho'  I  should  herd  the  buckskin  kye 

For't  in  Vii^hi. 


Di^iiizodbvGoogle 


P08US  AND  SONGS 

Trowth,  .they,  ha4  miicltle  (or  to  blame  I 
Twa^^Kitfier  broken  wing  nor  limb. 
But  twa-tbree  draps  about  tbe  wamfi. 

Scarce  thro'  the  feathera; 
An'  balth  a  yellow  George  to  daJAii 

An'  thole  their  tjethersl 

It  pits  me  aye  as  na(|'s  a  bare; 
So  J  fan  (b)«w  POf  write  tia«  iqak} 
But  pennyworthar  .again  H  fair. 

When  time's  expedient: 
Mcanwhil«  i  am.  r«8peti«d.£n'. 

Your  most  obedient 


A  POET'S  WELCOME-  TO  HiS  LOVE-BEGOTTEN 
.  DAUGHTER* 

THE  FUST  IHSIAilCr  T^AT  ^tiTITUS'  HIH  TO  f  BK  TENEKABLE 
-     AtPtLTATION   at  PATHOS 

Thou's  welcoAe^' wean ;  mrshaaoi'  fti  tab, 
li  thoughts  o'  tiiecv  oe  ytt  tKy  mamie. 
Shall  ever  daunton  me  or  awe  me, 

:  :>       147  bonie  lady. 
Or  if  I  Uash  wbeatboB  dialt  ^'  «e 
Tytai.OT  daddit. 

Tbo*  ftow  ttey  <ra'  me  fomfeatof, 
An'  tease  ityr  nitme  inkiMry  clatter. 
The  mair  they  talk,  I'm  kent  the  better, 

E*«k  Kt 'them  clash;    '  ''  ' 
An  auW  wife's  tonjue's  a  feckless  aoAtet 

Ibgieane  faah. 

Welcome !  my  bonie,  sweet,  jvee  ddchter,  ' 
Tbo'  ye'ibfne  fere  a  wee  unsought  for, 
'  Bnroi  ncTcr  publiibcd  thii  poem. 
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And  tbo^  your  comtn'  I  hae  fought  for, 
Baith  kiiit  and  queir; 

Yet,  bj  my  faith,  ye're  no  unwron^  for. 
That  I  shall  swear! 

Wee  image  o'  my  bonie  Betty, 
As  fatherly  I  Idss  and  dant  the^ 
Ai  dear,  aiid  near  my  heart  I  set  thee 

Wi'  as  glide  will 
As  a'  the  priests  had  seen  me  get  ttee 

Thaf  s  ont  o'  h—IL 

Sweet  fruit  o'  mony  a  merry  dint; 

My  funny  toil  is  now  a'  tint. 

Sin'  thou  came  to  the  warl'  asldent, 

Which  fools  may  scoff  at; 
In  ray  last  plack  thy  parf  s  be  in't 

The  better  ha'f  o't 

Tho'  I  should  be  the  waur  bestead, 
Thou's  be  as  braw  and  bienly  dad. 
And  thy  young  years  as  nicely  bred 

Wi'  education, 
Ai  ony  brat  o'  wedlock's  bed. 

la  a'  thy  station. 

Lord  grant  that  tliou  may  aye  inherit 
Thy  mitber's  person,  grace,  an'  merit; 
An'  thy  poor,  worthless  daddy's  spirit. 

Without  his  failins, 
rTwill  please  me  mair  to  see  thee  heir  it, 

Than  stockit  nutilens. 

For  if  thoa  be  what  I  wad  hae  thee. 
And  talc  the  counsel  I  shall  gie  thee, 
XII  never  rue  my  trouble  wi'  thee. 

The  cost  nor  shame  o'^ 
But  be  a  loving  father  to  tbec. 

And  brag  the  name  o'l: 
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SONG-O  LEAVE  NOVELS* 

0  LSAVE  novelsj  ye  Mauchline  belles, 

Ye're  safer  at  your  spinning-wlieel; 
Snch  witching  books  are  baited  hoolu 

For  raldsh  rooks  like  Rob  Motsgiel; 
Your  fine  Tom  Jones  and  Grandiwoa, 

Tbey  make  your  youthful  fancies  reel; 
They  heat  yonr  brains,  and  fire  your  veini. 

And  then  yon're  prey  for  Rob  MossgieL 

Beware  a  tongue  that's  smoothly  hung, 

A  heart  that  warmly  seems  to  feel; 
That  feeling  heart  bat  acts  a  part — 

Tis  rakish  art  in  Rob  Mossgiel. 
The  frank  address,  the  soft  caress. 

Are  worse  than  poisoned  darts  of  steel ; 
The  frank  address,  and  politesse. 

Are  all  finesse  in  Rob  Mossgiel 


FRAGMENT— THE  MAUCHLINE  LADY 
Twn^^-"  I  hai  a  Iione,  I  had  dm  mair." 

Whin  first  I  came  to  Stewart  Kyle, 

My  mind  it  was  na  steady ; 
Where'er  I  gaed,  where'er  I  rade, 

A  mistress  still  I  had  aye. 

But  when  I  came  roun'  by  Mauchline  toan. 

Not  dreadin  anybody. 
My  heart  was  caught,  before  I  thought. 

And  by  a  Mauchline  lady. 

■Bonu  nerer  publisbed  ttui  poea. 
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FRAGMENT— MY  GIRL   SHE'S  AIRY 
Tune—'  BImIc  Jock." 

My  girl  she's  airjr,  she's  biutom  and  gay; 

Her  breath  is  as  sweet  as  the  blossoras  in  May; 

A  touch  of  hef  lips  it  ravishes  qoite : 
She's  always  good  natur'd,  good  humour'd,  and  free; 
She  dances,  she  glances,  she  sftiites  npon  me; 

I  never  am  happy  when  out  of  her  »ght 


THE  BELLES   OF  MAUCHLINE 

In  Maucbline  there  dwells  six  proper  young  bdle:^ 
The  pride  of  the  place  and  its  neighbourhood  a'; 

Their  carriage  and  dress,  a  stranger  would  guess. 
In  Lon'on  or  Paris,  they'd  gotten  it  a'. 

Miss  Miller  is  fine,  Miss  Markland's  divine. 
Miss  Smith  she  has  wit,  and  Miss  Betty  is  braw: 

There's  beauty  and  fortune  to  get  ,wi'  Miss  Morton, 
But  Armour's  the  jewel  for  tne  o'  them  a'.    - 


EPITAPH  ON  A  NOISY  POLEMIC 

Below  thir  staues  lie  Jamie's  banes; 

O  Death,  it's  my  opinion. 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  bteth'rin  bitcfa 

Into  thy  dark  dominioB  I 


EPITAPH  ON  A  HENPECKED  COUNTRY  SQUIRE 

As  father  Adam  first  was  fool'd, 
(A  case  that's  still  too  conmion,) 

Here  lies  a  man  a  woman  ruled. 
The  devil  ruled  the  woman. 
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EPIGRAM  ON  THE  SAID  OCCASION 

O  Deatct,  had'st  thou  but  spar'd  his  BfCi 

Whom  we  this  day  lament. 
We  freely  wjd  exchanged  the  wife, 

And  a'  been  wee!  content. 
Ev'n  as'he  is,  caiild  in  his  graff, 

TheSwap  we  yet  will  do't; 
Tak'thou  the  carlin's  carcase  aflf, 

Thou'se  get  the  sauI  o'  boot 


ANOTHER 

One  Queen  Artemisia,  as  oM  stories  tell. 
When  deprived  of  her  husband  she  loved  so  Wll, 
In  respect  for  the  love  and  affection  he  sh'ow'd  her. 
She  reduc'^d'lilin  to  dust  and  Shcdfftnle  up  die- powder. 
But  Queen  Netherplace,  of  a  diff'rent  complexion. 
When  called  on  to  order  the  fun'ral  direction, 
Woujd  h^y&  eat  bef  de^dl^rd^  ooa  slepder  pfttje^ce. 
Not  id  show  her  respect,  tiit— to  save  the  expence  I 


;:.    Oti  TAM  THE  CHAPMAN 

As  Tam  the  chapman  on  a  day, 

Wi'  Death  forgather'd  by  the  way, 

Wecl  pleas'd,  he  greets  a  wight  so  famous, 

Ahd  ifcath-wis  tiae'less  plias'd  wi'  Thomas; 

Wha  cheerfully  lays  down  his  pack. 

And  mere  Haws  up  a  hearty  crack : 

His  social,  friendly,  honest  heart 

Sac  tickfedDeath^ they  could  na  part; 

Sae,  after  viewing  knives  and  garters. 

Death  taks  him  haiAe  to  gle  bifflqu^ftetS. 
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EPITAPH   ON  JOHN   RANKINE 

Ae  day,  as  Death,  that  gruesome  carl. 
Was  driving  to  the  tither  warl' 
A  mixtie-maxtie  motley  squad. 
And  mony  a  guilt-bespotted  lad- 
Black  gowns  of  each  denomination. 
And  thieves  of  every  rank  and  station. 
From  him  that  wears  the  star  and  garter. 
To  him  that  wintles  in  a  halter: 
Ashamed  himself  to  see  the  wretches. 
He  mutters,  glowrin  at  the  bitches, 
"  By  G— d  I'll  not  be  seen  behint  them. 
Nor  'mang  the  sp'ritual  core  present  them. 
Without,  at  least,  ae  honest  man, 
To  grace  this  d — d  infernal  dan  I " 
By  Adamhill  a  glance  he  threw, 
"L — d  G — dl  "  quoth  he,  "I  have  it  now; 
There's  just  the  man  I  want,  i'  faith  I " 
And  quickly  stc^t  Rankine's  breath. 


UNES  ON  THE  AUTHOR'S  DEATH 

WUTTEN    WITH    TBE    SUPPOSED   VIEW    OT   BEIMa    HANDKD    TO 
BANEINE  ATTES  THE  POET'S  INTEBUEHT 

He  who  of  Rankine  sanf^,  lies  stiff  and  dead. 
And  a  green  grassy  hillock  bides  his  head; 
Alas  alas  I  a  devilish  change  indeed. 


MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURN— A  DIRGE 

When  chill  November's  surly  blast 

Made  fields  and  forests  bare. 
One  ev'ning,  as  I  wander'd  forth 

Along  the  banks  of  Ayr, 
I  spied  a  man,  whose  ag^  step 
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Seem'd  weary,  worn  with  care ; 
His  face  was  f urrow'd  o'er  with  years. 
And  hoary  was  bis  hair. 

"Young  stranger,  whither  wand'rcst  thou?" 

Began  the  reVrend  sage; 
"Does  thirst  of  wealth  thy  step  constrain. 
Or  youthful  pleasure's  rage? 
Or  haply,  prest  with  cares  and  woes, 

Too  soon  thou  hast  began 
To  wander  forth,  with  me  to  mourn 
The  miseries  of  man. 

"  The  sun  that  overhangs  yon  moors. 

Out-spreading  far  and  wide. 
Where  hundreds  labour  to  support 

A  haughty  lordling's  pride; — 
I've  seen  yon  weary  winter-^un 

Twice  for^  times  return; 
And  ev'ry  time  has  added  proofs, 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

"  0  man  1  while  in  thy  early  years. 

How  prodigal  of  time  I 
Mis-spending  all  thy  precious  hotu^- 

Thy  glorious,  youthful  prime  I 
Alternate  follies  take  the  sway; 

Licentious  passions  bum ; 
Which  tenfold  force  gives  Nature's  Uw. 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

"  Look  not  alone  on  youthful  prime. 

Or  manhood's  active  might ; 

Man  then  is  useful  to  his  kind, 

Supported  is  his  right: 
But  see  him  on  the  edge  of  life. 
With  cares  and  sorrows  worn ; 
Then  Age  and  Want — oh  I  ill-match'd  pair — 
Shew  man  was  made  to  mourn. 
HO— T<d.« 
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"  A  few  seem  favouritea  of  f»ta^ 

In  pleasure's  lap  carest; 
Yet,  think  not  all  the  rich  and  trett 

Are  likewise  truly  blest ; 
But  oh  I  what  crowds  in  ev'ry  land, 

All  wretched  and  forlorn. 
Thro'  weary  life  this  lesson  leara^ 

That  man  was  nude  to  mourn. 

"  Many  and  sharp  the  num'rous  ills 

Inwoven  with  our  frame  I 
More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselvea, 

Regret,  remorse,  and  shame  1 
And  man,  whose  heav'n-e reeled  face 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn, — 
Man's  inhumanity  to  man 

Makes  countless  thousands  moura  I 

"  Sec  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd  wight. 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile. 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil ; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow-worm 

The  poor  petition  spurn. 
Unmindful,  tho'  a  weeping  wife 

And  helpless  offspring  mourn. 

"  If  I'm  doslgn'd  yon  lordling's  sUti^ 

By  Nature's  law  design'd, 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty  or  scorn  ? 
Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  pow'r 

To  make  his  fellow  mourn  ? 

"  Yet,  let  not  this  too  much,  my  son. 
Disturb  thy  youthful  breast: 
This  partial  view  of  human-kind 
Is  sureljr  not  the  last  I 
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The  poor,  oppress^,  honest  maa 
Had  never,  sure,  been  born. 

Had  there  not  been  some  recompense 
To  comfort  thote  tbat  mourn  I 

"  O  Death  1  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend. 

The  kindest  and  the  best ! 
Welwme  the  hour  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest  I 
The  great,  the  wealthy  fear  thy  blow 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn ; 
But,  di  1  a  blest  relief  for  those 

That  weary-laden  mQuml" 


THE  TWA  HERDS;   OR,  THE  HOLY  TULYIE 

AN   UKCO  UODKHPD'  TALB 


O  a'  ye  piout  godly  flocks, 
Weel  fed  on  pastures  orthodox, 
Wha  now  will  keep  you  frae  the  fox, 

Or  worrying  tykes? 
Or  wha  will  tent  the  waifs  an'  crocks, 

About  the  dykes? 

The  twa  best  herds  in  $f  the  wast, 
That  e'er  ^'e  gospel  horn  a  blast 
These  five  an'  twenty  simmers  past^ 

Ob,  dool  to  tellt 
Hae  had  a  bitter  black  out-cast 

Atween  themsel'. 

O,  Moodie,'  man,  an*  wordy  Russell,* 
How  could  you  raise  so  vile  a  bustle ; 
Ye'll  see  how  New-Light  herds  will  whistle. 
An'  think  it  fine  I 
■  KcT.  Mr.  Uoodie  ot  Rlcearton.       ■  Bcv.  Jobn  StiiKtl  at  Kilnuiniocic 
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The  L — 's  caase  ne'er  gat  sic  a  twistle, 
Sin'  I  hae  min'. 

O,  sirs  I  whae'er  wad  hae  expeckit 
Your  duty  ye  wad  sac  negleckit. 
Ye  wha  were  ne'er  by  lairds  respecldt 

To  wear  the  plaid ; 
But  by  the  brutes  themselves  eleckit. 

To  be  their  guide. 

What  flock  wi'  Moodie's  flock  could  rank?— ■ 
Sae  hale  and  hear^  every  shank  I 
Nae  poison'd  soor  Arminian  stank 

He  let  them  taste; 
Frae  Calvin's  well  aye  clear  they  drank^— 

O,  sic  a  feast  1 

The  thununart,  willcat,  brodc,  an'  tod, 
Weel  kend  his  voice  thro'  a'  the  wood. 
He  smell'd  their  ilka  hole  an'  road, 

Baith  out  an  in; 
An'  weel  he  lik'd  to  shed  their  bltud. 

An'  sell  their  skitL 

What  herd  Uke  Russell  tell'd  his  tale; 
His  voice  was  heard  thro'  muir  and  dale^ 
He  kenn'd  the  L — ^"s  sheep,  ilka  tail, 

Owrc  a'  the  height; 
An'  saw  gin  they  were  sick  or  hale. 

At  the  first  sight 

He  fine  a  mangy  sheep  could  scrub, 

Or  nobly  fling  the  gospel  club, 

And  New-Light  herds  could  nicely  drub 

Or  pay  their  akin ; 
Could  shake  than  o'er  the  burning  dub^ 

Or  heave  them  in. 

Sic  twa— Ol  do  I  live  to  see't?— 
Sic  famous  twa  should  disagree't, 
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And  names,  like  "riUain,"  "hypocrite," 

Ilk  ither  gi'en. 
While  New-Light  herds,  wi'  laughin  ^te, 

Say  neither's  liein  I 

A'  jt  wba  tent  the  gospel  f  auM, 
There's  Duncan'  deep,  an'  Peebles*  ahaul, 
Bnt  chiefly  thou,  apostle  Auld,* 

We  trust  in  thee. 
That  thou  wilt  work  them,  bet  an'  cauld, 

Till  they  agree. 

Connder,  sirs,  how  we're  beset ; 
There's  scarce  a  new  herd  that  we  ge^ 
But  comes  frae  'mang  that  cursed  set, 

I  winna  name; 
I  hope  Irae  bcav'n  to  sec  them  yet 

In  fiery  flam& 

Dalrymple*  has  been  lang  our  fae, 
M'Gill*  has  wrought  us  meikle  wae. 
An'  that  curs'd  rascal  ca'd  M'Quhae,* 

And  baith  the  Shaws,* 
That  aft  hae  made  us  black  an'  blae, 

Wi'  vengefu'  paws. 

Auld  Wodrow"  lang  has  batch'd  mischief^ 
We  thou^t  aye  death  wad  bring  relief; 
But  he  has  gotten,  to  our  grief, 

Ane  to  succeed  him," 
A  diield  wball  soundly  buff  our  beef; 

I  meikle  dread  him. 

And  mony  a  ane  that  I  could  tell, 
Wba  fain  wad  openly  rebel, 

*  Dr.  Robert  DnDcu  oi  Dniidoiuld.      •  Kit.  Wn,  Fecblea  ol  NcwtsfH^An 

>  RcT.  Wm.  Aold  of  UracUliw.  ■  ReT.  Dr.  Dilr>mDl«  st  Att.  _ 

T  B*v.  Wm.  U'GiU.  coUeuue  oi  Di.  Dd  rjaiDlc.         ■  Mioiiter  ol  St.  Qulvoi. 

>  Dr.  Andrew  Slu«  tt  Crdcie.  md  Dr.  Darid  Shaw  al  Carlton. 
■Dr.  Peta  Wodrew  ol  TuMtoo. 

n  Bar,  Jdm  M'Matk.  a  yennt  aatiitinl  tud  wecciwr  lo  Wodrow. 
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Forby  tnm-coats  stnan^  oursel', 

There'i  Smith"  for  ane; 

I  doubt  he's  but  a  grey  nick  qnill, 
An'^that  yell  fin*. 

O I  a'  ye  flocks  o'er  a.'  the  hills, 

By  mosses,  meadows,  moors,  and  fells. 

Come,  join  your  counsel  and  your  skills 

To  cowe  the  lairds. 
An'  get  the  brutes  the  power  themsel's 

To  choose  their  herds. 

Then  Orthodoxy  yet  may  prance, 
An'  Learning  in  a  woody  dance. 
An'  that  fell  cur  ca'd  Common-Sens^ 

That  bites  sae  sair. 
Be  banished  O'er  the  sea  to  France: 

Let  him  bark  theft 

Then  Shaw's  an'  D'rymple's  eloquence^ 
M'Gill's  close  nervous  excellence 
M'Quhae's  pathetic  manly  sense. 

An'  guid  M'Math, 
Wi'  Sffiith,  wha  thro'  the  heart  can  glance^ 

May  a'  pack  aff. 


EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE,  A  BROTHER  POET 

January 

While  winds  itzt  iS  Ben-Lotndttd  blaW, 
An'  bar  the  doors  wi'  driving  snaw. 

An'  hing  us  owre  the  ingle, 
I  set  me  down  to  pass  the  time. 
An'  spin  a  verse  or  twa  o'  rhyme. 

In  hamely,  westlin  jingle: 
While  fros^  winds  blaw  in  the  drl^ 

Ben  to  the  chimla  lug, 
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I  grudge  4  w«e  tfie  tnM-foI^'>  (<(t> 

That  Uvfl  «u  btm  in'  muc: 

I  teat  lesi.  ^d  want  lew 

Their  lotf^y  fiit^Mil 

But  haidnr,  wid  oaidin'. 

To  Me  tbfiir  amti  firid«. 

If  9  hardfy  in  •  body's  pow'p 

T«  Iww,  >t  times,  fr«e  being  wnr. 

To  K«  how  tlliiv>  IK  ■twr'd; 
Hqv  beat  o'  cbieli  iirt  whilu  in  want, 
WUle  tooU  on  cwmtlfai  tlmuands  rant, 

And  ken  na  how  to  wair't ; 
But,  Davifl,  lid.  oe'ir  iub  your  head. 

The'  we  haa  Uitic  scan 
We're  fit  to  win  ear  daily  bread. 
As  hate's  wt'n  hate  and  fier: 
"  Mair  ipisr  ns  aot  fear  na," 
Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  1^;; 
Th«  list  o't,  the  want  o'l, 
Is  only  bnt  M  beg. 

To  lie  in  Ifilni  and  bama  at  e'en, 

Whn  binw  arc  crac'd,  and  bluid  is  thin, 

U,  dtnibtleu.  gr«at  diatr«sa  I 
Yet  then  cfatcnt  conid  rnaki  us  blest; 
Ev'n  lh<n,  wnMinwi,  we'd  natch  a  taste 

Of  truest  happiness. 
The  honeet  heart  thaf  ■  free  f rae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile. 
However  Fortune  kick  the  ha', 
Hm  aye  some  cauae  to  smile; 
An'  mind  still,  yov'U  find  stIO, 

A  eonfort  thi*  nae  ama'; 
Nh  mair  then  we'll  earc  then, 
Nie  fartiif  r  we  can  fa'. 

What  tho',  like  comnwners  of  air, 
We  wiwkr  Mt.  we  know  not  .where. 
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But  either  house  or  hal'. 
Yet  nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  wood^ 
The  sweeping  vales,  aod  foaming  floods. 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
la  days  when  daisies  deck  the  ground. 

And  blackbirds  whistle  clear, 
With  honest  joy  our  hearts  will  boun^ 
To  see  the  coming  year; 
On  braes  when  we  please  then. 

Well  sit  an'  sowth  a  tune; 

Syne  rhyme  till't  we'll  time  tiU't, 

An'  sing't  when  we  hae  done. 

It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank ; 

If  s  DO  in  wealth  like  Lon'on  banli^ 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest: 
Ifs  no  in  makin'  muckle,  niair; 
It's  no  in  books,  it's  no  in  lear. 

To  make  us  truly  blest: 
If  happiness  hae  not  her  seat 

An'  centre  in  the  breast. 
We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great. 
But  never  can  be  blest ; 
Nae  treasures  nor  pleasures 

Could  make  us  happy  lang; 
The  heart  aye's  the  part  aye 
That  makes  us  right  or  wrang. 

Think  ye,  that  sic  as  you  and  I, 

Wha  ^iidge  an'  drive  thro'  wet  and  dry, 

Wi'  never  ceasing  toil; 
Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  they, 
Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  way. 

As  hardly  worth  their  while? 
Alas  I  how  aft  in  haughty  mood, 

God's  creatures  they  oppress  I 
Or  else,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid. 

They  riot  in  excess  I 
Baith  careless  and  fearless 
Of  either  heaven  or  hell; 
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Esteeming  and  deeming 
It's  a'  an  idle  tale  I 

Then  let  us  cheerfu'  acquiesce. 
Nor  make  our  scanty  pleasures  less. 

By  pining  at  our  state: 
And,  even  should  misfortunes  come, 
I,  here  wha  sit,  hae  met  wi'  som^— 

An's  thankf u'  for  them  yet. 
They  gie  the  wit  of  age  to  youth; 

They  let  us  ken  oursel' ; 
They  make  us  see  the  naked  truth. 
The  real  guid  and  ill : 
Tho'  losses  an'  crosses 

Be  lessons  rig^t  severe, 
There's  wit  there,  yell  get  ther^ 
Ye'Il  find  nae  other  where. 

But  tent  me,  Davie,  ace  o'  hearts  I 

(To  say  aught  less  wad  wrang  the  cartes. 

And  flatt'ry  I  detest) 
This  life  has  joys  for  you  and  I; 
An'  joys  that  riches  ne'er  could  buy. 

An'  joys  the  very  best. 
There's  a'  the  pleasures  o'  the  hearty 

The  lover  an'  the  f  rien' ; 
Ye  hae  your  Meg,  your  dearest  part^ 
And  I  my  darling  Jean  I 
It  warms  me,  it  charms  me, 
To  mention  but  her  name: 
It  heats  me,  it  beets  me, 
An'  sets  me  a'  on  flame  I 

O  all  ye  Pow'rs  who  rule  above ! 
O  Thou  whose  very  self  art  love  I 

Thou  know'st  my  words  sincere  1 
The  life-blood  streaming  thro'  my  heart, 
Or  my  more  dear  immortal  part. 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear  I 
When  beart-corroding  care  and  grief 
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Depriva  my  sotil  of  rist. 
Her  dear  idea  bHCj:*  relief. 
And  solace  to  my  breast. 
Thou  B*Ins,  AU-flceiti^, 

O  hesf  my  fervent  prift; 
StiU  take  her,  atid  make  her 
Thy  iiioW  pecaliaf  tal*l 

All  hail  I  ye  tender  feelinjjs  dear! 
The  Bitifle  0*  love,  the  friendly  tetf. 

The  sympathetic  glow  1 
Long  Btnce,  thii  <froHd'i  thamy  wsys 
Had  number'd  tmi  My  we^ry  days. 

Had  it  tWrt  been  fof  you  1 
Fate  still  has  hlest  me  With  «  friend. 

In  eV'l^  cfttc  atid  ill  | 
And  oft  a  more  endeai-itig  band— 
A  tie  more  tender  still. 
It  lightens,  It  bHghtetiii 
The  tenebrific  scene. 
To  meet  witii,  and  gt«a  wlUi 
My  Davie,  ot  my  Jeatt  I 

O,  how  that  Mine  insures  my  ityle! 
The  Words  cotni  Mitiplil,  rank  ati'  (tie, 

Amaist  before  I  ken  I 
The  ready  measure  tins  as  fine. 
As  Phcebus  an'  the  famous  Nina 

Were  glowrln  awre  my  pen. 
My  spaviet  Pegasus  will  limp, 

Till  ^ce  he'8  fairly  hel ; 

And  then  he'll  hilch,  and  stilt,  an'  jimp, 

And  rin  an  unco  fit : 

But  least  then  the  beast  then 

Should  rue  this  hasty  ride, 

III  light  now,  and  dight  now 

His  sweaty,  wi«a'd  hidt. 
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HOLY  WILLIE'S  PRAYER 

"APd  Knd  the  godlj  iq  s  pet  to  pray."— Po». 

Amsifiibmt.^ — Holj  Willie  wu  a  rather  otdiah  buhelor  elder,  in  tbe 
parish  of  Mauchline,  wid  nmch  and  justly  famed  for  that  polemical 
cbattering,  whi^  end*  la  tippling  orthodoxy,  and  for  that  apiritnal- 
ized  bawdry  which  reinea  to  Uquorish  derotion.  la  a  aeuional 
proccaa  with  a  gentlcnnaa  ia  Uanchlinc — 4  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton — 
Holy  tVilUt  and  b>*  priett.  Father  Auld,  after  foil  hearing  in  the 
preabytety  of  Ayr,  cwie  on  but  MCOQd  bfst;  awing  partly  to  the 
oratorical  powera  of  Hr.  Sobert  Aiken,  Mr.  Hamilton's  counsel; 
bnt  chiefly  to  Ur.  Hamilton's  being  one  of  the  most  irreproachable 
and  truly  respectable  characters  in  the  county.  On  losing  the 
process,  the  muc  ywrbcvd  turn  (Holy  WilUa]  at  kia  derations, 
•■  follows: — 

0  Thou,  who  in  the  heavens  does  dwell. 
Who,  as  it  pleases  best  Thysol', 

Sends  ane  to  heaven  ftti'  ten  to  hell, 
A'  for  Thy  glory. 

And  no  for  ony  g;u<le  or  ill 

They've  done  atore  Thee  I 

1  bleii  ind  praise  Thy  matchless  might, 
When  thousands  Thau  hast  left  in  nlgl^ 
That  I  am  here  afore  Thy  sight. 

For  gifts  an'  grace 
A  bomiiig  und  a  shininf  light 

To  a'  tfiis  pUcf. 

What  was  I,  or  my  generation. 
That  I  should  get  sic  exaltation, 
I  wha  deserva  most  just  damnation 

For  broken  laws. 
Five  thousand  years  ere  my  creation. 

Thro'  Adam's  cause: 


When  frae  my  mither'a  womb  I  feU* 
Tbon  mlgfat  hae  plung^  me  in  hell. 
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To  gnash  my  guina,  to  weep  and  wail, 
In  burnii^  lakes. 

Where  damnU  devils  roar  and  yell, 

Chain'd  to  their  stakes. 

Yet  I  am  here  a  chosen  sample, 

To  show  thy  grace  is  great  and  aoq>le; 

I'm  here  a  pillar  o'  Thy  temple, 

Strong  as  a  rod^ 
A  guide,  a  buckler,  and  example, 

To  a'  Thy  fiotk. 

O  I^-d,  Thou  kens  what  zeal  I  bear. 
When  drinkers  drink,  an'  swearers  swear. 
An'  singin  there,  an'  dancin  here, 

Wi'  great  and  sma'; 
For  I  am  keepit  by  Thy  fear 

Free  frae  them  a'. 

But  yet,  O  L — d !  confess  I  must. 
At  times  I'm  fash'd  wi'  Seshly  lust: 
An'  sometimes,  too,  in  warldly  trus^ 

Vile  self  gets  in; 
But  Thou  remembers  we  are  dust, 

Defil'd  wi'  sin. 

0  L — d!  yestreen.  Thou  kens,  wi'  Meg— 
Thy  pardon  I  sincerely  beg, 

0 1  may't  ne'er  be  a  livin  plague 

To  my  dishonour. 
An'  I'll  ne'er  lift  a  lawless  leg 

Again  upon  her. 

Besides,  I  farther  maun  allow, 
Wi'  Leezie's  lass,  three  times  I  trow- 
But  L — d,  that  Friday  I  was  fou, 

When  I  cam  near  herj 
Or  else.  Thou  kens.  Thy  servant  true 
Wad  never  steer  her. 
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Maybe  Thou  lets  this  fleshly  tbora 
Buffet  Thy  servant  e'en  and  morn. 
Lest  he  owre  proud  and  high  shou'd  turn. 

That  he's  sae  gifted: 
If  sae,  Thy  han'  maun  e'en  he  borne. 

Until  Thou  lift  it. 

I^-d,  bless  Thy  chosen  in  this  place. 
For  here  Thou  hast  a  chosen  race : 
But  G — d  confound  their  stubborn  face. 

An'  blast  their  name, 
Wha  bring  Thy  elders  to  disgrace 

An'  public  shame. 

Lr— d,  mind  Gaw'n  Hamilton's  deserts ; 
He  drinks,  an'  swears,  an'  plays  at  cartes. 
Yet  has  sae  mony  takin  arts, 

Wi'  great  and  sma', 
Fnie  G — d's  ain  priest  the  people's  hearts 

He  steals  awa. 

An*  when  we  chasten'd  him  therefor, 
Thou  kens  how  he  bred  sic  a  splore, 
An'  set  the  warld  in  a  roar 

O'  laughing  at  us;— 
Curse  Thou  his  basket  and  his  store, 
Kail  an'  potatoes. 

I^-d,  hear  my  earnest  cry  and  pray'r. 

Against  that  Presbyt'ry  o'  Ayr; 

Thy  strong  right  hand,  L — d,  make  it  bare 

Upo'  their  heads; 
If—d  visit  them,  an'  dinna  spare. 

For  their  misdeeds. 

O  L^^  tny  G— d  I  that  glib-tongu'd  Aiken, 
My  vera  heart  and  flesh  are  quakin. 
To  think  how  we  stood  sweatin',  shakin. 

An'  p^'d  wi'  dread. 
While  he,  wi'  hii^n  lip  an'  snakin. 

Held  up  Ms  head. 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


RCmUtTBUENB 

L — d,  in  Thy  (lay  o'  ven^uice  try  him, 
L — d,  visit  tliem  viba  did  employ  him. 
And  pus  not  in  Thy  mercy  by  'em. 

Nor  hear  their  pray'r, 
But  for  Thy  people's  sake  destroy  'em. 

An'  dinna  spare. 

Btrt,  L— d,  remember  me  an'  mine 
Wi'  mercies  temporal  an'  divine, 
That  I  for  grace  an'  gear  may  shine, 

Ejccell'd  by  oape, , 
And  a'  the  glory  shall  be  thine. 

Amen,  Amen  I 


EPITAPH  ON  HOLY  WILLIE 

Hers  Holy  Willie's  sair  worn  clay 

Taks  up  its  last  abode; 
His  sauI  has  u'en  some  other  way, 

I  fejtr,  the  left-hand  road. 

Stop  t  there  he  is,  as  sure's  a  gun. 
Poor,  silly  body,  sec  him; 

Nae  wonder  he's  as  black's  the  grui^ 
Observe  wha's  standing  wi'  him. 

Your  brunatane  devilship,  I  lee, 
Hu  got  him  there  before  yc; 

But  baud  your  nine-tail  cat  a  wee, 
Till  ance  you'Te  heard  my  atory. 

Your  pity  I  will  not  implor^ 

For  pity  ye  hav*  rane; 
Justice,  alas!  has  gi'en  hitn  o'er. 

And  mercy's  day  Ss  gane. 

But  hear  me,  Sir,  deil  as  ye  arc, 
Look  something  to  your  credit; 
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A  coof  like  him  wad  attin  your  name. 
If  it  were  kent  ye  did  it 


DEATH  AND  DOCTOR  HORNBOOK 

A  TBUS  STOBY 

Some  bocdcs  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  some  great  lies  were  never  penn'd: 
EVn  ministers  they  hae  been  kenn'd, 

In  lioly  rapture, 
A  rousing  wbid  at  times  to  vend. 

And  nail't  wt'  Scripture. 

Sut  this  tliat  I  «n  gaon  to  tdl. 
Which  lately  on  a  night  befell. 
Is  just  as  true's  the  Deil's  in  hell 

Or  Dublin  city : 
That  e'er  he  nearer  comes  oursel' 

'S  a  mucklf  pity. 

The  clachan  yjll  had  made  me  canty, 

I  was  na  fotl,  but  just  had  plenty; 

I  stacher'd  whiles,  but  yet  took  tent  aye 

To  free  the  ditches; 
Ao'  hillocks,  sUmes,  an'  bushes,  kenn'd  aye 

Frae  gfaaisti  sn'  witebes. 

The  rising  moon  began  to  glowre 
The  distant  Cumnock  hills  out-owre: 
To  count  her  horns,  wi'  a*  my  pow'r, 

I  set  mysel'; 
But  whether  she  had  three  or  four, 

I  cou'd  na  tell. 

I  was  come  round  about  the  hill. 
An'  todlin  dovm  on  Willie's  mill. 
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Setdng  my  staff  wi'  a.'  my  ^11, 

To  keep  me  sicker ; 

Tho'  leeward  widlea,  against  my  will, 
I  toc4c  ft  bidier. 

I  there  wi'  Somethtng  did  fbrgaflier. 

That  pat  me  in  an  eerie  swither ; 

An'  awfu'  scythe,  out-owre  ae  shoather. 

Clear-dangling,  bang; 
A  three-tae'd  leister  on  the  itber 

Lay.  large  an'  lang. 

Its  statnre  seem'd  lang  Scotdi  ells  twa. 
The  queerest  shape  that  e'er  I  saw. 
For  fient  a  wame  it  had  ava ; 

And  then  its  shanks. 
They  were  as  thin,  as  sharp  an'  sma' 

As  chedcs  o'  branks. 

"  Guid-een,"  quo'  I ;  "  Friend !  hae  ye  been  niawin. 
When  itber  folk  are  busy  sawin  1  "* 
It  seem'd  to  make  a  kind  o'  stan'. 

But  naething  spak; 
At  length,  says  I, "  Friend !  whare  ye  gatin? 
Will  ye  go  back  i  " 

It  spak  right  howe, — "  My  name  is  Death, 
But  be  na  fie/d."— Quoth  I, "  Guid  faith, 
Ye're  maybe  come  to  stap  my  breath; 

But  tent  me,  billie; 
I  red  ye  weel,  tak  care  o'  skaith, 

See,  there's  a  gully  1 " 

"  Gudeman,"  quo'  he,  "  put  up  your  whittle 
I'm  no  designed  to  try  its  mettle ; 
But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle 

To  be  mislear'd; 
I  wad  na  mind  it,  no  that  spittle 

Out-owre  my  beard." 
*TUi  NBcoitre  h^pened  in  cted-tlme,  i^;.— K.  B. 
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"  Weel,  weel  I  "  says  I, "  a  bargain  be't; 

Come,  gie's  your  band,  an'  sae  we're  gree't; 

We'll  ease  our  shanks  an  tak  a  seat- 
Come,  gie's  your  news; 

This  while  ye  hae  been  mony  a  gate. 
At  mony  a  house."* 

**  Ay,  ay  I "  qao'  he,  an'  shook  his  head. 
It's  e'en  a  lang,  lang  time  indeed 
Sin'  I  began  to  nick  the  thread, 

An'  choke  the  breatii : 
Folk  maun  do  something  for  thdr  bread. 

An'  sae  maun  Death. 

"  Sax  thousand  years  are  near-hand  fled 
Sin'  I  was  to  the  hutching  bred. 
An'  mony  a  scheme  in  vain's  been  laid. 

To  stap  or  scar  me ; 
Till  ane  Hornbook's'  ta'en  up  the  trade. 

And  faith  I  he'll  waur  me, 

"Ye  ken  Jock  Hornbook  i'  the  Clachan, 
Deil  m^  his  king's-hood  in  a  spleuchan ; 
He's  grown  sae  weel  acquaint  wi'  Buchan* 

And  ither  chaps. 
The  weans  baud  out  their  fingers  laughio. 

An'  pouk  my  hips. 

"See,  here's  a  scythe,  an'  there's  a  dart 
They  hae  pierc'd  mony  a  gallant  heart; 
But  Doctor  HombroiA:  wi'  his  art 

An'  cursed  skill, 
Has  made  them  baith  no  worth  a  f— t, 

D— n'dhaettheyllkilll 

*  An  ejndcDiieal  fever  wu  Ihm  riring  In  that  coantir- — R-  B. 

■This  gentleman.  Dr.  Hombvok,  la  profeaiiaoallr  ■  brotber  of  Ihe  ai 
niia  Order  of  Ihe  FeruU;  but,  bj  {atultioD  and  inapltatloa,  <a  it  once 
ODlhecuy,  aurgean,  and  pbraicUB. — A,  B, 
^TBQchan'a  Domcftk  M«lieiM,~JI.  B, 
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"  'Twu  but  yeMreen,  nae  farthcf  gm*, 
I  threw  a  noble  throw  tt  ao«: 
Wi'  leM,  I'm  sure,  I've  hundreda  tlaJa; 

But  deil-tna-csre. 
It  just  phy'd  dlrl  on  the  ban*, 

But  did  nae  mair. 

"  HombocA  was  by,  wi'  ready  af^ 
An'  had  sae  fortify'd  the  part. 
That  when  I  lookU  to  my  dart, 

It  was  sae  blunt, 
Flent  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heait 

Of  a  kail-runt 

"  I  drew  my  scytbe  in  sic  a  fury, 
I  near-band  cowpit  wi'  my  buriy, 
But  yet  the  bauld  Apothecary 

Withstood  the  shock; 
I  might  as  weel  hae  tried  a  quarry 

O'  hard  whin  rode. 

"  Ev'n  them  he  canna  get  attended, 
Altho'  their  face  he  ne'er  had  kead  It, 
Just in  a  kail-blade,  an'  send  it, 

As  scon's  he  smells  't, 
Baith  their  disease,  and  what  mil  mend  it. 

At  once  he  tells 't 

"  And  then  a'  doctor's  saws  an'  whittles, 

Of  a'  dimensions,  shapes,  an'  mettles, 

A'  kind  o'  boxes,  mugs,  an'  bottles, 

He's  sure  to  hae; 

Their  Latin  names  as  fast  he  rattl«s 

As  ABC. 

"Calces  o'  fossils,  earths,  and  trees; 
True  sal-marinum  o'  the  seas; 
The  farina  of  beans  an'  pease, 

Hehas't  in  plen^; 
Aqua-fontis,  what  you  please. 

He  can  content  ye. 
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"  Forbye  sonic  new,  tinconmoii  weatKUU, 
Urinus  s|Mrltus  of  capons ; 
Or  mite-hom  shavinge,  filings,  scrapings, 

Dlstill'd  per  se; 
Sal-alkali  o'  midge-tail  clippings. 

And  mony  mae." 

"  Waes  me  for  Johnie  Ged's-Hole'  now,** 
Quoth  I,  "  if  that  thae  news  be  true ! 
His  braw  calf-ward  whare  gowans  grew, 

Sae  white  and  bonie, 
Nac  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wi'  the  plew; 

They'll  ruin  Johnie  I " 

The  creatur»  grain'd  an  eldritch  laugh. 
And  says  "  Ve  B«cdn«  yoke  the  pleu|^ 
Kirlcyards  will  toos  be  till'd  eneugh, 

Tak  ye  nac  fear: 
They'll »'  be  trwch'd  wi'  mosy  a  shnigh, 

In  twa-thrtttt  year. 

"  Whare  I  kill'd  ane,  a  fair  strae-death. 
By  lou  o'  blood  or  want  of  breath, 
1^1)  sight  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aith, 

That  Hornbook's  sktU 
Haa  dad  a  score  I'  their  last  clalth, 

By  drap  an'  pill. 

*  An  honest  wabster  to  his  trade, 

Whase  wife's  twa  nieves  were  scarce  weel-brea, 
Gat  tippencc- worth  to  mend  her  head. 

When  it  was  sair ; 
The  wife  slade  cannie  to  her  bed. 

But  ne'er  ^>ak  tnair. 

*  A  country  laird  had  ta'en  the  batts. 
Or  some  curmurring  in  his  guts, 

■n*  fttyt-Hftrr.—R.  B. 
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Hia  only  son  for  ifornbook  Kto, 

An'^ayahimweU: 

The  lad,  for  tws  guid  gimmer-peta, 
Was  laird  luiDsd'. 

"  A  bonie  lass— ye  kend  her  name — 
Some  ill-brewn  drink  had  faov'd  her  wame; 
She  trusts  bersel',  to  bide  the  ahamei 

In  Hornbook's  care ; 
Horn  sent  her  aff  to  her  lang  hame, 

To  hide  it  there. 

"That's  just  a  swatch  o'  Hornbook's  way; 
Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day, 
Thus  does  be  poison,  kill,  an'  slay, 

An's  mel  paid  for't; 
Yet  stops  me  o'  n^  lawfu'  prey, 

Wi' his  d-Hi'd  dirt: 

"  Bnt,  haik  1 1'M  tell  you  of  a  plot. 
Tho'  dinna  ye  be  speakin  o't; 
I'll  nail  the  self-concdted  sot, 

Ab  dead's  aherrio; 
Nnst  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groat. 

He  gets  bta  fairin  I " 

But  just  as  he  began  to  tell. 

The  auld  kirk-hammer  strak  the  bell 

Some  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal', 

Whidi  rais'd  us  baitb: 
I  took  the  way  that  pleas'd  mysel'. 

And  sae  did  Death. 


EPISTLE  TO  J.  LAPRAIK 

AN  OLD  SCOTTISH  BAKU. — AXKIL  I,  1^8$ 

While  briers  an*  woodbines  budding  green, 
An'  paitrtdcs  scraidiia  loud  at  e'en. 
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An*  moitiii^  poossie  whiddin  seen, 
Inspire  my  muse. 

This  freedom,  in  an  unknown  frien', 
I  pray  excuse. 

On  Fasten-e'en  we  had  a  roddn. 

To  ca'  the  crack  and  weave  our  stockin; 

And  there  was  muckle  fun  and  j<^n, 

Ye  need  na  doubt; 
At  length  we. had  a  hearty  yokin 

At  sang  about 

There  was  ae  sang,  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleas'd  me  best. 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrest 

To  some  sweet  wife; 
It  thirl'd  the  heart-strings  thro'  tite  breast 

A'  to  the  life. 

I've  scarce  heard  ought  described  sae  weel. 
What  gen'rous,  manly  bosoms  feel ; 
Thought  I "  Can  this  be  Pope,  or  Steele, 

Or  Seattle's  wark?" 
Tbey  tanld  roe  'twas  an  odd  kind  chid 

About  Muirldik. 

It  pat  me  fidgin-fain  to  hear't. 
An'  sae  about  him  there  I  speir't; 
Then  a'  that  kent  him  round  declar'd 

He  had  ingine ; 
That  nane  excell'dit,  few  cam  near*!; 

It  was  sae  fine : 

That,  set  hici  to  a  pint  of  ale, 

An'  either  douce  or  merry  tale. 

Or  rhymes  an'  sangs  he'd  made  himsel. 

Or  witty  catches — 
Tween  Inverness  an'  Teviotdale, 

He  had  few  matches. 
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Thin  up  I  fet,  an'  swoor  an  uth, 

Tho'  I  ihould  pawn  my  picugh  an'  gratUi, 

Or  die  *  cadger  pownl<'a  death, 

At  some  dyke-back, 
A  pint  an'  gill  I'd  gie  them  baith. 

To  bwr  your  crack. 

But,  first  an'  foremost,  I  thould  tell. 
Anwist  «j  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
I  to  the  cmtibo-jingle  fell; 

Tho'  rude  an'  roug^h^ 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  sel' 

Does  weel  enoufi^ 

I  am  nae  poet,  1q  a  sense ; 

But  just  a  rhymer  like  by  chance, 

An'  hae  to  learning  nae  pretence; 

Yet,  what  the  matter? 
Whene'er  my  muse  does  on  me  glance, 

I  jingle  at  her. 

Your  critic-folk  may  cock  tiitir  qose. 
And  «y,  "  How  can  you  e'er  prepose. 
You  wha  ken  hardly  verse  (rac  prose. 

To  mak  a  ung?" 
Buti  if  your  leaves,  my  learned  foes, 

Yc're  maybe  wrang. 

What's  a'  your  jargen  o'  your  schools — 
Your  Latin  names  for  horns  an'  stools  ? 
If  honest  Nature  made  you  fools. 

What  sairs  your  grammars? 
Ye'd  better  taen  up  spades  and  shools. 

Or  knappin-bammers. 

A  set  o'  dull,  ccHicsited  hashes 
Confuse  their  brains  in  college-classes  I 
They  gang  in  sdriis,  and  come  out  asses. 

Plain  truth  to  speak; 
An'  syne  th^  think  to  climb  Parnassus 

By  dint  o'  Greek  I 
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Qe  tne  u  s^rh  o'  naturt'e  fire, 
That's  a'  the  learning  1  desire) 
Then  tho'  I  dr«dgc  thro'  diib  ait'  idre 

At  pleugh  or  cart, 
Kf  nurt,  tiw'  Hbffiely  in  attire, 

May  touch  the  heart 

0  for  ft  ^HBk  «'  AUaa'i  gttt. 

Or  Ferfwason's)  tb«  btukl  ati'  $ltt. 
Or  brigiit  La^nlk's,  Siy  friend  to  be, 

If  I  can  hit  it  I 
Thst  vtoM  be  tear  omigU  for  dw, 

If  I  could  get  it 

Now,  sir,  if  ye  hae  friends  enow, 
Tho'  real  friends  I  b'lieve  are  few; 
Yet,  if  jroHT  catalogue  be  fu', 

I'sc  no  Insist : 
But,  gif  ye  want  ae  friend  that's  tm^ 

I'm  on  your  list 

1  winna  blaw  about  ngrsel. 
As  ill  I  like  thy  fauts  to  tell; 

But  friends,  ah'  folk  that  wi^h  toe  *ell. 

They  sometime  roose  me; 

Tho' t  MaUA  own,  as  mony  still 

As  far  abu£e  tne. 

There's  ae  wee  faut  they  whiles  lay  to  me, 
I  like  the  lasses — Gude  for^e  met 
For  mony  a  plack  they  wheedle  frae  me 

At  dance  or  fair; 
Maybe  some  ither  thing  they  gie  me. 

They  weel  can  spare. 

But  MaUdiline  Rice  Or  Matichline  t^'air, 
I  should  bfc  ptbai  to  meet  yon  there : 
We'se  ^t  fee  ni^f  s  flischai^  to  care. 

If  we  forgather; 
An'  hae  a  Swap  o'  rhyWin-ware 

Wi'  anc  anither. 
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The  four-gill  chap,  we'se  gar  him  clatter; 
An'  kirscn  him  wi'  reekin  water ; 
Syne  well  sit  down  an'  tak  our  whitter. 

To  cheer  our  heart; 
An'  faith,  we'se  be  acquainted  better 

Before  we  part 

Awa  ye  selfish,  warly  race, 

Wha  think  that  havins,  sense,  an'  grace, 

Et'o  love  an'  friendship  sbotild  give  phice 

To  catch-the-plackl 
I  dinna  like  to  see  your  face. 

Nor  hear  your  cradc. 

But  ye  whom  sodal  pleasure  charms 
Whose  hearts  the  tide  of  kindness  wann^ 
Who  hold  your  being  on  the  terms, 

"  Each  aid  the  others," 
Come  to  my  bowl,  come  to  my  arms, 

My  friends,  my  brothers  I 

But,  to  conclude  my  lang  epistle, 

As  my  auld  pen's  worn  to  the  gristle, 

Twa  lines  frae  you  wad  gar  me  fissle. 

Who  am  most  fervent. 
While  I  can  either  sing  or  whistle. 

Your  friend  and  servant 


SECOND  EPISTLE  TO  J.  LAPRAIK 

APBtL  31,  1785 

While  new-ca'd  kye  rowt  at  the  stake 
An'  pownies  reek  in  pleuf^  or  braik, 
This  hour  on  e'enin's  edge  I  take. 

To  own  I'm  debtor 
To  honest-hearted,  auld  Lapralk, 

For  bis  kind  letter. 
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Forjeaket  sair,  with  weary  legs, 
Rattlin  the  com  ont-owre  the  rigs. 
Or  deaUng  thro'  amang  the  nsigs 

Their  ten-hours'  bit^ 
My  awkart  Muse  sair  pleads  and  b^ 

I  would  na  write. 

The  tapettess,  ramfeezl'd  hizzie, 
She's  saft  at  best  an'  something  lazy : 
Quo'  she, "  ye  ken  we've  been  sae  busy 

This  month  an'  mair. 
That  trowtb,  my  head  is  grown  right  dizrie, 

An'  something  sair." 

Her  dowS  excuses  pat  me  mad; 

"  Conscience,"  says  I,  "  yc  thowlcss  jade  t 

111  writ^  an'  that  a  hearty  blaud, 

This  vera  night ; 
So  dinna  ye  affront  your  trade. 

But  rhyme  it  right. 

"  Shall  bauld  t^praik,  the  king  o'  hearts, 
Tho*  mankind  were  a  padc  o'  cartes, 
Roose  you  sae  weel  for  your  deserts, 

In  terms  sae  friendly; 
Yet  ytfn  neglect  to  shaw  your  parts 

An'  thank  hini  kindly  2" 

Sae  I  gat  paper  in  a  blink. 

An'  down  gaed  stumpie  in  the  ink: 

Quoth  I,  **  before  I  steep  a  wink, 

I  vow  I'll  close  it; 
An'  if  ye  winna  mak  it  clink. 

By  Jove,  I'll  prose  it  I  "* 

Sae  I've  begun  to  scrawl,  but  whether 
In  rhyme,  or  prose,  or  baith  thegither ; 
Or  some  hotch-potch  that's  rightly  neitbeff 

Let  time  mak  proof; 
But  I  ituU  scribble  down  some  blether 

Just  clean  aff-Ioof. 
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My  worthy  fri«iid,  ne'vr  Knxlffe  to'  carp, 
Tbo'  fortune  aw  you  hard  an'  aharp ; 
Come,  Idttle  up  your  nODrland  harp 

Wi'  gleesoine  touch ! 
Ne'er  mitid  how  Fortune  watt  aiKl  warp; 

She's  but  a  bitch. 

She's  gl«p  m«  mony  « jUt  an'  fi^ 
Sin'  I  could  itriddle  Dw^f  a  ris; 
But,  by  (h*  Ir-i.  tho'  I  shaiiU  h«C 

Wi'  lyart  pow, 
ID  biugh  an'  sing,  an'  ahih*  my  1^ 
Aa  tang's  I  dow  I 

Now  amts  tb«  MUi-tD-twentivth  simmer 
I've  ae«n  the  bud  upon  tht  timtncr. 
Still  perwcntod  by  the  limmw 

Frae  year  to  year; 
But  y^  dweite  the  kittle  kinRwr. 

],  Rob,  am  here. 

Pa  y«  ««y  the  «i^  tent, 

Behint  a  kitt  tfi  li«  an'  ^cntt 

Or  purse-pr^iud.  big  wi'  cept.  per  cent 

An'  mudde  warae, 
in  KHne  bit  hnich  to  repreaent 

A  bailie's  name? 

Or  is't  the  paughty  feudal  thane, 

Wi-  n^'d  sark  an'  glancing  cane, 

Wha  tbinki  bimael.  nae  aheep^shank  ban^ 

But  lordly  stalks; 
While  caps  and  bonnet*  aff  are  taon, 

Ai  by  be  walks? 

"O  Thou  wha  gies  ns  «ach  guid  fifti 
Gifl  me  q'  wit  an'  sense  a  liftt 
Then  turn  mc  if  thou  ptoaae,  adrift. 

Thro'  Scotland  wide; 
W  dti  nor  lairds  I  wadna  abtft 

In  a'  their  pride  t " 
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Were  tbia  the  charter  of  our  attt^ 
"  Ob  pain  o*  hell  be  rich  u'  great," 
Damnatioii  then  would  be  our  fate. 

Beyond  remcad; 
But,  thanks  to  heaven,  that's  no  the  gate 

We  learn  our  creed. 

For  tlitu  the  royal  mutdate  ran, 
When  first  the  human  race  began; 
"The  sodat,  ititnOy,  honest  ntaa, 
Whate'er  he  b^- 
Tis  h€  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan, 
,   And  none  but  he." 

O  mandate  glorlotti  and  divine  I 
The  nggfd  foUewers  o'  the  Nine, 
Poor,  thottghtleH  derlla  i  jret  may  shine 

In  glorious  U^t, 
While  sordid  sons  o'  Mammon's  line 

Are  dark  as  night  I 

Tbo'  here  they  acrape,  an'  sqtieeae,  an'  growl, 
Tbdr  worthless  nltvef  u'  of  a  soul 
2fay  in  some  future  carcase  bowl, 

The  forest's  fright; 
Or  in  some  day-detesting  owl 

May  shun  the  light 

Then  may  Lapraik  and  Bums  arise, 
To  reach  their  native,  kindred  skies. 
And  sing  their  pleasures,  hopes  an'  joyi. 

In  some  mild  sphere; 
Still  closer  knit  in  friendship's  ties. 

Each  passing  year  1 
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EPISTLE  TO  WILLIAM  SIMSON 

SCHOOLHASTES,  OCHILTRBK. — HAY,  1^6$ 

I  GAT  your  letter,  winsome  Willie; 

Wi'  gratefu'  heart  I  thank  you  brawlie; 

Tho'  I  matin  say't,  I  wad  be  silly. 

And  unco  vain. 
Should  I  believe,  my  coaxin  billie 

Your  flatterin  strain. 

But  Tse  believe  ye  kindly  meant  it : 
Z  sud  be  laith  to  think  ye  hinted 
Ironic  satire,  sidelins  Rented 

On  my  poor  Musie; 
Tho'  in  sic  phraisin  terms  ye've  penn'd  tt, 

I  scarce  excuse  ye. 

Uy  senses  wad  be  in  a  creel, 
Should  I  but  dare  a  hope  to  speel 
Wi'  Allan,  or  wi'  Gilbcrtfield, 

The  braes  o'  fame; 
Or  Feigusioi),  die  writer-duel, 

A  deathless  name. 

(O  Fergusson  1  thy  glorious  parts 

111  suited  law's  dry,  musty  arts ! 

My  curse  upon  your  whunstane  hearts. 

Ye  E'nbrugh  gentry  t 
The  tithe  o'  what  ye  waste  at  cartes 

Wad  sUrti'd  his  panti7 1); 

Yet  when  a  tale  comes  t'  my  head. 
Or  lassies  gie  my  heart  a  screed — 
As  whiles  they're  like  to  be  my  dead, 

(0  sad  disease!) 
I  Idttle  HP  my  rustic  reed ; 

It  gies  me  eu& 
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AnU  CoiU  now  may  fidge  fu'  f^n, 

Slu^s  gotten  poets  o'  her  aln ; 

Chiels  wlu  their  chinten  wiima  hsin, 

But  tune  their  Uya, 
Till  echoes  a'  resound  again 

Her  wcel-sung  pnute. 

Nae  poet  thought  her  worth  his  while, 
To  set  her  name  in  measur'd  style; 
She  lay  like  some  ankenn'd-of  isle 

Beside  New  Holland. 
Or  wbare  wild-meeting  oceans  boil 

Besouth  Magdlaa 

Ramsay  an'  famous  Fergusson 
Gied  Forth  an'  Tay  a  lift  aboon; 
Yarrow  an'  Tweed,  to  monie  a  tune, 

Owre  Scotland  rings; 
While  Irwin,  Lngar,  Ayr,  an'  Doon 

Naebody  sings. 

Th'  Illissus,  Tiber,  Thames,  an'  Sein^ 
Glide  sweet  in  monie  a  tunefu'  line: 
But,  Winie,  set  your  fit  to  mine, 

An'  cock  your  crest ; 
W^  gar  our  streams  an'  bumies  shlae 

Up  wi'  the  best  I 

We'll  ^ng  aukl  Coila's  plains  an'  felb. 
Her  moors  red-brown  wi'  heather  bells. 
Her  banks  an'  braes,  her  dens  and  dells, 

Whare  glorious  Wallace 
Aft  bore  the  gree,  as  story  tells, 

Frae  Suthron  billies. 

At  Wallace  name,  what  Scottish  blood 
But  boils  up  In  a  sprinp-tide  flood  1 
Oft  have  our  fearless  fathers  strode 

By  Wallace'  side. 
Still  presung  onward,  red-wat-shod. 

Or  glorious  died  I 
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O  sweet  arc  Coila's  haughi  an'  woodi. 
When  lintwhttes  chant  amang  the  bud% 
And  jinkin  hares,  in  amorout  whids. 

Their  tovea  enjoy; 
While  thro'  the  braes  the  cushat  croods 

With  wailfu'  cry  I 

Ev'n  winter  bleak  has  charms  to  me, 
When  winds  rave  thro'  the  naked  tree; 
Or  frosts  on  hills  of  Ochiltree 

Are  hoary  gray ; 
Or  blinding  drifts  wild-furious  flee, 

Dark'ning  the  day  1 

O  Nature  I  a'  thy  shews  an'  forms 

To  feeling,  pensive  hearts  hae  charms! 

Whether  the  summer  kindly  warms, 

Wi'life  an'  light; 
Or  winter  howls,  in  gusty  storms, 

The  lang,  daik  night  I 

The  muse,  nae  poet  ever  fand  her. 
Till  by  himsel  he  learn'd  to  wander, 
Adown  some  trottin  burn's  meander. 

An'  no  think  lang: 
O  sweet  to  stray,  an'  pensive  ponder 

A  heart-felt  sang! 

The  war'ly  race  may  drudge  an'  drin, 
Hog-shouther,  jundie,  stretch,  an'  strive; 
Let  me  fair  Nature's  face  descrive, 

And  I,  wi'  pleasure. 
Shall  let  the  busy,  grumbling  hive 

Bum  owre  their  treasure. 

Farewecl,  "my  rhyme-composing"  brithert 
We've  been  owre  lai^  unkenn'd  to  ither: 
Now  let  us  la;  our  heads  thegither. 

In  love  fraternal: 
May  envy  wallop  in  a  tether. 

Blade  fiend,  infernal  I 
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While  Highlaadmen  hste  tolls  an'  taxes; 
While  tnoorl&a'  herds  like  guid,  fat  braxiea ; 
While  terra  firtnst  on  her  axis, 

Diunutl  turns; 
Count  on  a  friend,  in  faith  an'  practice^ 

la  Robert  Bums. 


POSTBCMPT 

My  memory's  no  worth  spreea; 

I  had  unaist  forgotten  clean, 

Ve  bade  me  write  you  what  they  mean 

By  this  "  new-light," 
'Bout  which  our  herds  sae  aft  hae  been 

Maiat  like  to  fight 

In  days  when  mankind  were  but  callans 

At  grammar,  logic,  an'  sic  talents, 

They  todSc  nae  pains  their  speech  to  balance. 

Or  rules  to  gie ; 
But  spak  their  thoUglUs  in  t>lain,  braid  laltans. 

Like  you  or  me. 

In  thae  auld  times,  they  thought  the  moon. 
Just  like  a  tark,  or  pair  o'  shoon. 
Wore  by  degrees,  till  her  last  roan 

Gaed  past  thdr  viawin; 
An*  shortly  after  she  was  dons 

They  gat  a  new  ane. 

This  passed  for  certain,  undisputed; 
It  nc'ar  cam  i'  their  heads  to  doubt  it. 
Till  duels  gat  up  an'  wad  confute  it. 

An'  ca'd  it  wrang; 
An'  mudile  din  there  was  about  it, 

Baith  loud  an'  lang. 

Some  herds,  weel  learn'd  npo'  the  beak. 
Wad  threap  auld  folk  the  tUng  misteuk; 
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For  'twas  the  auld  moon  turn'd  a  neuk 
As'  out  o'  sight. 

An'  badElins-comin  to  the  leuk 

She  grew  mair  bright 

This  was  deny'd,  it  was  affirm'd ; 

The  herds  and  hisscis  were  alarm'd 

The  re/rend  gray-beards  rav'd  an'  storm'd. 

That  beardless  laddies 
Should  think  they  better  were  inform'd. 

Than  their  auld  daddies. 

FVae  less  to  mair,  it  gaed  to  sticks ; 
Frae  words  an'  aiths  to  clours  an'  nicks; 
An  monie  a  fallow  gat  his  licks, 

Wi'  hearty  cnint; 
An'  some,  to  learn  them  for  their  tricks. 

Were  hang'd  an'  brunt. 

.This  game  was  play'd  in  mony  lands. 
An'  auld-ligbt  caddies  bure  sic  hands. 
That  faith,  the  youngsters  took  the  sands 

Wi'  nimble  shanks; 
Till  lairds  forbad,  by  strict  commands. 

Sic  bluidy  pranks. 

But  new-light  herds  gat  sic  a  cowe, 
Folk  thought  them  ruin'd  stick-an-stowc; 
Tilt  now,  amaist  on  ev'ry  knowe 

Ye'U  find  ane  plac'd; 
An'  some  their  new-Ught  fair  avow. 

Just  quite  barefac'd. 

Nae  doubt  the  auld-light  flocks  are  bleatin; 
Their  zealous  herds  are  vex'd  an'  sweating 
Mysel',  I've  even  seen  them  greetin 

Wi'  girnin  spite. 
To  hear  the  moon  sae  sadly  lied  on 

By  word  an'  write; 
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But  shortly  they  will  cowe  the  louns  I 
Some  auld-lig&t  herds  in  neebor  totina 
Are  mind't,  in  things  they  ca'  balloons. 

To  tak  a  flight; 
An'  stay  ae  month  amang  the  moons 

An'  see  them  right 

Guid  observation  they  will  gie  them; 

An'  when  the  anld  moon's  gaun  to  lea'e  them, 

The  hindmaist  shaird,  they'll  fetch  it  wi'  them, 

Just  i'  their  pouch ; 
An'  when  the  new-light  billies  sec  them, 

I  think  they'll  crouch ! 

Sae,  ye  observe  that  a'  this  clatter 
Is  naethitig  but  a  "  moonshine  matter ;" 
But  tho'  dull  prose-folk  Latin  splatter 

.  In  logic  tulyie, 
I  hope  we  bardies  ken  some  better 

Than  mtnd  sic  brulyie. 


ONE  NIGHT  AS  I  DID  WANDER 
Tim« — "Joho  Anderson,  my  jo." 

Oke  night  as  I  did  wander, 

When  corn  begins  to  shoot, 
I  sat  me  down  to  ponder. 

Upon  an  auld  tree  root; 
Auld  Ayr  ran  by  before  me, 

And  bicker'd  to  the  seas ; 
A  cushat  crooded  o'er  me. 

That  echoed  through  the  braes. 
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THO'  CRUEL  FATE  SHOULD  BID  US  PART 
TidK— "Tte  Kcrtborn  Lass." 

Tho'  cruel  fate  should  bid  us  part. 

Far  as  the  pole  and  line, 
Her  dear  ides  round  my  heart, 

Should  tenderly  entwine. 
Tho'  mountains  rise,  and  deserts  howl, 

And  oceans  foar  between; 
Yet,  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul, 

I  still  would  love  my  Jean. 


SONG— RANTIN,   ROVIN   ROBIN» 

rttw— "I>«iitt«  Davie" 
There  was  a  lad  was  bom  in  Kyle, 
But  whatna  day  o'  whatna  style, 
I  doubt  it's  hardly  worth  the  while 
To  be  sae  nice  wi'  Robin. 

Chor. — Robin  was  a  rovin  boy, 

Rwttu,  rovin,  rantin,  roviii, 
Robin  was  a  rovin  boy, 
Rantin,  rovin  Robin  t 

Our  monarch's  hindmost  year  but  ane 
Was  five-and-twenty  days  begun,^ 
'Twas  then  a  blast  o'  Janwar'  win' 
Blew  hansel  in  on  Robin. 

Robin  was,  &c. 

The  gossip  keekil  iq  his  loof. 
Quo'  scho,  "Wha  lives  will  see  the  proof. 
This  waly  boy  will  be  nac  coof: 
I  think  we'll  ca'  him  Robin." 
Robin  was,  &c. 

snoarr  jj,  175^  the  4Mf  .el 
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"He'll  hae  misfortunes  great  an*  saot'. 
But  aye  a  hedri  at>oon  them  a.', 
He'U  be  a  credit  till  »  a'— 
Well  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin." 
AoUb  w&s,  && 

"  But  sure  as  three  times  three  mak  nin^ 
I  see  by  ilka  score  and  line. 
This  chap  will  dearly  like  our  kin'. 
So  leexe  me  on  thee  t  Robin," 
Robin  was,  &c. 

"Gnid  faith,"  qtio*  scho,  "  I  doubt  yOU  gar 
The  bonie  lasSes  He  aspar; 
Bm  twetify  fauts  ye  iha;  tae  WAuf 
So  blessins  on  tnee !  Rbbin." 


ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  RinSSEAUX* 

Now  Robin  htS  in  his  last  lair, 

He'll  |«bbh  rhyme,  nor  sing  nae  mair ; 

Canld  poverty^  wi'  htmgfy  stdfe, 

Nae  ffialf  shall  fear  him; 
Nor  anxious  fear,  nor  cankert  care. 

E'er  nutir  cdme  near  him. 

To  tell  the  itiith,  they  Seldom  hsb'A  him. 
Except  the  moment  diat  tbey  criish'd  him ; 
For  iune  as  chance  or  fate  had  hush'd  'cm 

Tho'  e'er  s4e  short, 
.Then  wi'  a  fhyme  or  sang  he  lash'd  'em. 

And  thought  it  sport 

Tht>*  be  was  bred  to  kintra-watic. 
And  mtmted  was  baith  wight  and  stark, 
Yet  fliat  wu  never  Robin's  mark 
To  tnak  a  man; 
IBut  tell  Mm,  be  was  learn'd  and  dark, 
Ye  roos'd  him  thent 
■JbiAanK*  li  French  for  i{*tileti  or  "  bucm,"  a  ttaatUtiou  of  hi)  nUDC. 
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EPISTLE  TO  JOHN  GOLDIE,  IN  KILMARNOCK 

AUTHOS  07  THE  GOSPEL  KBCOVERXD.-— AUGUST,  I785 

O  GowDiE,  terror  o'  the  whigs. 
Dread  o'  blackcoats  and  reverend  wigs  I 
Sour  Bigotry  on  his  last  legs 

Gims  an'  looks  back, 
.Wishing  the  ten  Egyptian  plagues 

May  seize  you  quick. 

Poor  gapio,  glowrin  Superstition  1 

Wae's  me,  she's  in  a  sad  condition: 

Fye :  bring  Black  Jock^  her  state  phyadan^ 

To  see  her  water: 
^Uas,  there's  ground  for  great  suspicion 

She'll  ne*er  get  better. 

Enthusiasm's  past  redemption, 

Gane  in  a  gallopin  consumption: 

Not  a'  her  quacks,  uri'  a'  their  gunqition. 

Can  ever  mend  her; 
Her  feeble  poise  gies  stroi^  presumptkifl^ 

Shell  soon  sorreoder, 

Auld  Orthodoxy  lang  did  grapple^ 
For  every  hole  to  get  a  stapple; 
But  now  she  fetches  at  the  thrapple. 

An'  fights  for  breadi; 
Haste,  gie  her  name  up  in  the  duqiel,* 

Near  unto  death. 

It's  you  an'  Taylor*  are  the  chief 
To  blame  for  a'  this  black  mischief; 
Sat,  could  the  L — d's  ain  folk  get  leftv^ 

A  toom  tar  barrel 
An'  twa  red  peats  wad  bring  relief. 

And  end  the  quarrel 

iTlie  RcT.  J,  Rondl,  Knnuniodc— R.  B.       'Mr.  RnMBtTf  EiAr~S.  S. 
■Dr.  TajioT  at  Nonricb.— A.  B. 
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For  me,  my  skill's  but  very  sm*'. 
An'  sidil  in  prose  I've  nane  ara'; 
But  quietlenwise,  between  us  twa, 

Weel  may  you  speed  I 
And  tho'  they  sud  you  sair  misca', 

Ne'er  fash  your  head. 

E'en  swinge  the  dogs,  and  thresh  them  sicker  I 
The  mair  they  squeel  aye  chap  the  thicker; 
And  still  'mang  hands  a  heaity  bicker 

O'  something  stout; 
It  gars  an  owthor's  pulse  beat  quicker, 

And  helps  his  wit 

There's  naething  like  the  honest  nappy; 
Whare'll  ye  e'er  see  men  sae  happy. 
Or  women  sonsie,  saft  an'  sappy, 

Tween  mom  and  mom. 
As  them  wha  like  to  taste  the  drappie. 
In  glass  or  horn  ? 

I've  seen  me  dazed  upon  a  time, 

I  scarce  could  wink  or  see  a  s^rme; 

Just  ae  half-mutchkin  does  me  prim^^ 

Ought  leas  is  little — 
Then  back  ^  rattle  on  the  rhyme, 

As  {leg's  a  whittle^ 


THE  HOLY  FAIR' 

A  robe  of  seeminK  truth  And  tnut 

Hid  cittftjr  obsenmiion ; 
And  Mciet  htmg,  with  polson'd  crtut. 

The  dirk  of  defaiii«,tloii : 
A  mask  that  like  the  garget  ihow'd, 

Dye-Tarying  on  the  pigeon  ; 
And  for  a  mantle  targe  and  brood. 

Be  wrapt  hhn  in  JftSgunt. 

Hn>cicft  isr- A-iji-  hod  r 

'"HBlrPilr''t«ecomiiiiMiphrMclii  thewelt^Sceitlaad  ior 
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Uton  a  simmer  Sunday  motn 

When  Nature's  fice  is  fair, 
I  walked  forth  to  view  the  com. 

An'  sauS  the  caller  air. 
The  rising  sun  owre  Galston  muirs 

Wi'  glorious  light  was  ^intin; 
The  hares  \^ere  hinllio  down  the  futt^ 

The  lav'rocks  they  were  ebantin 
Fu'  sweet  that  daj. 

As  lightsomely  I  glditT'd  abroad. 

To  see  a  sceile  sde  gay. 
Three  hizzies,  early  at  the  road, 

Cam  skelpin  up  the  way. 
Twa  liad  manteeles  o'  dolefu'  bladt, 

But  ane  wi'  lyart  lining  ■ 
The  third,  that  gaed  a  wee  a-bacV, 

,Was  in  tlie  fashion  shining 

f'll'  gay  that  day. 

The  twa  iqipear'd  Uki  sibitn  twin. 

In  feature,  form,  an'  clafes; 
Their  vidagfe  withth-'d,  Utlg  an'  thin. 

An'  sour  as  ony  slaes: 
The  third  earn  up,  Hap-stap-an'-lowp^ 

As  light  as  ony  lambie. 
An'  wi'  a  curchie  low  did  stoop, 

As  soon  3S  e'er  she  saw  me, 

Fu'  kind  that  day. 

Wi'  bonnet  aff,  qiioth  I,  "  Sweet  lass, 

I  think  ye  seeW  to  keh  the ; 
I'm  sure  I've  seeil  tiiat  boriie  face, 

But  yet  I  canna  name  ye." 
Qtto'  she,  ma'  taughin  as  she  spok. 

An'  taks  me  by  the  ban's, 
"Ye,  for  my  sake,  hae  gien  the  fedE 

Of  a'  the  ten  comman'a 

A  screed  some  day." 
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"My  name  Is  Fun — your  cronle  dear, 

TTie  nearest  friend  ye  hac; 
An'  this  is  Superstitution  here. 

An'  that's  Hypocrisy. 
I'm  gaun  to  Mauchline  'holy  fair/ 

To  spend  an  hour  ip  daffln : 
Gin  ye'Il  go  there,  yon  nmkl'd  pair. 

We  will  get  famous  laughin 

At  them  this  day." 

Quoth  I,  "Wi'  a'  my  heart,  I'll  do't; 

I'll  g«t  my  Sunday's  lark  on, 
An'  meet  yqii  □□  the  holy  Spot; 

Faith,  we's«  ba^  fine  r«markin  I " 
Then  I  gMd  hame  at  crowd)«-tinw. 

An'  soon  I  nwd«  m«  ready; 
For  roads  wera  clad,  frae  side  to  sidc^ 

Wi'  tnony  a  waary  body 

In  droves  that  day. 

Here  fanners  gash,  in  ri£n  graith, 

Gacd  hoddin  by  their  cotters; 
There  swankics  young,  in  braw  braid-daitl^ 

Art  springing  owre  the  gutters. 
The  lasses,  skelpin  barefit,  thnng. 

In  silks  an'  scarlets  glitter; 
Wi'  sweet-milk  cheese,  in  mony  a  what^ 

An*  farlB,  bak'd  wi'  butter, 

Fu'  crump  that  day. 

When  by  the  plate  we  set  our  nose. 

Wed  hesp&]  up  wi'  ha'pence, 
A  greedy  ^owr  btack-bonnet  thrown 

An'  we  maun  draw  our  tippence. 
Then  in  we  go  to  see  the  show: 

On  ev'ry  side  they're  gath'rin; 
Some  carrying  dails,  some  chairs  an'  stoolSf 

An'  some  are  busy  bleth'rin 

Right  ktnd  that  day. 
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Here  stands  a  shed  to  fend  the  ab.ov'n. 

An'  screen  our  countra  gentry; 
There  "  Racer  Jess,"  an'  twa-three  wh-rei^ 

Are  blinkin  at  the  entry. 
Here  sits  a  raw  o'  tittlin  jads, 

Wi'  heaving  breast  an'  bare  neck; 
An'  there  a  batch  o'  wabster  lads. 

Blackguarding  frae  Kilmarnock, 
For  fun  this  day. 

Here  some  are  thinkin  on  thetr  sinSi 

An'  some  upo'  their  claes; 
Ane  curses  feet  that  fyl'd  his  shins, 

Anither  sighs  an'  prays: 
On  this  band  sits  a  chosen  swatch, 

Wi'  screwed-up,  grace-proud  faces; 
On  that  a  set  o'  chaps,  at  watch, 

Thrang  winkin  on  the  lasses 

To  chairs  that  day. 

O  happy  is  that  man,  an'  blest  I 

Nae  wonder  that  it  pride  him  I 
Whase  ain  dear  lass,  that  he  likes  best, 

Gimes  clinkin  down  beside  him  I 
Wi'  arms  repos'd  on  the  chair  back. 

He  sweetly  docs  compose  him ; 
Which,  by  degrees,  slips  round  her  atdc. 

An 's  loof  upon  her  bosom, 

Unkend  that  day. 

Now  a'  the  congregation  o'er 

Is  silent  expectation; 
For  Moodie*  speels  the  holy  doOf, 

Wi'  tidings  o'  damnation : 
Should  Homu,  as  in  ancient  days, 

'Mat^  sons  o'  God  present  him. 
The  vera  sight  o'  Moodie's  face. 

To  's  ain  bet  hame  had  sent  hki 

Wi'  fright  that  day. 
*Bev.  Mtttaia  Uoodie  o(  Biccarton. 
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Bear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  Fattb 

Wi'  rattlin  and  wi'  thumpin ! 
Now  meekly  .cahn,  now  wild  in  wratH, 

He's  stampin,  an'  he's  jamptnf 
His  lengthen'd  chin,  his  tunied-up  snou^ 

His  eldritch  squeel  an'  gestures, 
O  how  they  fire  the  heart  devout. 

Like  cantharidian  plaisters 
On  sic  a  day  I 

But  hark  I  the  tent  has  chang'd  its  voicCt 

There's  peace  an'  rest  nae  langer; 
For  a'  the  real  judges  rise. 

They  canna  sit  for  anger. 
Smith*  opens  out  his  cauld  harangues, 

On  practice  and  on  morals; 
An'  aff  the  godly  pour  in  thrangs. 

To  gie  the  jars  an'  barrels 

A  lift  that  day. 

What  signifies  his  barren  shine. 

Of  moral  powers  an'  reason? 
His  English  style,  an'  gesture  fine 

Are  a'  dean  out  o'  season. 
Like  Socrates  or  Antonine, 

Or  some  auld  pagan  heathen. 
The  moral  man  he  does  define, 

But  ne'er  a  word  o'  faith  in 

That's  right  that  Say, 

In  guid  time  comes  an  antidote 

Against  sic  poison'd  nostrum; 
For  Peebles,*  frae  the  water-fit. 

Ascends  the  holy  rostrum: 
See,  up  he's  got  the  word  o'  God, 

An'  meek  an'  mim  has  view'd  it. 
While  Common-^ense  has  taen  the  road. 

An'  aff,  an'  op  the  Cowgate' 

Fast,  fast  that  day. 
■Her.  George  Smkh  of  Gatito 
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Wee  Milter*  neist  the  guard  relieves. 

An'  Orthodoxy  raibles, 
Tho'  in  his  heart  he  weel  believes. 

An'  thinks  it  auld  wives'  fables: 
But  faith!  the  birkie  wants  3  maosev 

So,  canmlie  he  hums  them; 
Altho'  hie  Camal  wit  an'  sense 

Like  hafllins-wise  o'ercomes  him 
At  times  that  day. 

Now  butt  an'  ben  the  change-house  Etis, 

Wi'  yiU-caup  commentators; 
Here  's  cryin  out  for  bakes  and  gtUa, 

An'  there  the  pint-stowp  clatterj; 
White  thick  an'  thrang,  an'  loud  an'  lang, 

Wi'  logic  an'  wi'  scripture, 
Thejr  raise  a  din,  that  in  the  end 

Is  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

O"  wrath  that  day. 

Leeze  me  on  drink  I  it  gies  us  mair 

Than  either  School  or  college; 
It  kindles  wit,  it  waukens  lear. 

It  pangs  us  fou  a'  knowledge : 
Be't  whislcy-gill  or  penny  wheep. 

Or  ony  stronger  potion, 
It  never  fails,  on  drinkin  deep. 

To  Icittte  up  our  notion, 

By  night  or  day. 

The  lads  an'  lasses,  blythely  bent 

To  mind  baith  saul  an'  body, 
Sit  round  the  table,  weel  costent. 

An'  steer  about  the  toddy : 
On  this  ane's  dress,  an'  that  ane's  leul^ 

They're  makin  observations; 
While  some  are  cozie  i'  the  neuk. 

An'  forming  assignations 

To  meet  some  day* 

*Rtt.  Alei.  WDer,  ttlerwtfd  ol  Kilmaon. 
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Bqt  now  the  L — 's  ^ip  trpippet  toot^ 

Tai  a'  tl)c  hills  sre  ralrin. 
And  echoes  back  returp  the  shoutg ; 

Black  Jtu^spll  is  n«  sp^rin: 
His  piercin  word^  (ike  Higihlan'  gwoi^. 

Divide  the  Joints  an'  marrow; 
His  talk  o'  ffell,  w^are  devils  4wel|, 

Our  vera  "  sauts  does  harrow  " 

Wt'  fright  that  dayt 

A  vast,  unbQttom'd,  bgundleBS  pit, 

Fill'd  fou  Q  lowin  bfunst^ne, 
Whase  lagip^  flame,  an'  scorchipg  beat, 

Wad  melt  the  h^fd^?'  whun-st%nel 
The  half-nfleep  start  up  f[i'  fear, 

An'  think  they  (lear  )t  foarin; 
When  presejifly  it  (Jqm  jipppar, 

'Twas  but  sopie  neibar  snoria 
Asleep  that  day. 

Twad  be  owrs  Uns  a  tale  to  tell. 

How  mony  stories  past; 
An'  bow  th«y  croudsd  to  the  yill. 

When  they  were  a'  dismisf; 
Hpw  dfink  gaed  round,  in  cogs  an'  caupa, 

Afnang  the  f  unns  an'  benches ; 
An'  cheese  an'  bread,  frae  women's  laps. 

Was  dealt  about  in  lunches 

Aa'  dawds  that  day. 

In  comes  a  gawsie,  gash  guidwife. 

An'  sits  down  by  the  fire. 
Syne  draws  her  kebbuck  an'  her  knife; 

The  lasses  they  are  shyer: 
The  auld  guidmen,  about  the  grace, 

Frae  side  to  side  they  bother; 
Till  some  ane  by  his  bonnet  lays. 

An'  gies  fbem't,  like  a  tethef, 

Fu'  langthat  day. 
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Waesucks  t  for  him  that  gets  nae  lass. 

Or  lasses  that  hae  naethingi 
Sma'  need  has  he  to  say  a  grace. 

Or  melvie  his  braw  daithingi 
O  wives,  be  mindfu'  ance  yoursel* 

How  bonie  ]ads  ye  wanted; 
An'  dinna  for  a  kebbuck-heel 

I<et  lasses  be  affronted 

On  sic  a  day  I 

Now  Qinkumbell,  wi'  rattlin  tow. 

Begins  to  jow  an'  croon; 
Some  swagger  hame  the  best  thq?  dow. 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  staps  the  billies  halt  a  blink. 

Tin  lasses  strip  their  shoon: 
Wi'  faith  an'  hope,  an'  love  an'  drink. 

They're  a'  in  famous  tune 

For  crack  that  day. 

How  mony  hearts  this  day  amverta 

C  sioaers  and  o'  lasses! 
Their  hearts  o'  stane,  gin  night,  are  gane 

As  saft  as  ony  flesh  is: 
There's  some  are  fou  o'  love  divine; 

There's  some  are  fou  o'  brandy; 
An'  mony  Jobs  that  day  be^n. 

May  end  in  houghmagandie  , 

Some  ither  day. 


THIRD  EPISTLE  TO  J.  LAPRAIK 

GuiD  speed  and  furder  to  you,  Johnie, 
Guid  health,  bale  ban's  an'  weather  bonie ; 
Kow,  when  ye're  nickin  down  fu'  cannie 

The  stafiE  o'  bread. 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  stoup  o'  bran'y 

To  clear  your  head. 
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May  Boreas  never  thresh  your  rigs. 
Nor  kick  your  rickles  aff  tiieir  legs, 
Sendin  the  stuff  o'er  mtiirs  an'  haggs 

Like  dririn  wrack ; 
Bat  may  the  tapmost  grain  that  wags 

Come  to  the  sadc 

Tto  bizzie,  too,  an'  skclpin  at  it, 

But  bitter,  daudin  showers  hae  wat  it; 

Sae  my  auld  stumpie  pen  I  gat  it 

Wi'  mucicle  wark. 
An'  took  my  jocteleg  an  whatt  it. 

Like  ony  dark. 

It's  now  twa  month  that  I'm  your  debtor, 
For  your  braw,  nameless,  dateless  letter, 
Abusin  me  for  harsh  ill-nature 

On  holy  men. 
While  deil  a  hair  yoursel'  ye're  better. 

But  mair  profane. 

But  let  the  kirk-folk  ring  their  bells, 
Let's  sing  about  our  noble  sel's: 
We'll  cry  nac  jads  frac  heathen  hilU 

To  help,  or  roose  us; 
But  browstcr  wives  an'  whisky  stilh^ 

Thty  are  the  muses. 

Your  friendship,  sir,  I  winna  quat  it; 

An'  if  ye  mak*  objections  at  it. 

Then  hand  in  nelve  some  day  well  knot  i^ 

An'  witness  take. 
An'  when  wi'  usquabae  we've  wat  it 

It  winna  break. 

But  if  the  beast  an'  branks  be  spar'd 
Till  kye  be  gaun  without  the  herd. 
And  a'  the  vitte!  in  the  yard. 

An'  theekit  right, 
I  mean  yoor'ingle-side  to  guard 

Ajb  winter  n^t 
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Then  miise-inspirii)  aquavitae 

Shall  make  us  baitb  sae  biythe  and  wjt^, 

Till  ye  forget  ye're  auld  an*  gatty. 

An'  be  as  can^ 
As  ye  were  nine  years  less  than  thrett»— • 

Sweet  ane  an'  twen^  I 

But  stooks  are  cowpit  wi'  the  blast, 
And  nov  the  sinp  Iceelcs  in  the  v^^ 
Then  I  maun  rin  amang  the  rest, 

An'  qtjat  my  chanter; 
Sae  I  subscribe  myset'  in  haste. 

Yours,  Rah  the  Ranter. 
SepL  13, 178s. 


EPISTLE  TO  THE  HEV.  JOHN  M'MATH 

INCLOSING  A  COPY  OP  "  HOLY  WILLIE'S  PRAYER,"  WHICH   BK 
HAD  REQUESTED,   SEPT,   I7,   I785 

While  at  the  stock  the  shearers  cow'r 
To  shun  the  bitter  blaudin  show'r. 
Or  in  gijiravage  rlnnin  scowr 

To  pass  the  time. 
To  you  I  dedicate  the  hour 

In  idle  rhyme. 

My  music,  tir'd  wi'  mony  a  sonnet 

On  gown,  an'  ban*,  an'  douee  black  bottact, 

Is  grown  right  eerie  now  she's  done  it. 

Lest  th^  should  blame  her, 
An'  rouse  their  holy  thunder  on  it 

And  anathem  her. 

I  own  'twash  rash,  an'  rather  hardy. 
That  I  a  simple,  country  bardie, 
Should  meddle  wi'  a  pad(  m«  sturdy, 

WtiB,  if  thay  ken  mc. 
Can  easy,  wi'  a  eiaglm  wordie, 

Lowse  hell  upon  me. 
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But  I  gae  mad  at  their  grimaces, 
Their  si^hin,  catitin,  grace-proud  faces, 
Their  three-mile  prayere,  an'  halt-mile  graces. 

Their  raxin  conscience, 
Whase  gfeed,  revenge,  an'  pride  disgraces 

Waur  nor  their  nonsense. 

There's  Gaw'n,  misca'd  waur  than  a  beast, 
Wha  has  mair  honour  in  his  breast 
Than  mony  scores  as  guid's  the  priest 

Wha  sac  ahus'd  him : 
And  may  a  bard  ho  crack  his  jest 

What  way  they've  us'd  him? 

See  him,  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need. 
The  gentleman  in  word  a«*  deed — 
An'  shall  his  fame  an'  honour  bleed 

By  worthless  skellums. 
An'  not  a  muse  etect  her  head 

To  cowe  the  bMlums? 

O  Pope,  had  I  thy  satire's  darts 
To  gie  the  rascals  their  deseMs, 
I'd  rip  their  rolteh,  hollow  hearts. 

An'  tell  aloud 
Hieir  jugglSn  hocus-pocus  arts 

To  cheat  the  crowd. 

God  knows,  I'm  no  the  thing  I  should  he, 
Kor  ara  I  even  the  thing  I  could  be. 
But  twenty  times  I  rather  would  be 

An  atheist  clean, 
Than  under  gospel  colours  hid  be 

Just  for  a  screen. 

An  honest  man  may  like  a  glass. 
An  honest  man  may  like  a  lass. 
But  mean  revenge,  an'  malice  fanse 

He'll  still  disdain. 
An'  then  cry  zeal  for  gospel  laws, 

Like  some  we  ken. 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


ROBERT  BURNS 

They  take  religion  in  their  mouth; 
They  talk  o'  mercy,  grace,  an'  truth. 
For  what? — to  gie  their  malice  skouth 

On  some  puir  wight. 
An'  hunt  him  down,  owre  right  and  ruth. 

To  ruin  straight. 

All  hail,  Religion!  maid  divine  I 
Pardon  a  muse  sae  mean  as  mine, 
Who  in  her  rough  imperfect  line 

Thus  daurs  to  name  thee; 
To  stigmatise  false  friends  of  thine 

Can  ne'er  defame  thee. 

Tho'  blotch't  and  foul  wi'  mony  a  stain. 

An'  far  unworthy  of  thy  train, 

With  trembling  voice  I  tune  ray  strain. 

To  join  with  those 
Who  boldly  dare  thy  cause  maintain 

In  spite  of  foes: 

In  spite  o'crowds,  in  spite  o'  mobs, 
In  spite  o'  undermining  jobs. 
In  spite  o'  dark  banditti  stabs 

At  worth  an'  merit. 
By  scoundrels,  even  wi'  holy  robes, 

But  hellish  spirit 

O  Ayr!  my  dear,  my  native  ground. 
Within  thy  presbyterial  bound 
A  candid  liberal  band  is  found 

Of  pubHc  teachers. 
As  men,  as  Christians  too,  renown'd, 

An'  manly  preachers. 

Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  nam'd; 
Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  fam'd; 
An'  some,  by  whom  your  doctrine's  blam'd 

(Which  gies  you  honour) 
Even,  sir,  by  them  your  heart's  esteem'd. 

An'  winning  manner. 
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Pardon  this  freedom  1  have  ta'en. 
An'  if  impertinent  I've  been. 
Impute  it  not,  good  sir,  in  ane 

Whaae  heart  ne'er  wrang'd  ye, 
Bvt  to  his  utmost  would  befriend 

Ought  that  belang'd  ye. 


SECOND   EPISTLE   TO  DAVIE 

A  BROTHER  FOET 

AxjLD  Neibour, 

I'm  three  times  doubly  o'er  your  debtor. 
For  your  auld-f arrant,  frien'Iy  letter; 
Tbo'  I  maun  say't,  I  doubt  ye  flatter. 

Ye  speak  sae  fair ; 
For  my  puir,  silly,  rbymin  clatter 

Some  less  maun  sair. 

Hale  be  your  heart,  hale  be  your  fiddle^ 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  an'  diddle. 
To  dicer  you  thro'  the  weary  widdle 

O'  warly  cares ; 
Till  bairns'  bairns  kindly  cuddle 

Your  anld  grey  hairs. 

But  Davie,  lad,  I'm  red  yc'rc  glaikit; 
I'm  tauld  the  muse  ye  hae  negleckit; 
An'  gif  it's  sae,  ye  sud  be  lickit 

Until  ye  fyke; 
Sic  haun's  as  you  sud  ne'er  be  faiklt; 

Be  hain't  wha  like. 

For  me,  I'm  on  Parnassus  brink, 

Rivin  the  words  to  gar  them  cHnk; 

Whiles  dazed  wi'  love,  whiles  dazed  wi'  drink, 

Wi'  jads  or  masons; 
An'  whiles,  but  aye  owre  late,  I  think 

Braw  sober  lesscnia. 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


HOBEKT  BURNS 

Of  a'  tbe  thoughtless  sons  o'  man, 
Conunen'  to  me  the  bardie  dan; 
Except  it  be  sotne  idle  plan 

O'  rhymJn  clink, 
The  devil  haet,— that  I  sud  ban— 

They  ever  think. 

Nae  thou^t,  nae  view,  nae  scheme  o'  lirio, 
Nae  cares  to  gie  us  joy  or  grievin. 
But  just  the  pouchie  put  the  neive  in, 

An'  while  ought's  there. 
Then,  hiltie,  skiltie,  we  gae  scrievin, 

An'  fash  nae  mair. 

LeeM  ine  on  rhyme  t  it's  tye  a  treuutc. 
My  chief,  amaist  my  <xily  t^eutire; 
At  hamc,  a-£el',  at  waik,  or  teinire, 

The  muse,  poor  hizziel 
Tho'  rough  an'  ra|rfoch  be  her  measarCk 

She's  seMoQ  lazy. 

Haud  to  the  muse,  my  daiatie  Davie : 
The  war!'  may  play  you  mtmy  a  sbavie ; 
But  for  the  muae,  she'll  never  leave  yc, 

Tho'  e'et  sae  pair, 
Na,  even  tho'  limpin  m'  the  spavk 

Frae  door  to  door. 


SONG— YOUNG  PEGGY  BLOOMS 

Taiu—"lM:h  BroclHiide." 

Young  Peggy  blooms  our  boniest  lass. 

Her  blush  is  like  the  morning. 
The  rosy  dawn,  the  springing  grass. 

With  earty  gems  adorning. 
Her  eyes  outshine  the  radiant  beams 

That  gild  the  passing  shower, 
And  glitter  o'er  the  crystal  streams. 

And  cheer  each  fresh'ning  flower. 
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Her  lips,  more  than  the  cherries  bright, 

A  richer  dye  has  graced  them; 
They  charm  th*  admiring  gaier's  sight. 

And  sweetly  tempt  to  taste  them; 
Her  smile  Is  as  the  evening  mild. 

When  fe»ther'd  pairs  are  courting:. 
And  little  lambkins  wanton  wild, 

In  playful  bands  disporting. 

Were  Fortune  lovely  Peggy's  foe, 

Such  gweetnees  would  relent  berj 
As  blooming  spring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  sUriy  savftfe  Winter. 
Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  g^jo. 

Her  winning  pow'rs  to  )e««en; 
And  fretfnl  Envy  grins  in  v»in 

The  poison'd  tooth  to  fasten. 

Ye  Pow'rs  of  Honour,  Love,  and  Truth, 

From  ev'ry  ill  defend  her  t 
Inspire  the  highly-favour'd  youth 

The  destinies  intend  her: 
Still  fan  the  sweet  connubial  ilame 

Responsive  in  each  bosom; 
And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 

Witb  many  4  filial  blossom. 


SONG-FABEWELL  TO  BALLQCHMYLB 

The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  seen, 
The  flowers  decay'd  on  Catrine  lee, 

Nae  laVroctc  sang  on  hillgcjc  greeq. 
But  nature  sicken'd  on  the  e'e. 

Thro'  faded  groves  Maria  sang, 
Hersel'  in  beauty's  bloom  the  while; 

And  aye  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang, 
Fareweel  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle  I 
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Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers. 

Again  ye'll  flourish  fresh  and  fair; 
Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  with'ring  bowers, 

Again  ye'll  charm  the  vocal  air. 
But  here,  alasl  for  me  nae  tnair 

Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floweret  smile; 
Fareweel  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr, 

Fareweel,  fareweel  1  sweet  Ballochmylcl 


FRAGMENT-HER  FLOWING  LOCKS 

Her  flowing  locks,  the  raven's  wing, 
Adown  her  neck  and  bosom  htng; 
How  sweet  unto  that  breast  to  ding. 
And  round  that  neck  entwine  her  I 

Her  lips  are  roses  wat  wi'  dew, 
O,  what  a  feast  her  bonie  mou' ! 
Her  cheeks  a  roair  celestial  hue, 
A  crimson  still  diviner  1 


HALLOWEEN" 

The  following  poem  will,  by  many  readers,  be  well  vomiA 
understood;  but  for  the  sake  oi  those  who  are  unacquainted  with 
the  manners  and  traditions  of  the  country  where  the  acene  is 
cast,  notes  are  added,  to  give  some  account  of  the  principal 
charms  and  ^lls  of  that  night,  so  big  with  prophecy  to  um 
peasantry  in  ue  west  of  ScoUand.  The  passion  of  prying  into 
futurity  makes  a  striking  part  of  the  history  of  human  nature 
In  its  rude  state,  in  all  ages  and  nations;  and  It  may  be  some 
entertainment  to  a  philosophic  mind,  if  any  such  honour  the 


"  Yes !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain. 
The  simple  pleasures  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenjal  to  ray  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art" — Gouismith. 

lis  Dioufht  to  be  k  night  wbea  iiitdics,  derila,  and  other  miBChief- 
DuIdnE  beings  are  abroad  on  their  baneful  midniifat  errands;  particnlarlr 
those  aerial  people,  the  fairies,  are  uid  on  that  night  to  hold  a  giaad 
umiTersaiy. — R.  B, 
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Upoh  that  ntglit,  when  furies  light 

On  Cassilis  Downans'  dance. 
Or  owrc  the  lays,  in  splendid  blaze. 

On  sprightly  coursers  prance; 
Or  for  Coteaii  the  rout  is  ta'en, 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams; 
There,  up  the  Cove,'  to  stray  an'  rov^ 

Amat^  the  rocks  and  streams 

To  sport  that  night: 

Amang  the  bonie  winding  banks. 

Where  Doon  rins,  wimplin,  dear; 
Where  Bruce'  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranks. 

An'  shook  his  Carrick  spear; 
Some  merry,  friendly,  countra-folks 

Together  did  convene. 
To  bum  their  nits,  an'  pou  their  stocks. 

An'  baud  their  Halloween 

Fn'  biythe  that  nig^t 

The  lasses  feat,  an'  cleanly  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  they're  fine ; 
Their  faces  biythe,  fu*  sweetly  kythe. 

Hearts  leal,  an'  warm,  an'  kin': 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wooer-babs 

Weel-knotted  on  their  garten ; 
Some  imco  blate,  an'  some  wi'  gabs 

Gar  lasses'  hearts  gang  startin 

Whiles  fast  at  night 

Then,  first  an*  foremost,  thro'  the  k^, 
Their  stocks'  maun  a'  be  sought  ance; 

■Certdn  little,  roDuntie,  Tockr,  gtcen  bill*,  in  the  neighbouThood  of  O* 
mdeut  >e>t  of  the  Earlt  of  Casulis.— R.  B. 

■A  noted  cavern  nor  Colean  bouac  called  the  CoTe  of  Colean:  wUch, 
M  well  as  Cusills  Dowduib,  u  famed,  in  eoantir  itorr,  for  beiDs  a 
fmrile  hsnnt  of  fairiea. — if.  B. 

'The  famouB  family  of  tbat  name,  the  anceitora  of  Robert,  the  treat 
ddirerer  of  hia  COUBtry.  were  Earls  ot  Carriek.— K,  B. 

'The  firat  ceremony  of  Halloween  ii  pulling  each  a  "  atock,"  or  plant 
b(  I><iI.  Th™  miiiff  Dn  mil.  hnnil  in  hand,  with  eyes  shnt,  and  pull  the 
r  little,  atralgbt  or  crooked,  ia  prophetic 
object  of  all  their  spells— the  husband 
Of  wite.  II  any  "  yira,"  or  earin,  sliek  to  the  root,  that  is  "  tocher,"  or 
fnrtune;  and  the  taste  of  the  "  eaMoek,"  that  is,  the  heart  of  the  aten.  It 
iadicaliTe  of  the  natural  temper  and  dupontlon,     lastly,  tb«  itsnn,  or,  t» 
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They  steek  their  een,  and  grape  an'  wale 
For  muckie  anes,  an'  straueht  anes. 

Poor  hav-rd  Will  fell  aff  the  drift. 
An'  wandered  thro'  the  ''bow-kail/' 

An'  pou't  for  want  o'  better  shift 
A  runt,  was  Hke  a  sow-tail 

Sae  bow't  that  night. 

Then,  straught  or  crooked,  yird  or  nane, 

They  roar  an'  cry  a'  throw'ther ; 
The  vera  ^ee-t|iiiigs,  toddlin,  rin, 

Wi'  stocks  out  owre  their  shoi^tlicr: 
An'  gif  the  cusfock's  siyeet  pr  sour, 

Wi'  j'octelegs  they  t^ste  thpm; 
Synp  coziely,  aboon  thp  floor, 

Wi'  cannic  care,  they'ye  pl^c'd  them 
To  lie  that  ni^t. 

The  lassies  slaw  f  rae  'mang  them  a'. 

To  pou  their  st^ks  o'  com;* 
But  Rah  slips  Qut,  ^n'  jinkg  about, 

Behiiit  tfifi  Hippl{!e  tl^qrn: 
He  grippit  Nelly  fiard  and  fast: 

Lqud  skirr4  f'  tl\f  laggps; 
But  her  t^p-pickje  maijt  y^s  lost, 

Wh^H  )ciut|'1  in  the  fa^se-hPHSp' 
Wj'  him  tfiat  fiigljt. 

Thp  aul4  gHi!3-wife'B  weel-hoordit  nits' 
Are  round  an'  round  divided, 

give  thrai  tidr  onfinsry  appelTatfon,  the  "  runts,"  are  placed  some 
above  the  hci|i  of  (hf  foot;  and  the  CtarisU^n  nmwt  of  the  pcopte 
chance  brinm  into  the  house  are,  accoTdiiig  Id  the  pTrorltjr  at  pladt 


.  at  three  leveril  times,  ■  ttatk  of 
pickle.*  thatV'tiie  pain  at  tl>e 
11  comi;  t6  Ihj  piarriaje-bed  Kij- 

,  1)7  beinj  too  green  or  wet,  the 
..  mates  a  la rge^  apartment  fn  hla 
I  fairest  exposed  tS  ibe  wind:  thM 

Thgf  Mine  ft*  l|d  »rrt  1»w  to 
the  fire;  and  aeo^qi  ai  tht* 
ide  one  inotlter,  fM  foajit  at)3 
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An'  tnony  lads  an'  lasses'  fates 
Are  there  that  ntgbt  decided: 

Some  kindle  cottthie  side  hy  side. 
And  bum  thegither  trimly; 

Some  start  awa  wi'  saucy  pride. 
Art'  jump  out  owre  the  chlmlte 
Fu'  high  that  night 

Jean  slips  in  twa,  wi'  tentie  e'e; 

Wha  'twas,  she  wadna  tell; 
But  this  is  Jock,  an'  this  is  nu. 

She  says  in  to  bersd' : 
He  bleez'd  owre  her,  an'  she  owre  Ilili^ 

As  they  wad  never  mair  part: 
Till  fuff  I  he  started  up  the  lum, 

An'  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart 
To  sce't  that  ntgbt 

Poor  Willie,  wi'  his  bow-kail  nirtt. 

Was  brunt  wi'  primsie  Mallie; 
An'  Mary,  nae  doubt,  tocrfc  the  dnui^ 

To  be  eompar'd  to  Willie: 
Mall's  nit  lap  out,  wi'  pridefu'  fling. 

An'  bef  ain  fit,  it  brilnt  it; 
While  Willie  Up,  and  swore  by  jiag, 

'Twas  just  tix  way  be  wanted 
To  be  that  night. 

Nell  had  the  fause-house  in  her  min'. 

She  pits  herad  an'  Rob  in ; 
In  loving  bleeae  tfaey  sweetly  join. 

Till  white  in  ase  ^ey're  nbbin: 
Kdl's  heart  was  dancin  at  die  view; 

She  wliiiper'd  Rob  to  ieidc  toft: 
Rob,  stownlins,  prie'd  her  bonie  mon', 

Fu'  co2ie  in  tiie  neuk  far't. 

Unseen  that  night 

But  Merran  sat  faehint  their  backs. 
Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  BeU ; 
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Sbe  lea'es  them  gashin  3t  their  cracks, 

An'  slips  out-by  hcrscl'; 
She  thro'  the  yard  the  nearest  taks, 

An'  for  the  kiln  she  goes  then, 
An'  darklins  grapit  for  the  banks. 

And  in  the  blue-clue*  throws  then, 
Right  fear't  that  night 

An*  ay  she  win't,  an'  ay  she  swat — 

I  wat  she  made  nae  jaukin; 
Tin  something  held  within  the  pat. 

Good  L — dl  but  she  was  quaukini 
But  whether  'twas  the  deil  himsel, 

Or  whether  'twas  a  bauk-en', 
Or  whether  it  was  Andrew  Bell, 

She  did  na  wait  on  talldn 

To  spier  that  night 

Wee  Jenny  to  her  graunie  says, 

"Will  ye  go  wi'  me,  grannie? 
ni  cat  the  apple  at  the  glass," 

I  gat  frae  uncle  Johnie:" 
She  fuff't  her  pipe  wi'  sic  a  lunt. 

In  wrath  she  was  sac  vap'rin, 
Sbe  notic't  na  an  aizle  brunt 

Her  braw,  new,  worset  apron 

Out  thro'  that  night 

"Ve  little  skclpie-limmer's  face! 

I  daur  you  tiy  sic  sportin, 
As  seek  the  foul  thief  ony  place, 

For  him  to  spae  your  fortune : 
Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  a  sight! 

Great  cause  ye  hae  to  fear  it; 


WhocTcr  would,  whh  SQCcen.  try  thlsBpell.  moat  (trictlr  obMTTE  Oieae 


diieclions:   Steal   out,  all  alonV.'io'thekila,"  iid  darkling  'thr 
....  cluf  off  de  ol 


ard  Ibe  latter  end,    somcthini   will    hold    the    thread:    demand,    "  Wha 

haada?"  L  «.,  who  holdiP  and  answer  »ni  be  returned  from  ibe  kUa.pot, 

""■falre^a  cLid!e"and"»o"alo™e"'™a  i'oo£S!i^I^:"aV^S'^Iipli  before  H, 
mnd  nini  traditioai  say  jou  should  comb  joat  hair  all  Ibe  tiaie:  the  face 
of  yoar  conjugal  compaaloo,  to  bt,  will  be  seea  in  tbe  glasa,  aa  if  peeping 
orer  your  ihoulder. — E.  B. 
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For  mony  a  ane  has  gatten  a  frigfa^ 
An'  liv^d  an'  died  deleerit, 
On  sic  a  night. 


"Ac  hairst  afore  the  Sherra-moor, 
I  mind't  as  weel's  yestreen— 
I  was  a  gilpcy  then,  I'm  sure 

I  was  na  past  fyfteen : 
The  simmer  had  been  cauld  an'  wa^ 

An'  stuff  was  unco  green ; 
An'  aye  a  rantin  Idrn  we  gat. 
An'  just  on  Halloween 

It  fcU  that  night 

"  Our  stibble-rig  was  Rab  M'Graen* 
A  clever,  sturdy  fallow; 
His  sin  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean. 

That  lived  in  Achmacalla : 
He  gat  hemp-seed,"  I  mind  it  wee^ 

An*  he  made  unco  light  o't; 

'Bat  mony  a  day  was  by  himsd'. 

He  was  sae  sairly  frighted 

That  vera  night" 

Then  up  gat  fechtin  Jamie  Fleck, 

An'  he  swoor  by  his  conscience. 
That  he  could  saw  hemp-seed  a  peck ; 

For  it  was  a'  but  nonsense: 
The  auld  guidman  raught  down  the  pocl^ 

An'  out  a  handfu'  gied  him; 
Sync  bad  him  slip  frac  'mang  the  folk. 

Sometime  when  nae  ane  see'd  him. 
An'  try't  that  night 

■>  SImI  oat,  naperedred,  «nd  lov  m  hindful  of  bnniHnd,  hiirowInK  It 
with  uirttunt  you  oan  eonveninti;  draw  sflcr  yon.  Repcit  now  and  Uun: 
"  Hemf^iMd,  I  M«  thee  benp^eed,  I  taw  tbtt;  and  faim  («r  btr)  that  la 
to  be  1117  true  km.  vome  after  mc  and  pou  ihH."  Look  over  yoat  left 
_._...!._    __» ^jjjj  jjj  ijjj  jppeiraoce  of  th*  perun  InTolmd.  in  the 


er,  and  yen  «iU  tee  the  (ppearE 
\t  of  pullins  hemp.  Some  tradilii 
thatli,  ibvi*  ttanclt:  in  which  c: 


Othen  o> 


Uwe;"  thatli,  ibvi*  thnclt:  m  which  cane,  it  simply  ippean.     

the  hanowinft  and  aay:  "  CDms  after  me  and  hairew  Oca."— A.  B. 
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He  marches  thro'  amftng  the  sUds^ 

Tho'  he  was  sotnething  sturdn ; 
The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  taks. 

An'  baurls  at  his  curpin : 
And  ev'ry  now  an'  then,  he  wajt, 

"  Hemp-teed  I  saw  thee. 
An'  her  that  is  to  be  m;  lass 

Come  after  mc,  an'  draw  thee 

As  last  this  night." 

He  whisd'd  up  "  Lord  1«wok  "  Jdar^ 

To  keep  his  conrag*  cb«et7: 
Ahho'  hie  hur  beg^  to  arch. 

He  was  sae  fley'd  an'  eerie: 
Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak, 

An'  then  a  grane  an'  gruntle ; 
He  by  his  sihotither  gae  a  keA, 

An'  tumbled  wi'  a  wintle 

Qut-owre  that  night 

He  roar'd  a  horrid  nurder-shout. 

In  dreadfu'  desperation  I 
An'  young  an'  auld  come  risnin  out, 

An'  hoar  the  sad  narration: 
He  swoor  'twas  hilchin  Jean  M'Craw, 

Or  crouchie  Merran  Humpbie — 
Till  stop!  she  trotted  thro'  than  a'; 

And  whs  was  it  but  gnimphio 
Asteer  that  ni^ht? 

Meg  fain  w%d  to  the  bam  gaen, 
To  winn  three  wechts  o'  oaething;" 

But  for  to  meet  the  dell  her  lane. 
She  pat  but  little  faith  in: 

'■TU*  ctuirta  nntit  UkcwlM  b«  pttfoimei  unperceiTCd  and  tiont.  YoQ 
to  to  tho  bain,  and  open  botk  dean,  tekins  them  afl  the  Unfee,  n  pot- 
dbtti  (or  tharo  b  dtngor  that  the  being  abont  to  appear  mar  abat  Ac 


Dowlni  (be  com,  vliich  In  onr  sonntry  dialect  wa  ojl  ■  "  naht,"  ud  M 
tbtoach  all  tbe  atdtnde*  of  letting  down  eorq  aaalut  (be  lelnd.  Kefaat 
It  thtM  llnMa.  and  dw  Uird  time  an  aHwrltlon  vill  paia  Ibraneh  th«  biro. 
In  at  tba  •iriaij  door  and  out  «l  the  otber.  having  bith  the  Stuiv  la  qa«» 
tion.  Bad  tbe  apfaamM*  h  racinac,  aatU&i  tne  atployuiaw  as  Millaa 
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She  K>es  the  herd  a  pickle  nits. 

An  twa  red  cheekit  apples. 
To  watch,  while  for  the  bam  she  setl^ 

In  hopes  to  see  Tam  Kif^les 
That  vera  night. 

She  turns  the  kty  wi'  tannife  thntfr. 

An'  owr«  the  threahohl  vebMrcs; 
BtA  first  oli  SdWnie  gles  a  a.'. 

Syne  baUdW  in  She  btttert: 
A  ratten  rattrd  up  the  wa'. 

An'  she  cry'd  L~-d  preserve  hert 
An'  ran  thin'  Mldden-nolt  an'  a'. 

An'  pray'd  wi'  «tal  add  f«tTOU^ 
Fu'  fast  that  night 

They  hoy't  put  Will,  wi'  sair  advice; 

They  hechl  him  some  fine  bra*  ane; 
It  chanc'd  the  stack  he  faddom't  thrice" 

Was  timoier-propt  tor  thrawin : 
He  taks  a  swirlie  aiild  moss-oak 

For  some  black,  grousome  carlin ; 
Ah'  loot  a  winze,  an'  drew  a  stroke. 

Till  skin  in  blypes  cam  haurlin 

Aff's  sieves  that  night 

A  wanton  widow  Leezie  was. 

As  eantie  as  a  kittien; 
But  och  I  that  night,  aoiang  the  shaws. 

She  gat  a  fearfu'  settlin  I 
She  thro'  the  whins,  an'  by  the  cairn. 

An'  owre  the  hill  gaed  scrievin; 
Whare  three  lairds'  lan's  met  at  a  burn," 

.  "Tifce  an  onportunilv  of  going  unnoticed 
It  thne  UnlM  rdttna.  Tht  Hiit  Tathatn  of  tl 
Itet  (Mm  the  ippt*i       '     '  ' "   ' 

"Tod  feoeuti  one  I.  _ 

nHni,  or  Hrdi^l,  «>ter«  "  Ibiee 

m*t.    Ob  M  btd  IH  «8hf  of  B  -.. ,-_ _ 

dt^.  Lie  MIU,  and,  AinM  lime  near  mlddllbt,  M  tpMrltlofi.  baTtni  the 
euct  fimre  of  tM  #ritid  itbjeet  in  qntitton,  will  ewH  sad  iur&  (he  Oettt, 
u  U  to  dnr  tlie  other  ^de  of  iU~B.  B. 
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To  dip  her  left  sark-sleeve  in. 

Was  bent  that  night. 

Whiles  owre  a  linn  the  bumie  plays. 

As  thro'  the  glen  it  wimpVt; 
Whiles  round  a  rocky  scar  it  strays. 

Whiles  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't; 
Whiles  gUtter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi'  bickerin,  danctn  dazzle  j 
Whiles  cookit  underneath  the  braes. 

Below  the  spreading  hazel 

Unseen  that  night 

Amang  the  brachens,  on  the  brae. 

Between  her  an'  the  moon. 
The  deil,  or  else  an  outler  quey. 

Gat  up  an'  ga'e  a  croon : 
Poor  Leezie's  heart  maist  lap  the  hool; 

Near  lav'rock-height  she  jumpit. 
But  mist  a  fit,  an'  in  the  pool 

Out-owrc  the  lugs  she  plumpit, 

Wi'  a  plunge  that  night 

In  order,  on  the  dean  hearth-stane. 

The  luggies"  three  are  ranged; 
An'  ev'ry  time  great  care  is  ta'cn 

To  see  them  duly  changed : 
Auld  uncle  John,  wba  wedlock's  joyi 

Sin'  Mar's-year  did  desire. 
Because  he  gat  the  toom  dish  thrice. 

He  heav'd  them  on  the  fire. 

In  wrath  that  night 

Wi'  merry  sangs,  an'  friendly  cracks, 
1  wat  they  did  na  weary ; 


tfae  diihu  >»  ranicd;  be  (0/  abt)  dips  the  left  hand;  if  b 

repeated  tiirce  timei,  and 


,  — E  (husband  or)   wife  will  come  to  the  bar  ...  ... 

■  mndi  if  in  the  fou],  a  widow:  if  in  the  emptr  diih.  Itforel 


e  tiie  irrBOiRiieDt  of  ll 
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And  unco  tales,  an'  funnie  jdccs — 
Their  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheery : 

Till  butter'd  sowens,"*  wi'  fragrant  ton^ 
Set  a'  their  gabs  a-steerin; 

Syne,  wi'  a  social  glass  o'  stnmt, 
Th^  parted  alT  careerin 

Fu'  blythe  that  night 


TO  A  MOUSE 

OH  TUnilirC  H£R  UF  IN  BBS  NEST  WITH  TBI  PLOUGH, 
NOVEHBEB,  1785 

Wee,  sleekit,  cowrin,  tim'rous  beastie, 
O,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breastie ! 
Thou  need  na  start  awa  sae  hasty, 

Wi'  bickering  brattle) 
I  wad  be  laith  to  rtn  an'  chase  thee, 

Wi'  murd'ring  pattle  I 

I'm  truly  sorry  man's  dominion, 
Has  broken  nature's  sodal  union, 
An'  justifies  that  ill  opinion, 

Which  makes  thee  startle 
At  me,  thy  poor,  earth-born  companion, 

An'  feIlow*mortal  I 

X  doubt  na,  whiles,  but  thou  may  thieve; 
What  then?  poor  beastie,  thou  maun  livel 
A  daimen  icker  in  a  thrave 

'S  asma'  request; 
I'll  get  a  blessin  wi'  the  lave, 

An'  never  miss'tl 

Thy  wee  tnt  hoosie,  too,  in  ruin  I 
It's  silly  wa's  the  win's  are  strewin  1 
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An'  naetbuie,  now,  to  big  a  new  ane, 
O'  foggage  green  I 

An'  bleak  December's  winds  ensuin, 

Balth  snell  an'  kocnl 

'niou  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  an'  waste, 
An'  weary  winter  comin  fast. 
An'  cozie  bere,  beneath  the  blast. 

Thou  thought  to  dwell—* 
Till  crash !  the  cruet  coulter  past 

Out  thro'  thy  cell 

That  wee  bit  heap  o'  leaves  an'  stibble. 
Has  cost  thee  mony  a  weary  nibble ! 
Now  thou's  ttini'd  Out,  for  A'  thy  trouble, 

Bfrt  boose  or  bald. 
To  tbole  the  winter's  aleety  dribble. 

An'  cranreucb  cauldl 

But  Monsie,  tbtra  art  no  thy  lane. 
In  proving  foresight  may  be  vain; 
The  best-laid  schemes  o'  mice  an'  meti 

Gang  aft  aglcy. 
An'  lea'e  us  nought  bat  grief  an'  pain. 

For  promis'd  joyt 

Still  thou  art  Uest,  compar'd  wi"  me 
The  present  only  toucheth  thee: 
But  och  I  I  backward  cast  my  e'e. 

On  prospects  dreir  1 
An'  forward,  the'  I  carina  see, 

I  guess  an'  fear  1 


EPITAPH  ON  JOHN  DOVE,  INNKEEPER 

Here  lies  Johnie  £>tgeon; 
What  was  bis  roli^itm 
Wbae'er  desires  to  ken. 
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To  »nie  other  warl' 
Maun  follow  the  carl. 
For  here  Johnie  Pigeon  had  nane  I 

Strong  ale  was  ablution, 
Small  beer  persecution, 

A  dram  was  memento  mori; 
But  a  full-Bowing  bowl 
Was  the  ■ariog  hi>  soul. 

And  port  was  celestial  l^orjr. 


EPITAFH  FOR  JAMES  SMITH 

Lauknt  bim,  Mauchline  huabanda  a', 

He  af ten  did  assist  ye ; 
For  had  yc  staid  bale  wedu  awa, 

Your  wives  they  ne'er  had  miss'd  ye. 

Ye  Mauchline  bairns,  as  on  ye  press 
To  school  in  bands  thegither, 

O  tread  ye  lightly  on  his  grass, — 
Perhaps  he  was  your  father  I 


ADAM  ARMOUR'S  PRAYER 

GuDB  pity  me,  because  I'm  little  I 
For  though  I  am  an  elf  o'  mettle, 
An'  can,  Uke  ony  wabster'a  shuttle. 

Jink  there  or  here. 
Yet,  scarce  as  tang's  a  gude  kail-whittle, 

I'm  unco  queer. 

An*  now  Thou  kens  our  waef  u'  case ; 
For  Geordie's  jurr  we're  in  disgrace, 
■   Because  we  stang'd  her  through  the  place. 

An'  hurt  her  spleuchan; 
For  whilk  we  daurna  show  our  face 

Within  the  clachan. 
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An'  now  we're  dem'd  in  dens  and  hollows. 
And  huDted,  as  was  William  Wallace, 
Wi'  constables — ^thae  blackguard  fallows. 

An'  sodgera  baith; 
But  Gnde  preserve  tts  frae  the  gallows. 

That  shamefn'  deaUit 


Anid  grim  black-bearded  Geordie's  sel'— • 
O  sbate  him  owie  the  month  o'  hell! 
There  let  him  hing,  an'  roar,  an'  yell 

Wi'  hideous  din, 
And  if  he  oSers  to  rebel. 

Then  heave  him  in. 

When  Death  comes  in  wi'  glimmerin  blink, 
An'  tips  auld  drucken  Nanse  the  wink. 
May  ^utan  gic  her  doup  a  clink 

Within  his  yett. 
An'  fill  her  np  wi'  brimstone  drink. 

Red-  reekin  het. 

Though  Jock  an*  hav'rel  Jean  are  merry- 
Some  devil  seize  them  in  a  hurry. 
An'  waft  them  in  th'  infernal  wherry 

Straught  through  the  lakc^ 
An'  gie  their  hides  a  noble  curry 

Wl'  oil  of  atkl 

As  for  the  jurr — puir  worthless  bodyl 
She's  got  mischief  enough  already; 
Wi'  stanged  hips,  and  buttocks  bluidy 

She's  suSer'd  sair; 
But,  may  she  wintle  in  a  woody. 

If  she  wh — t  tnajrl 
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THE  JOLLY  BEGGARS— A  CANTATA* 

Recitatwo 

When  tyart  leaves  bestrow  the  yinJ, 
Or  wavering  tike  the  bauckie-bird. 

Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast; 
When  hailstanes  drive  wi'  bitter  skyt^ 
And  infant  frosts  begin  to  bite. 

In  hoary  cranreuch  drest ; 
Ae  night  at  e'en  a  merry  core 

C  randie,  gangre!  bodies, 
In  Poosie-Nansie's  held  the  splore. 
To  drink  their  orra  duddies; 
Wi'  quaffing  an'  laughing. 

They  ranted  an'  they  sang, 
Wi'  jumping  an'  thumping, 
The  vera  girdle  rang, 

first,  neist  the  fire,  in  auld  red  rags, 
Ane  sat,  weel  brac'd  wi'  mealy  bags. 

And  knapsack  a,'  In  order; 
His  do3^  lay  within  his  arm ; 
Wi'  usquebae  an'  blankets  warm 

She  blinkit  on  her  sodger ; 
An'  aye  he  gies  the  tozie  drab 

The  tither  skelpin  kiss. 
While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gal^ 
Just  like  an  aumous  dish ; 
Ilk  smack  still  did  crack  still. 

Just  like  a  cadger's  whip; 
Then  sta^ering  an'  swaggering 
He  roar'd  this  ditty  up — 

Air 

7V(i»— "  SoMier'i  Joy." 

I  am  a  son  of  Mars  who  have  been  in  many  wars. 
And  show  my  cats  and  scars  wherever  I  come; 
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This  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  other  in  a  trcndi. 
When  wtlcdming  the  Freath  at  the  souild  bt  the  drum. 
Lai  de  dftudle,  &c. 

Uy  prentictahip  I  past  wh^re  n^  Isadcf  brealA'd  his  last, 
When  the  bliMdjr  flis  Was  east  en  t6c  hcifhtd  of  Abram: 

And  I  served  out  m)r  ttdde  when  the  galldtit  ^me  was  play'd. 
And  the  Horo  low  was  laid  at  the  bound  of  the  drum. 

I  lastly  was  with  Curtis  among  the  floating  batt'ries. 
And  there  I  left  for  witnesi  an  arm  and  a  limb; 

Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with  Elliot  to  head  me, 
I'd  clatter  on  my  stumps  at  the  sound  of  a  drum. 

And  now  tho'  I  Mlist  big,  with  a  WcKiddfl  aUn  and  leg. 
And  many  a  tSttef  d  rag  bailglflg  Over  tny  bum, 

I'm  as  happy  With  my  wdllet,  ntV  bottle  &nd  my  callet. 
As  when  I  uSed  id  Mari«  to  follow  a  dfum. 

What  tho',  with  hoary  locks,  I  must  stand  the  winter  shodcs. 
Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks  oftentimes  for  a  home, 

When  the  tother  bag  t  sell,  and  the  tother  bottle  tell, 
I  coHld  meet  a  ttoof  of  helt)  at  the  sound  of  a  dnun. 

RecttiUijii 

He  ended  I  and  thekebars  shvtdc, 

Aboon  the  ehorua  roar; 
While  frighted  rattons  backward  leuk. 

An'  seek  the  benmest  bore : 
A  fairy  fiddler  frae  the  neuk. 

He  skirl'd  out,  encore  I 
But  up  arose  the  martial  chudc. 

An'  hiid  the  loud  uproar. 

Air 
T«ut«— "  Sodger  Laddie." 

I  McC  was  B  maid,  tho'  I  calmot  tell  whcAi 
And  still  my  daUght  is  in  proper  young  m«: 
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Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  daddie, 
No  wonder  I'm  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  lal  de  lal,  &c. 

The  first  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  blade, 
To  rattle  the  Plundering  drum  was  his  trade ; 
His  leg  was  so  tight,  and  his  cheek  was  so  ruddy. 
Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 

But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch ; 
The  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  church : 
He  ventur'd  the  soul,  and  I  risked  the  body, 
Twas  then  I  proved  false  to  my  sodger  laddie. 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  my  sanctified  sot, 
The  regiment  at  large  for  a  husband  I  got; 
From  the  gilded  spontoon  to  the  fife  I  was  ready, 
I  asked  no  more  but  a  sodger  laddie. 

But  the  peace  it  reduc'd  me  to  beg  in  despair, 
Till  I  met  my  old  boy  in  a  Cunningham  fair, 
His  rags  regimental,  they  flutter'd  so  gaudy. 
My  heart  it  rejoic'd  at  a  sodger  laddie. 

And  now  I  have  liv'd — I  know  not  how  lon^, 

And  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  and  a  song; 

But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glass  steady, 

Here'f  to  tiiee,  my  hero,  my  sodger  laddie. 


Recitativo 

Boor  Merry-Andrew,  in  the  neuk. 
Sat  gtuElingwi'  a  tinkler-hizzie ; 

They  mind't  na  wha  the  chorus  teuk, 
Between  themselves  they  were  sae  busy: 
At  length,  wi'  drink  an'  courting  dizzy, 

He  stoiter'd  up  an'  made  a  face; 
Then  tum'd  an'  laid  a  smack  on  Grizzie, 

Sjme  tun'd  hia  pipes  wi'  grave  grimace. 
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Air 

Turn*— "Am  Sir  SynKnT 

Sir  Wisdom's  a  fool  when  he's  foti; 

Sir  Knave  is  a  fool  in  a  session ; 
He's  there  but  a  prentice  I  trow. 

But  I  am  a  fool  by  profession. 

My  grannie  she  bought  me  a  beulc. 
An'  I  held  awa  to  the  school ; 

I  fear  1  my  talent  misteuk. 
But  what  will  ye  bae  of  a  fool  ? 

For  drink  I  would  venture  my  neck; 

A  hizzie's  the  half  of  my  craft; 
But  what  cotild  ye  other  expect 

Of  ane  thafs  avowedly  daft? 

I  ance  was  tied  up  like  a  stirk. 
For  civilly  swearing  and  qnaffin; 

I  ance  was  abos'd  i'  the  kiik. 
For  towsing  a  lass  i'  my  daffin. 

Poor  Andrew  that  tumbles  for  sport. 
Let  nacbody  name  wi'  a  jeer ; 

There's  even,  I'm  tauld,  i'  the  Court 
A  tumbler  ca'd  the  Premier. 

Observ'd  ye  yon  reverend  lad 
Mak  faces  to  tickle  the  mob; 

He  rails  at  our  mountebank  sqnad^^ 
It's  rivalship  just  i'  the  job. 

And  now  my  conclusion  I'll  tell, 
For  faith  I'm  confoundedly  dry; 

The  chiel  that's  a  fool  for  himsel', 
Guid  h-~Al  he's  far  dafter  than  L 
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RecitaHvo 

Then  nieat  outspak  a  raude  carlin, 
Whakent  fu'  weel  to  cleek  the  stertin; 
For  mony  a  pursie  she  had  hodced. 
An*  had  in  mony  a  well  been  douked : 
Her  love  had  been  a  Highland  laddie. 
But  weary  fa'  the  waefu'  woodiet 
Wi'  sighs  an'  sobs  she  thus  began 
To  wail  ber  braw  John  Highlandman. 


T^iM—'O  an  ye  were  de»d,  Gnidman.'* 

A  Highland  lad  my  love  was  born. 
The  Lalland  laws  he  held  in  scorn ; 
Bnt  he  still  waa  faithfu'  to  his  clan, 
Jiy  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandman. 


Ckorui 

Sing  hey  my  braw  John  Highlandman  t 
Sing  bo  my  braw  John  Highlandman  1 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  Ian' 
Was  match  for  my  John  Highlandman. 

With  his  philibeg  an'  tartan  plaid. 
An'  guid  claymore  down  by  his  side, 
The  ladies'  hearts  he  did  trepan. 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing  hey,  &c. 

We  rangU  a'  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
An'  Uv'd  like  lords  an'  ladies  gay; 
For  a  Lalland  face  he  feared  none, — 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing  b^,  &c 
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They  banish'd  him  beyond  the  sea. 
But  ere  the  bud  wu  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran, 
Embracing  my  John  Highl&ndmBtl. 

Sing  hey,  Ac 

But,  och  I  they  catch'd  him  at  the  last. 
And  bound  him  in  a  dungvon  fast : 
My  corse  upon  them  every  one. 
They've  hang'd  tny  braw  John  Hlghlaodman  I 
Sing  hey,  &c. 

And  now  a  widow,  I  must  mourn 
The  pleasures  that  will  ne'er  return: 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can. 
When  I  think  on  John  Highlandman. 
Sing  hey,  ftc. 

Reeilativo 

A  pigmy  scraper  wi'  his  fiddle, 

Wha  us'd  at  trystes  an'  fairs  to  driddle. 

Her  strappin  limb  and  gausy  middle 

(He  reach'd  nae  higher) 
Had  hoi'd  his  heartie  like  a  riddle, 

An'  blawn't  on  fir& 

Wi'  hand  on  hainch,  and  upward  e'e. 
He  croon'd  hi3  gamut,  one,  two,  three. 
Then  in  an  arioso  key, 

The  wee  Apollo 
Set  ofiE  wi'  allegretto  ^ee 

His  giga  solo. 

Air 
Ttwi*— "  WhUita  owM  tbe  lave  o't." 

Let  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear, 
An'  go  wi'  me  an'  be  my  dear; 
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An'  then  yoar  every  care  an'  fear 
May  whittle  owre  tht  l»e  o't. 


Choria 

I  am  a  fiddler  to  my  trade. 
An'  a'  the  tunes  that  e'er  I  played. 
The  sweetest  still  to  wife  or  maid, 
Was  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 

At  kirns  an'  weddint  we'ie  be  there. 
An'  O  sae  nicely's  we  will  fare  I 
We'll  bowse  about  til!  Daddie  Care 
Sing  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 
I  am,  ftc. 

Ste  merrily's  the  hanes  rve'H  pyke. 
An'  sun  oursel's  about  the  dyke ; 
An'  at  dur  leisure,  whan  ye  like. 
We'll  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't 
I  am,  &c. 

But  bless  me  wi'  your  heav'n  o'  dianns. 
An'  while  I  kittle  hair  on  thairms. 
Hunger,  cauld,  an'  a'  sic  harms, 
iSif  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't 
I  am,  &c. 


Recitativo 

Her  charms  had  strudc  a  sturdy  caird, 

As  weel  as  poor  jfut-scraper ; 
He  taks  the  fiddler  by  the  beard. 

An'  draws  a  roosty  rapier- 
He  swoor  by  a'  was  swearing  worth. 

To  speet  him  like  a  pliver, 
Unless  he  would  from  that  time  forth 

Rellnqnish  her  for  ever. 
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Wi'  ghastly  e'e,  poor  tweedle-dee 

Upon  his  hunkers  bended. 
An'  pra/d  for  grace  wi'  ruefu'  fac^ 

An'  so  the  quarrel  ended. 
But  tho'  his  little  heart  did  grieve 

When  round  the  tinkler  prest  her. 
He  feign'd  to  snirtle  in  his  sleeve. 

When  thus  the  caird  address'd  ber: 


Air 
Tiute—"  Qout  the  CanUnm." 

My  bonie  lass,  I  work  in  brass, 

A  tinkler  is  my  station : 
I've  travell'd  round  all  Qiristian  ground 

In  this  my  occupation; 
I've  taen  the  gold,  an'  been  enrolled 

In  many  a  noble  squadron; 
But  vain  they  searcb'd  when  off  I  march'd 

To  go  an'  clout  the  cauldron. 

I've  taen  the  gold,  &c. 

Despise  that  shrimp,  that  wither'd  imp. 

With  a'  his  noise  an'  cap'rin ; 
An'  take  a  share  with  those  that  bear 

The  budget  and  the  apron  1 
And  by  that  stowp  I  my  faith  an'  boup. 

And  by  that  dear  Kitbaigie,* 
If  e'er  ye  want,  or  meet  wi'  scant. 

May  I  ne'er  wcet  my  craigie. 

And  by  that  stowp,  &C 

Recitativo 

The  caird  prevail'd — th'  unblushing  fair 

In  his  embraces  sunk ; 
Partly  wi'  love  o'ercome  sae  sair. 
An'  partly  she  was  drunk : 
lir  nrt  of  vMtki  m  cilled.  ■  «ctat  fivorite  whb  Fooile  Naiuic'i 
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Sir  'N^olino,  with  an  air 

That  shov/'d  a  man  o'  spunk, 
Wish'd  unison  between  the  pair. 

An'  made  the  tx^le  clunk 

To  their  health  that  night 

But  hurchin  Cupid  shot  a  shaft. 

That  pby'd  a  dame  a  ahavie — 
The  fiddler  rak'd  her,  fore  and  af^ 

Behint  the  chicken  cavie. 
Her  lord,  a  wight  of  Homer's  craft,' 

The'  limpin  wi'  the  spavie. 
He  hirpl'd  up,  an'  lap  Uke  daft. 

An'  shor'd  them  Dainty  Davie 

0'  boot  that  night 

He  was  a  care-defying  blade 

As  ever  Bacchus  listed  I 
Tho'  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid. 

His  heart,  she  ever  miss'd  it. 
He  had  no  wish  but — to  be  glad. 

Nor  want  but — when  he  tliirsted ; 
He  hated  nought  but — to  be  sad. 

An'  thus  the  muse  suggested 

His  sang  that  night. 

Air 
Tune—"  For  »'  th»t,  m'  »'  durt." 

I  am  a  Bard  of  no  regard, 

Wi'  gentle  folks  an'  a'  that ; 
But  Homcr-hke,  the  glowrin  byfce, 

Frae  town  to  town  I  draw  that 

Chorus 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 
An'  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that ; 
la  inowcd  to  be  dw  oldMt  baUKd^tkctr  on  itcori.—JLM 
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I've  lost  fcut  me,  I've  tvra  beUif, 
I've  wife  eneugh  f«r  a'  thtt 

I  never  drank  the  Muses'  stank, 

Castalia's  burn,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  there  it  streams  an'  richly  rettna, 

My  Helicon  I  ca'  that. 

For  a'  that,  ftc. 

Great  love  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair. 

Their  humble  slave  an'  a'  that; 
But  lordly  wit],  I  hoia  it  still 

A  mortal  sin  to  thr^w  that. 
For  a'  that,  &c. 

In  raptures  sweet,  this  hour  we  mee^ 

Wi'  mutual  love  an'  a'  that; 
But  for  how  lang  the  flic  may  stang, 

Let  inclination  law  that. 

For  a'  that,  &c. 

Their  tricks  an'  craft  hae  put  me  daft. 

They've  taen  me  in,  an'  a'  that; 
But  clear  your  dedcs,  and  here's — "  The  Sex  I" 

1  like  the  jads  for  a'  that 


Cfumis 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  tiiat. 

An'  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that ; 

My  dearest  bluid,  to  do  them  guid. 
They're  welcome  till't  for  a'  that. 


So  sang  the  bard — and  NansJe's  wa*s 
Shook  with  a  thunder  of  applause, 
Re-echo'd  from  each  mouth  I 
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They  toom'd  their  pocks,  they  pawn'd  their  d 
Th^  scarcely  left  to  co'er  their  fuds, 

To  quench  their  lowin  drouth : 
Then  owre  again,  the  jovial  thrat^ 

The  poet  did  request 
To  lowse  his  pack  an'  wale  a  sang, 
A  ballad  o'  the  beat; 
He  rising,  rejoicing. 

Between  his  twa  Deborahs, 
Looks  round  him,  an'  found  them 
Impatient  for  the  chorus. 


Air 

ntM— "JoDy  Uortab,  flU  r«ttr  GUiMt." 

See  the  smoking  bowl  before  us, 
Mail:  our  jovial  ragged  ring  I 

Round  and  round  take  up  the  chorus, 
And  in  raptures  let  us  sing— 

Chorus 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected  I 
Liberty's  a  glorious  feast  I 

Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 
Churches  built  to  please  the  priest. 

What  is  title,  what  is  treasure, 
What  is  reputation's  care? 

If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 
'Tis  no  matter  how  or  wher«t 
A  fig  for,  &c 

With  the  ready  trick  and  fable. 
Round  we  wander  all  the  day; 

And  at  night  in  bam  or  stable, 
Hug  our  doxies  on  the  hay. 
A  fig  fw,  &c. 
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Does  the  train-attended  carri^^e 
Thro'  the  country  lighter  rove? 

Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
Witness  brighter  scenes  of  lore? 
A  fig  for,  &.C. 

Life  is  all  a  variorum. 
We  regard  not  how  it  goes ; 

Let  tbem  cant  about  decorum. 

Who  have  character  to  lose. 

A  fig  for,  &c. 

Here's  to  budgets,  bags  and  wallets  t 
Here's  to  all  the  wandering  train. 

Here's  our  ragged  brats  and  callets. 
One  and  all  cry  out.  Amen  I 

Chorus 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected  I 
Liberty's  a  glorious  feast  1 

Courts  for  cowards  were  erected. 
Churches  built  to  please  the  priest 


SONG— FOR  A' THAT' 

Tbo*  women's  minds,  like  winter  winds. 
May  shift,  and  turn,  an'  a'  that. 

The  noblest  breast  adores  them  maist — 
A  OHjsequence  I  draw  that 

Chorus 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 
And  twice  as  meikle's  a'  that; 

The  bonie  lass  that  I  loe  best 
She'll  be  my  ain  for  a'  that 

Great  lore  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair. 
Their  humble  slave,  an'  a'  that; 
TCnfoD  ot "  I  tin  ■  bud  of  DO  renrd  "  ia  "  The  Jolly  Bi 
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But  lordly  wiU,  I  hold  it  still 
A  mortal  sic  to  thraw  that. 
For  a'  that,  ftc 

But  there  is  ane  aboon  the  lave, 

Has  wit,  and  sense,  an'  a'  that; 
A  bonie  lass,  I  like  her  best. 

And  wha  a  crime  dare  ca'  that? 
For  a'  that,  &c. 

In  rapture  sweet  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wi'  mutual  love  an'  a'  that. 
But  for  how-  lang  the  flic  may  stang; 

Let  inclination  taw  that 

For  a'  tiiat,  &c. 

Their  tricks  an'  craft  hae  put  me  daft 

They've  taen  me  in,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's — "  The  Sex  I " 

I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that 

For  a'  that,  &c 


SONG— MERRY  HAE  I  BEEN  TEETHIN  A  HECKLE 
TiMW— "The  boh  o"  Dumblane." 

O  UERRY  hae  I  been  teetbin  a  heckle. 

An'  merry  hae  I  been  shapin  a  spoon; 
O  merry  hae  I  been  cloutin  a  kettle, 

An'  kissin  my  Katie  when  a'  was  done. 
O  a'  the  tang  day  I  ca'  at  my  hammer, 

An'  a'  the  lang  day  I  whistle  and  sing; 
O  a'  the  lang  ni^t  I  cuddle  my  kimmer, 

An'  a'  the  lang  night  as  happy's  a  king. 

Bitter  in  dool  I  lickit  my  winnins 
O'  marrying  Bess,  to  gie  her  a  slave: 

Blest  be  the  hour  she  cool'd  in  her  linnens. 
And  blythe  be  the  bird  that  singa  on  her  grave  I 
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Come  to  my  anne,  my  Katie,  my  Katie; 

O  come  to  my  anns  and  Idsi  me  again  I 
Dnickcn  or  sober,  here's  to  thee,  Katie  I 

Ad'  blest  be  the  day  I  did  it  again. 


THE  COTTER'S  SATURDAY  NIGHT 

Inscribed  to  R.  Aiken,  Esqi 

"  Let  not  Ambition  mock  their  tueful  toil. 
Their  homelj  joys,  and  destiiiy  obscure; 
Nor  Grandeur  hear,  with  a  diadalnfnl  amlle. 
The  shart  and  aimplc  unal*  o£  the  poor-" 

Gut. 

My  lov'd,  my  honour'd,  much  respected  friend ! 

No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  pays ; 
With  honest  pride,  I  scorn  each  selfish  end. 

My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and  praise: 

To  you  I  sing,  in  simple  Scottish  lays. 
The  lowly  train  in  life's  sequester'd  scene. 

The  native  feelings  strong,  the  guileless  ways. 
What  Aiken  in  a  cottage  would  have  been; 
Ah  t  tho'  his  worth  unknown,  far  happier  there  I  weenl 

November  chill  blaws  loud  wi'  angry  augh; 

The  short'ning  winter-day  is  near  a  close; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugfa ; 

The  black'ning  trains  o'  craws  to  their  repose: 

The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  his  labour  goes,^ 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  )s  at  an  end, 

Collects  his  spades,  his  mattoclci,  and  his  hoes, 
Hoping  the  mom  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend. 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  doei  hameward  beod. 

At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view, 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
Th*  expectant  wee-things,  toddUn,  stacber  throngh 

To  meet  their  dad,  wi'  fllchterin  noise  and  glee. 

Hk  weeUt  ia^  Mlnkin  bonill^ 


^laiiizodbvGoogle 


FQIII8  AMD  aom»  14) 

His  dean  hearth-fUnc.  bis  tbnfty  wi&e**  Mil*. 

The  lijfping  in^t,  pr^ttlins  on  >>«■  kne«. 
Does  a'  bis  weary  kiaua^  and  care  lMVH)>e, 
And  make*  bini  quit«  forget  his  labour  aad  )u«  toUi 

Belyve,  the  cjder  baimi  FoiM  drappitig  in. 

At  service  put,  aniang  the  ftrmeri  rouii'; 
Some  ca'  the  pleugbi  some  Ifprd.  W^ie  tsntje  rbl 

A  cannie  errapd  tp  a  tiejlnr  tqwni 

Their  eldpst  hop*,  tJieir  Jepny,  WOnWfl-gTPWl^ 
In  youthfu'  blooiBr^Ipve  Sparkling  in  her  «'•-» 

Comes  h^ine,  perhaps  to  shew  a  braw  new  |BWB* 
Or  deposite  her  gair-won  penny-fea, 
To  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in  b^rdtbip  ht. 

With  joy  unfeign'd,  brothers  and  sist«n|  m*tt 
And  each  for  other>  w^elfare  lUttdly  tftin- 

The  sodal  hours,  swift-'wing't!,  uqqptiq'd  Sf«ti 
Each  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or  hears. 
The  parents  partial  eye  their  hopefu}  yean; 

Anticipation  forward  pojnts  the  v>ewi 
The  mother,  wi'  her  needle  and  her  shears, 

Gars  aitid  claes  loolf  amaist  as  weel's  the  now ; 

The  ^atber  mws  »'  «i'  ^dpwpittoo  dm. 

Their  master's  4r4  tji^jr  raigtfcps'd  f(m«l»8d. 

The  younker?  »'  V*  wafn^J  (q  ofceyj 
And  mind  their  labour^  wi'  an  eydent  hand. 

And  ne'er,  tho'  out  o'  sight,  to  jftuk  or  play; 

"  Aad  Q !  be  stjre  to  fear  the  Lord  alway. 
And  mind  your  duty,  duly,  mom  and  nisht ; 

Lest  in  temptation's  path  ye  gang  astray. 
Implore  His  counsel  and  assisting  might : 
They  pever  sought  in  vain  that  spugbt  th*  lati  arigkt" 

But  hark  I  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door ; 
Jenny,  wba  kens  th«  meaning  q'  the  same^ 

Tells  how  a  ncibor  lad  came  o'^  the  moor. 
To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  h«r  lllun«. 
The  wily  mother  sees  the  con^ciouf  QfMW 
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Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  her  chedc; 

With  heart-struck  anxious  care,  enquires  his  name. 
While  Jenny  hafflins  is  afraid  to  speak ;  [rake. 

Weel-pleased  the  mother  bears,  ifs  nae  wild,  worthless 

Wi'  kindly  welcome,  Jenny  bring^s  him  ben ; 

A  strappin  youth,  he  takes  the  mother's  tyt ; 
BIythe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill  ta'cn; 

The  father  cracks  of  horses,  pleughs,  and  kye. 

The  youngster's  artless  heart  o'erflows  wi'  joy. 
But  blate  an'  laithfu',  scarce  can  weel  behave  ; 

The  mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 
What  makes  the  youth  sae  bashfu'  and  sae  grave, 
Wecl-plcas'd  to  think  her  bairn's  respected  like  the  lave. 

O  happy  love !  where  love  like  this  is  found : 
O  heart-felt  raptures !  bliss  beyond  compare  1 

I've  paced  much  this  weary,  mortal  round, 
And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  declare, — 
"  If  Heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure  spare — 

One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale, 
'Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair 

In  other's  arms,  breathe  out  the  tender  tale,       [gale." 

Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  scents  the  evening 

Is  there,  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart, 

A  wretch  [  a  villain  !  lost  to  love  and  truth  1 
That  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art. 

Betray  sweet  Jenny's  imsuspecting  youth? 

Curse  on  his  perjur'd  arts  !  dissembling  smootltl 
Arc  honour,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exil'd? 

Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth, 
Points  to  the  parents  fondling  o'er  their  child? 
Then  paints  the  min'd  maid,  and  their  distraction  wild? 

But  now  the  supper  crowns  their  simple  board. 
The  halesome  parritch,  chief  of  Scotia's  food; 

The  sowp  their  only  hawkie  does  aiford. 
That,  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows  her  cood: 
The  dame  brings  forth,  in  complimental  mood. 
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To  grace  the  lad,  ber  wecl-hain'd  kebbuck,  (dl; 

And  aft  he's  prest,  and  aft  be  ca's  it  guid : 
The  frugal  wific,  gamiloDS,  will  tell 
How  'twas  a  towmond  autd,  sin'  lint  was  i'  the  betL 

The  cheerfu'  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 

Tbey,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide ; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  with  patriarchal  grace, 

The  big  ha'-biWe,  ance  his  father's  pride: 

His  bonnet  rev'rently  is  laid  aside, 
His  lyart  haffets  wearing  thin  and  hare ; 

Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zion  glide, 
He  wales  a  portion  with  judicious  care; 
And  "  Let  us  worship  God  I "  he  says  with  solemn  air. 

They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise. 

They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aim; 
Perhaps  "  Dundee's  "  wild-warbling  measures  rise; 

Or  plaintive  "Martyrs,"  worthy  of  the  name; 

Or  noble  "  Elgin  "  beets  the  heaven-ward  flame; 
The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays: 

Compar'd  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame ; 
The  tidcl'd  cars  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise ; 
Nae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  praise. 

The  priest-like  father  reads  the  sacred  page. 

How  Abram  was  the  friend  of  God  on  high; 
Or  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage 

With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny; 

Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  groaning  He 
Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  tre ; 

Or  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry; 
Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

Perhaps  the  Christian  volume  is  the  theme. 
How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was  shed; 

How  He,  who  bore  in  Heaven  the  second  name. 
Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  His  head: 
How  His  first  followers  and  servants  sped; 
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How  he,  who  lon^  in  Pafpioa  b^^is^Mi 
Saw  in  the  sun  a  mi^ty  angel  itmi. 
And  beard  grent  Bab'lon's  dmpi  prongnHq'd  fey  Hhv^'b 


Then  kneeljng  down  te  Huven'*  Etwnal  King, 

The  saint,  the  father,  and  the  husband  pnysi 
Hope  "  springs  exulting  on  triua^ihant  vring,"* 

That  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future  days. 

There,  ever  bask  in  uncreated  raya. 
No  n^ore  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear. 

Together  hymning  their  Creator's  praisf. 
In  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear; 
While  circling  Time  moves  round  in  an  eternal  sphere. 

Compar'd  with  this,  how  peor  Religion's  pride. 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method,  and  of  art ; 
When  men  display  to  cengregatlons  wide 

Devotion's  ev'ry  graee,  except  the  heart  I 

The  Power,  incens'd,  the  pageant  will  desert. 
The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole ; 

But  haply,  in  some  cettage  far  apart. 
May  hear,  wetl-pleas'd,  the  language  of  the  b6uI  i 
And  in  His  Bode  of  Life  the  inmates  poor  enroU, 

Then  homeward  all  take  off  their  sev'ral  ymy. 
The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest; 

The  parent-pair  their  secret  homage  pay. 
And  profEpr  up  to  Heaven  the  warm  request, 
That  He  who  stills  the  raven's  clam'rous  nest. 

And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flow'ry  pride, 
Would,  in  the  way  His  wisdom  sees  the  best. 

For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  provide; 

But  chiefly,  in  tljeir  hearts  with  grace  divine  preside, 

From  scenes  like  these,  pl4  Scptia's  grfmdeur  springs, 
That  nuJces  bw  'oy'd  »'  home,  reyer'd  abro^: 
IP««'«  "Windipr  Vtrm."-^  <8. 
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Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings, 
"An  honest  man's  the  noblest  woiIe  of  God;" 
And  certes,  in  fair  virtue's  heavenly  road. 

The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  behind ; 
What  is  a  lordling's  pomp?  a  cumbrous  load. 

Disguising  oft  the  wretch  of  human  kind, 

Studied  in  arts  of  hell,  in  wickedness  rcfin'dt 

O  Scotia  I  my  dear,  my  native  soil  I 

For  whom  my  warmest  vrish  to  Heaven  is  sent, 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 

Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet  content  I 

And  0 1  may  Heaven  their  simple  lives  prevent 
From  luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile  1 

Then,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 
A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while, 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much-Iov'd  isle. 

0  Thou  I  who  pour*!!  the  patriotic  tide. 

That  stream'd  thro'  great  imhappy  Wallace'  heart. 
Who  dar'd  to  nobly  stem  tjrrannic  pride, 

Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part ; 

(The  patriot's  God  peculiarly  thon  art. 
His  friend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  reward!) 

O  never,  never  Scotia's  realm  desert ; 
But  stilt  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot-bard 
In  Inight  succession  raise,  her  onuunent  and  guard  1 


APDRESS  TO  THE  DEIL 

"O  prince  t  O  clil«f  of  many  tbronid  pow'n 
That  M  th'  embattl'd  sM^Um  to  ww^-" 

UlLTON. 

O  Thou  I  whatever  title  suit  thee — 
Auld  Homie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Ctoode, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  eootie, 

Clos'd  under  hatches, 
Spairges  about  the  brunstane  cootie, 

To  scaud  poor  wretches  I 
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Hear  ine,  auld  Hangie,  for  a  wee. 
An'  let  poor  damned  bodies  be; 
I'm  sure  sma'  pleasure  it  can  gte, 

EVn  to  a  deil. 
To  skelp  an'  scaud  poor  dogs  like  me. 

An'  hear  us  squeell 

Great  is  thy  pow'r  an'  great  thy  fame ; 
Far  ken'd  an'  noted  is  thy  name ; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin'  heutJi's  thy  hame. 

Thou  travels  far; 
An'  faith !  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame, 

Nor  blatc,  nor  scaur- 
Whiles,  ranging  like  a  roarin  lion, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  and  corners  tryin; 
Whiles,  on  the  strong-wing'd  tempest  6yin. 

Tirlin  the  kirks; 
Whiles,  in  the  human  bosom  pryin. 

Unseen  thou  luiics. 

I've  heard  my  rev'rend  grannie  say, 
In  lanely  glens  ye  like  to  stray ; 
Or  where  auld  ruin'd  castles  grey 

Nod  to  the  moon. 
Ye  fri^t  the  nightly  wand'rcr's  way, 

Wi'  eldritch  croon. 

When  twilight  did  my  graunie  summon. 
To  say  her  pray'rs,  douse,  honest  woman ! 
Aft  'yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  bununin, 

Wi'  eerie  drone; 
Or,  rustltn,  thro'  the  boortrees  comin, 

Wi'  heavy  groan. 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night. 

The  stars  shot  down  wi'  sklentin  light, 

Wi'  you  mysel'  I  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough; 
Ye,  like  a  rash-buas,  stood  in  sight, 

Wi'  wavin  sough. 
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The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  shake. 

Each  bristl'd  hair  stood  like  a  stake. 

When  wi'  an  eldritch,  stoor  "  quaick,  quaick," 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  squatter'd  like  a  drake, 

On  whistlin  wings. 

Let  warlocks  grim,  an'  witber'd  hags, 
Tell  how  wi'  you,  on  ragweed  nags. 
They  skim  the  muirs  an'  dizzy  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues, 

Owre  howkit  dead. 

Thence  cotintra  wives,  wi'  toil  and  pain. 
May  plunge  an'  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain; 
For  oh !  the  yellow  treasure's  ta'en 

By  witchin  skill; 
An'  dawtit,  twal-pint  hawkie's  gane 

As  yell's  the  btlL 

Thence  mystic  knots  mak  great  abuse 

On  young  guidmen,  fond,  keen  an'  croase^ 

When  the  best  wark-Iume  i'  the  house, 

By  cantrip  wit. 
Is  instant  made  no  worth  a  louse. 

Just  at  the  Wt 

When  thowes  dissolve  the  snawy  hoord. 
An'  float  the  jingHn  icy  boord. 
Then  water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord. 

By  your  direction. 
And  'nighted  trav'Ilers  are  allur'd 

To  their  destruction. 

And  aft  your  moss-traversin  Spunkies 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  an'  i^unk  is: 
The  bleezin,  curst,  mischievous  monkies 

Delude  his  eyes, 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is. 

Ne'er  nair  to  rise. 
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When  maaona'  myttic  word  an'  grip 
In  (tonna  «n'  tempests  raise  you  up. 
Some  cock  or  cat  your  rage  nann  stop. 

Or,  strange  to  tell  I 
The  youngsat  brithcr  ye  wad  whip 

Aff  straught  to  hell. 

Lang  syne  In  Eden's  bonie  yard, 
When  youthfu'  lovers  first  were  palr'd, 
An'  all  the  soul  of  love  they  shar'd. 

The  raptur'd  hour. 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant  flow'ry  swatrd. 

In  shady  bower  f 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  snick-drawing  dogi 

Ye  cam  to  Paradise  incog. 

An'  play'd  on  man  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fa'!) 
An'  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog, 

'Mai  St  ruin'd  a*. 

D'ye  mind  that  day  when  in  a  bizi 
Wi'  reeldt  duds,  an'  rcestit  glzx, 
Ye  did  present  your  smoutie  phiz 

'Ming  better  folk, 
An'  sklented  on  the  man  of  Vzz 

Your  spttefu'  jdce? 

An'  how  ye  gat  him  I'  your  thratl. 
An'  brak  him  out  o'  house  an  hal'. 
While  scabs  and  botches  did  him  gall, 

Wi'  bitter  claw ; 
An'  lows'd  his  in-tongu'd  wicked  scaul*. 

Was  warst  ava? 

t  oHefnatly  nn: 

"ijmi  »rne,  tn  Kden'a  bamj  kww 

When  itnppin  Adim  s  dafi  werr  green. 
And  Etb  mi  like  my  bonie  Jean, 

My  deireat  part, 
A  dudn,  twttt.  ycrene  tsnAoiue  <TUEam, 
O'  guildeu  hetrt.^ 
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Bat  s'  your  ddng;  to  rehearse. 
Your  wily  snares  yn'  feohttn  fierce. 
Sin'  that  day  Michael*  did  y»u  pierce, 

Down  to  this  time. 
Wad  ding  a  Lallan  tongue,  ar  EfH, 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 

An'  now,  auld  Cloots,  I  ken  ye're  thinkin, 
A  certain  bardie's  rantin,  drlnkin. 
Some  Igcktess  hour  will  send  him  linkin 

To  your  black  pit; 
Bat  faith !  hell  turn  a  comer  jliddn, 

An"  cheat  you  yet 

But  fare-you-weel,  suM  Nickie-ben  1 
O  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an'  men'  I 
Ye  aiblins  might — I  dinna  ken — 

Still  hae  a  stake: 
I'm  wae  to  think  upo'  yon  den, 

Ev'n  for  your  sake  1 


SCOTCH  DRINK 

fXe  him  strong  drink  until  he  wink, 

That'i  iinking  in  despair; 
An'  liquor  guid  to  fire  his  bluid, 

That^  prett  wi'  inel  and  csre ; 
There  Ist  bin)  bouse,  an'  deep  cotOHM. 

Wi'  bumpers  flowing  o'er. 
Till  he  forgets  his  loves  or  debts, 

An'  minds  his  griefs  no  more. 

SoiaiiOH'a  PaovuBi,  xsxi.  6,  j. 

Lei  other  poets  raise  a  fracas 

'Bout  vines,  an'  wines,  an'  drucken  Bacchus, 

An'  crabbit  names  an'  stories  wrack  us. 

An'  grate  9Ur  lug: 
X  sing  the  juice  Scotch  bear  can  mak  us. 

In  glass  or  jug. 

•  Viit  HlHon.  Book  li.—R.  B. 
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O  thou,  my  muse!  guid  auld  Scotch  drink! 
Whether  tiirO'  wimplin  worms  thon  jink. 
Or,  richly  brown,  ream  owre  the  brink, 

In  g;lorious  faem, 
bisptre  me,  till  I  lisp  an'  wink. 

To  sing  thy  name  I 

Let  husky  wheat  the  haughs  adorn. 
An'  aits  set  up  their  awnie  horn, 
An'  pease  and  beans,  at  e'en  or  mom, 

Perfume  the  plain: 
Leeze  me  on  thee,  John  Barleycorn, 

Thou  king  o'  grain  t 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chows  her  cood. 
In  souple  scones,  the  wale  o'  foodl 
Or  tumblin  in  the  boiling  flood 

Wi'  kail  an'  beef; 
But  when  thou  pours  thy  strong  heart's  blood. 

There  thou  shines  chief. 

Food  fills  the  wame,  an'  keeps  us  leevtn ; 
Tho'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  receivin. 
When  heavy-dragg'd  wi'  pine  an'  grievin ; 

But,  oil'd  by  thee. 
The  wheels  o'  life  gae  down-hill,  scrievin, 

Wi'  rattlin  glee. 

Thou  clears  the  bead  o'  doited  Lear; 
Thou  cheers  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care; 
Thou  strings  the  nerves  o'  Labour  sair, 

At's  weary  toil; 
Thou  even  brightens  dark  Despair 

Wi'  gloomy  smile. 

Aft,  clad  in  massy  siller  weed, 
Wi'  gentles  thou  erects  thy  bead; 
Yet,  humbly  kind  in  time  o'  need. 

The  poor  man's  wine; 
His  wee  drap  parritch,  or  his  bread. 

Thou  kitchens  fine. 


^laiiizodbvGoogle 


POEMS  AMD  SOHOS 

Thou  art  the  life  o'  public  haunts ; 

But  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  and  rants  ? 

Ev'n  godly  meetings  o'  the  saunts. 

By  thee  inspired. 
When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tents, 

Are  doubly  fir'd. 

That  merry  night  we  get  the  com  in, 
O  sweetly,  then,  thou  reams  the  horn  in  I 
Or  reekin  on  a  New-year  momin 

In  cog  or  bicker. 
An'  just  a  wee  drap  sp'ritual  bum  in. 

An'  gusty  sucker  t 

When  Vulcan  gies  bis  bellows  breath. 
An'  ploughmen  gather  wi'  their  graitb, 
O  rarel  to  see  thee  fizz  an  freath 

r  th'  luggit  caup  I 
Then  Bumewin  comes  on  like  death 

At  every  chap. 

Nae  mercy  then,  for  aim  or  steel ; 
The  brawnie,  banie,  ploughman  chiel. 
Brings  hard  owrehip,  wi'  sturdy  wheel, 

The  strong  forehammer, 
Till  block  an'  studdie  ring  an  reel, 

Wi'  dinsome  clamour. 

When  skirling  weantes  see  the  light. 
Thou  maks  the  gossips  clatter  bright. 
How  fumblin  cuifs  their  dearies  slight; 

Wae  worth  the  name  I 
Nae  howdie  gets  a  social  night. 

Or  plack  frae  them. 

Wben  neibors  anger  at  a  plea. 
An'  just  aa  wud  as  wud  can  be. 
How  easy  can  the  barley  brie 

Cement  the  quarrel  I 
Ilfs  aye  the  cheapest  lawyer's  fee. 

To  taste  the  barrel. 
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Alake  I  that  e'er  my  auM  hu  reason. 
To  wyte  her  couiUx/men  wi'  treaaiMi  I 
But  many  daily  wMt  their  wcaion 

Wi'  liquors  nice. 
An'  hardly,  In  a  winter  season, 

E'er  spier  her  price. 

Wae  Worth  that  brandy,  burnin  traihl 
Fell  sourM  o'  mony  a  pain  an'  brash  I 
Twins  many  a  poor,  doylt,  drudcM  hash, 

O'  half  his  days; 
An*  sends,  beside,  auld  Scotland's  tiab 

To  her  warst  faes. 

Ye  ScoU,  wha  wish  auld  Scotland  well  I 
Ye  chief,  to  you  my  tale  I  tell, 
Poor,  plackieta  devils  like  myaet'I 

It  sets  you  ill, 
Wi'  bitter,  dearthfu'  winel  to  mell. 

Or  foreign  gill. 

May  gravels  round  his  Uather  wrendi, 
An'  gouts  torment  him,  inch  by  inch, 
Wha  twists  his  gruntle  wi'  a  glunch 

0'  sour  disdain, 
Out  owte  a  glass  o'  whisky-punCh 

Wi'  honest  men  1 

O  whisky  I  soul  o'  playa  and  pranks  I 
Accept  a  bardie's  gratfu'  thanks  I 
When  wantini  the«,  what  tuneless  cranks 

Are  my  poor  verses  I 
Thou  comes — th^  rattle  in  their  fanM, 

At  ither's  a — s  I 

Thee.  FerintOsh  I  O  sadly  lost  I 
Scotland  lament  frae  coast  to  coast  I 
Now  colic  grips,  an'  barkin  hoast 

May  kill  us  a'; 
For  loyal  Forbes'  charter'd  boAst 

Is  ta'en  awa? 
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Tliae  mnt  horae-leeches  o'  th'  Excise, 
Wha  male  the  whisky  atells  their  prlte ! 
Haud  up  thy  han',  Dell  1  ance,  twice,  thrice) 

There,  seize  the  blinkers  1 
An'  bake  them  op  in  bninstuie  piea 

For  poor  d—ti'd  drinkers. 

Fortune  I  it  thou'11  but  gie  me  still 
Hale  breeks,  a  scone,  an'  whisky  gill, 
An'  rowth  o'  rhyme  to  rave  at  will, 

Tak  a'  the  rest, 
An'  dealt  about  as  thy  blind  skill 

Directs  thee  best 


THE  AULD  FARMER'S  NEW-YEAR-MORNING 

SALUTATION  TO  HIS  AULD  MARE,  MAGGIE 

On  giTing  her  the  acctutoiued  ripp  of  com  to  haniel  in  the  Hew  Year. 

A  cum  New-year  I  wish  thee,  Maggie  1 
Hae,  there's  a  ripp  to  thy  auld  baggie : 
Tho'  thou's  howe-backit  now,  an'  knaggi^ 

I've  seen  the  day 
Thou  could  hae  gaen  like  ony  staggie, 

Out-owre  the  lay. 

Tho'  now  thou's  dowie,  stiff  an'  crazy. 
An'  thy  auld  hide  at  white's  a  daisie, 
I've  seen  thee  dappl't,  sleek  an'  glaicie, 

A  bonie  grsy: 
He  should  been  tigfat  that  daur't  to  raize  tbec^ 

Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  anc«  was  i'  the  foremost  rank, 
A  filly  buirdly,  steeve  an'  swank; 
An'  set  weel  down  a  shapely  shank. 

As  e'er  tread  yird; 
An'  coukl  bae  flown  out-owre  a  stank. 

Like  ony  bird. 
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It's  now  some  nine-an'-twenty  year, 
Sin'  thou  was  my  guid-fatber's  mear; 
He  ped  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear. 

An'  fifty  mark; 
Tho'  it  was  sma',  'twas  weel-won  gear. 

An'  thou  was  stark. 

When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny, 
Ye  then  was  trotting  wi'  your  minnie : 
Tho'  ye  was  trickie,  slee,  an'  funnie, 

Ye  ne'er  was  donsie; 
But  bamely,  tawie,  quiet,  an'  cannie. 

An'  unco  sonsie. 

That  day,  ye  pranc'd  wi'  mucklc  pride. 
When  ye  bure  hame  my  bonie  bride: 
An'  sweet  an'  gracef  u'  she  did  ride, 

Wi'  maiden  air! 
Kyle-Stewart  I  could  bragged  wide 

For  sic  a  pair. 

Tho'  now  jt  dow  but  hoyte  and  hobble, 
An'  wintle  like  a  saumont  coble. 
That  day,  ye  was  a  jinker  noble. 

For  heels  an'  win'  I 
An'  ran  them  till  t^ey  a'  did  wauble. 

Far,  far,  behin '  1 

When  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  skeigh. 
An'  stable-meals  at  fairs  were  dreigh. 
How  thou  wad  prance,  and  snore,  an'  skreigU 

An'  tak  the  road  I 
Town's-bodtes  ran,  an'  stood  abeigh. 

An'  ca't  thee  mad. 

When  thou  was  com't,  an'  I  was  mellow. 
We  took  the  road  aye  like  a  swallow: 
At  brooses  thou  had  ne'er  a  fellow. 

For  pith  an'  speed; 
But  ev'ry  tail  thou  pay't  them  hollow, 

Whare'er  thou  gaed. 
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The  snia',  droop-nimprt,  hunter  cattle 
Mi^t  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a  brattle; 
But  sax  Scotch  mile,  thou  try't  their  mettle. 

An'  gar't  them  whaizle: 
Nae  whip  nor  spur,  but  just  a  wattle 

O'  saugh  or  hazel. 

Thou  was  a  noble  fittie-Ian', 

As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn  I 

Aft  thee  an'  I,  in  aught  hours'  gaun. 

In  guid  March- weather, 
Hae  tum'd  sax  rood  beside  our  han'. 

For  days  tbegithcr. 

Thou  never  braing't,  an'  fetch't,  an'  fliskit; 
But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  whiskit. 
An'  spread  abreed  thy  wecl-fill'd  brisket, 

Wi'  pith  an'  power; 
Till  sprittie  knowes  wad  rair't  an'  riskit 

An'  slypet  owre. 

When  frosts  lay  lang,  an'  snaws  were  de^ 
An'  threaten'd  labour  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  thy  c(^  a  wee  bit  heap 

Aboon  the  timmer: 
I  ken'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  sleep, 

For  that,  or  simmer. 

In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reestit ; 
The  steyest  brae  thou  wad  hae  fac't  It; 
Thou  never  lap,  an'  sten't,  and  breastiC 

Then  stood  to  blaw ; 
But  just  thy  step  a  wee  thing  hastit. 

Thou  snoov't  awa. 

My  pleugh  is  now  thy  bairn-time  a'. 
Four  gallant  brutes  as  e'er  did  draw; 
Forl^e  sax  mae  I've  sell't  awa, 

That  thou  hast  nurst: 
Tlwy  drew  me  thretteen  pund  an'  twa, 

The  vera  warst 
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Mony  a  uir  daurk  we  twa  h«e  wrou^t, 
An'  m'  the  weary  warl'  fou^tl 
An'  mony  an  anxious  day,  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat  1 
Yet  here  to  crazy  age  we're  brotqhti 

Wi'  something  yet. 

An'  think  na',  my  anld  trusty  servan'. 
That  now  perhaps  thou'«  less  deserrin. 
An'  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  starvin ; 

For  my  last  fow, 
A  bcapit  stimpart,  111  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  for  you. 

We've  worn  to  crazy  years  thegither; 
Well  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither; 
Wi'  tentie  care  I'll  flit  thy  tether 

To  some  hain'd  rig, 
Whare  yt  may  noUy  rax  your  leather, 

Wi'  sma'  fatigue. 


THE  TWA  DOGS  ' 


TwAs  in  that  place  o'  Scotland's  isle. 
That  bears  the  name  o'  auM  King  Coil, 
Upon  a  bonie  day  in  Jme, 
When  wearin  thro'  the  afternoon, 
Twa  dog^  that  were  na  thrang  at  hame, 
Forgather'd  ance  upon  a  time. 

The  first  111  name,  they  ca'd  him  Csesar, 
Was  keepit  for  His  Honor's  pleasure : 
His  hair,  his  size,  his  mouth,  his  lugs, 
Shew'd  he  was  nane  o'  Scotland's  dogs; 
But  whalpit  some  place  far  abroad, 
Whare  sailors  gang  to  fish  for  cod. 

His  lodced,  letter'd,  braw  brass  collar 
■  l4Uik  wu  Bora^*  own  doc- 
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Shew'd  him  the  getttlsmui  an'  ichdlaf  i 
But  though  h*  Wu  d'  high  degrH, 
The  fiodt  a  firide  nfte  pridt  had  he; 
But  wad  had  apetit  kfl  hour  caresiiB, 
£v'n  wi'  a  tinklef-gitxy'B  meuan : 
At  kirk  sf  Market,  mill  or  emMdle, 
Nae  tawted  t)1e«,  tho"  t'tr  au  diiddlfl, 
Bill  be  wnd  stftn't.  fcs  glad  to  sm  hitn, 
An'  stroatl't  bM  Btaties  ail'  hillodii  #1'  hlib 

thri  tlthet  *aB  a  ploughman's  «dlUf-^ 
A  rhynling,  ranting,  t-avitig  biltle, 
Wha  fot  his  friend  Bil'  cotntadd  hlid  him, 
And  m  hlii  freaks  had  Luath  cfl'd  hJIfl, 
Aft«i'  seme  Qbg  in  Highland  Ming,* 
Wad  Hiade  lang  syne^Lofd  KfldWd  h«*  Ubg. 

He  Was  a  gash  atl'  falthfu'  tykt, 
As  ever  lip  a  ah^ugh  er  dj^ke. 
His  honest,  sonMe,  I^Ws'ht  fACe 
Aye  gat  him  it\Kn6i  in  iOta  pht»i 
Hii  breABt  Vr&i  Whitri,  his  toii!l«  bMk 
Weel  clad  Wl'  waf  0'  gloSsy  hUOc ; 
His  gawsie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl. 
Hung  owre  his  hurdles  wi'  a  swirl. 

Kae  doubt  but  they  were  fain  o'  itheft 
And  unco  pack  aft'  thick  thegithcr; 
Wi'  social  nose  whiles  sniifl'd  an'  snowkitj 
Whiles  mice  an'  tneadleWOfts  they  benUt; 
Whiles  scour'd  aWa'  In  lang  eitcurtiaa, 
An'  worry'd  ithef  ih  divefsleh) 
Until  wi'  daffift'  weaty  grown 
Upon  a  knowe  they  set  thehi  dowtk 
An'  there  begin  a  latig  dlgresaiM 
About  the  "  lotds  <t'  the  dreation." 


CiGSAX 

I've  aften  VNjhdef 'd,  honest  Litt th, 
What  soft  6'  life  p6(M-  dogs  like  you  havvf 
An'  when  the  gentry's  life  I  saw, 
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What  way  poor  bodies  lir'd  ava. 

Our  laird  gets  in  his  rackM  rents. 
His  coals,  his  kane,  an'  a'  his  stents: 
He  rises  when  he  likes  himsd'; 
His  flunkies  answer  at  the  bell ; 
He  ca's  his  coach ;  he  ca's  his  horse; 
He  draws  a  bonic  silken  purse, 
As  lang's  my  tail,  where,  thro'  the  steekl^ 
The  yellow  letter'd  Geordie  keeks. 

Frac  mom  to  e'en  it's  nought  but  toiling 
At  baking,  roasting,  frying,  boiling; 
An'  tho'  the  gentry  first  are  stechin. 
Yet  ev'n  the  ha'  folk  fill  their  pechan 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  an'  sic  like  trashtrie. 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  wastrie. 
Our  whipper-in,  wee,  blasted  wonner, 
Poor,  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner. 
Better  than  ony  tenant-man 
His  Honour  has  in  a'  the  Jan' : 
An'  what  poor  cot-folk  pit  their  painch  id, 
I  own  it's  past  my  comprehension. 


LUATB 

Trowth,  Oesar,  whiles  they're  fash't  eneugfa : 
A  cottar  howhtn  in  a  sheugh, 
Wi'  dirty  stanes  biggin  a  dyke. 
Baring  a  quarry,  an'  sic  like; 
Himsel',  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains, 
A  smytrie  o'  wee  duddie  weans. 
An'  nought  but  his  han'-daurk,  to  keep 
Them  right  an'  tight  in  thack  an'  rape. 

An'  when  they  meet  wi'  sair  disasters, 
Uke  loss  o'  health  or  want  o'  masters. 
Ye  maist  wad  think,  a  wee  touch  langer. 
An'  they  maun  starve  o'  cauld  an'  1 
But  how  it  conies,  I  never  kent  yet, 
They're  maistly  wonderfu'  contented; 
An'  buirdly  chiels,  an'  clever  hizzies. 
Are  bred  in  sic  a  way  as  this  is. 
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But  then  to  see  how  ye're  negleddt. 
How  huii'd,  an'  cuff'd,  an'  disrespeddt  t 
L — d  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  dclvers,  ditchers,  an'  sic  cattle; 
They  gang  as  saucy  by  poor  folk. 
As  I  wad  by  a  stinkin  brock. 

I've  notic'd,  on  our  laird's  court-day,^ 
An'  mony  a  time  my  heart's  been  wae,— 
Poor  tenant  bodies,  scant  o'  cash. 
How  they  maun  thole  a  factor's  snash ; 
He'll  stamp  an'  threaten,  curse  an'  swear 
He'll  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear; 
While  they  maun  stan',  wi'  aspect  humble. 
An'  hear  it  a*,  an'  fear  an'  tremble  I 

I  see  how  folk  live  that  hae  riches; 
But  surely  poor-folk  maun  be  wretches  I 

LUATH 

They're  no  sae  wretched  's  ane  wad  think, 
Tho'  constantly  on  poortith's  brink, 
They're  sae  accustom'd  wi'  the  sight. 
The  view  o't  gies  them  little  fright. 

Then  chance  and  fortune  are  sae  guidedi 
They're  aye  in  less  or  mair  provided: 
An'  tho'  fatigued  wi'  close  employment, 
A  blink  o'  rest's  a  sweet  enjoyment. 

The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives. 
Their  grushie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives; 
The  prattling  things  are  just  their  pride. 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fire-side. 

An'  whiles  twalpennie  worth  □'  nappy 
Can  mak  the  bodies  unco  happy : 
They  lay  aside  their  private  cares. 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs ; 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  an'  priests, 
Wi'  kindling  fury  i'  their  breasts. 
Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  comin, 

HC->VaL  e 
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An'  f eriie  at  the  folk  in  Lon'on. 

As  bleak-fac'd  Hallowmass  returns. 
They  get  the  Jovial,  rantln  Idrns, 
When  rural  life,  of  ev'ry  station. 
Unite  in  common  recreation; 
Love  blitikB,  Wit  sisps,  an'  social  MIrdi 
Forgets  there's  Care  upo'  the  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  on  frosty  win's; 
The  nappy  reelcs  wi'  mantling  ream. 
An'  sheds  a  heart-inspiring  steam; 
The  luntin  pipe,  an'  sneeihin  mill, 
Are  handed  round  wi'  right  guid  will; 
The  cantie  auld  folks  cracktn  crouse, 
Th«  young  anee  rantin  thro'  the  houss-* 
My  heart  has  been  tae  fain  to  see  then), 
That  I  for  joy  ha<  barkit  wi'  them. 

Still  it's  owre  true  that  ye  hae  sudt 
Sic  game  is  now  owre  aften  play'd; 
There's  mony  a  creditable  stock 
O'  decent,  honest,  fawsont  folk. 
Are  riveti  out  faalth  root  an'  branch. 
Some  rascal's  pridefu'  greed  to  quench, 
Wha  thinks  to  knit  himsel  the  faster 
In  favour  wi'  some  gentle  master, 
Wha,  aiblins  thrang  a  parliamentln. 
For  Britain's  guid  his  saul  indention 

CSSAS 

Haith,  lad,  ye  little  ken  about  it: 
For  Britain's  guid  I  guid  faith  1 1  doubt  it 
Say  rather,  gaun  as  Premiers  lead  himi 
An'  saying  ay  or  no  's  they  Wd  him: 
At  operas  an'  plays  parading. 
Mortgaging,  gambling,  masqueradinci 
Or  maybe,  in  a  frolic  daft. 
To  Hague  or  Calais  takes  a  waft. 
To  mak  a  tour  an'  tak  a  whirl. 
To  learn  bon  ton,  an'  sec  the  worl'* 
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There,  at  Vienna,  or  Versailles, 
He  rives  his  father's  auld  entaib; 
Or  by  Madrid  be  takes  the  rout, 
To  thrum  guiUrs  an'  fecht  wi'  DOWt; 
Or  down  Italian  vista  ttutlcs, 

Wh-re-huntin;  amanf  grovci  o'  myrtics! 
Then  bowses  drumlie  Qsmiati-vrater, 
To  male  hlmiel  look  fair  an'  fatter, 
An'  clear  the  consequential  torrowi, 
Love-gifts  of  Carnival  signoraa. 

For  Britain's  goid  1  for  her  deitmctiiHl  I 
Wi'  dissiitotion,  fend  an'  faction. 

LtlATH 

Hech  nun  I  dear  sirs  t  is  that  the  gtt6 
They  waste  cae  mony  a  braw  estate  I 
Are  we  sae  fou|4>ten  an'  harass'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  Iftst? 

O  would  they  stay  abadc  frae  courts. 
An'  please  thonaels  wi'  country  sports, 
It  wad  for  eV'iy  ane  be  better. 
The  laird,  the  tenant,  an'  the  cotter  I 
For  tbae  frank,  rantin,  rambUn  Utlies, 
Feint  haet  o'  them's  ill-heartod  fellows; 
Except  for  breakin  o'  their  ttmmer, 
Or  speakin  ligjitly  o'  their  linuner. 
Or  shootin  of  a  hare  or  moor-cock. 
The  ne'er-a-bit  they're  iU  to  poor  folk. 

But  will  ye  tell  me,  roaster  CEOsar, 
Sure  great  folk's  life  's  a  life  o'  pleasure? 
Nae  cauM  nor  hunger  e'er  can  steer  them, 
The  very  thought  o't  need  na  fear  them. 

CSSAB 

L — d,  man,  were  ye  but  whiles  whare  I  am. 
The  gentles,  ye  wad  ne'er  envy  them  I 

It's  true,  they  need  na  starve  or  sweaty 
Thro'  winter's  cauld,  or  simoier's  h«t; 
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They've  nae  sair  wark  to  craze  their  baneS| 
An'  fill  auld  age  wi'  grips  an'  granes: 
Bat  human  bodies  are  sic  fools, 
For  a'  their  colleges  an'  schools. 
That  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them. 
They  mak  enow  themsel's  to  vex  them ; 
An'  aye  the  less  they  hae  to  sturt  them. 
In  like  proportion,  less  will  hurt  them. 

A  country  fellow  at  the  pleugh. 
His  acre's  tiU'd,  he's  right  eneu^; 
A  country  girl  at  her  wheel, 
Her  dizzen's  dune,  she's  unco  weel; 
But  gentlemen,  an'  ladies  warst, 
Wi'  ev'n-down  want  o'  wark  are  curst 
They  loiter,  lounging,  lank  an'  lazy; 
Tho'  dejl-haet  ails  them,  yet  uneasy; 
Their  days  insipid,  dull  an'  tasteless ; 
Their  nights  unquiet,  lang  an'  restless. 

An'  ev'n  their  sports,  their  balls  an'  race^ 
Their  galloping  through  pubhc  places. 
There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp  an'  art. 
The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart. 

The  men  cast  out  in  party-matches. 
Then  sowther  a'  in  deep  debauches. 
Ae  night  they're  mad  wi'  drink  an'  wh-ring; 
Neist  day  their  life  is  past  enduring. 

The  ladies  arm-in-arm  in  clusters, 
As  great  an'  gracious  a'  as  sisters ; 
But  hear  their  absent  thoughts  o'  ither. 
They're  a'  run-deils  an'  jads  the^ther. 
Whiles,  Dwre  the  wee  bit  cup  an'  platie. 
They  sip  the  scandal-potion  pretty; 
Or  lee-Iang  nights,  wi  crabbit  leuks 
Pore  owre  the  devil's  pictur'd  beuks; 
Stake  on  a  chance  a  farmer's  stackyard, 
An'  cheat  like  ony  unhanged  bladcguard. 

There's  some  exceptions,  man  an'  woman; 
But  this  is  gentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this,  the  sun  was  out  of  sight, 
An'  darker  gloamin  brought  the  night; 
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The  bum-clodc  bumm'd  wi'  lazy  drone; 
The  kye  stood  rowtin  i'  the  loan ; 
When  up  they  gat  an'  shook  their  lugs, 
Rejoic'd  they  werena  men  but  dogt; 
An'  each  took  aff  his  several  way, 
Rfisolv'd  to  meet  some  ither  day. 


TOE  AUTHOR'S  EARNEST  CRY  AND  PRAYER 

To  the  Rifilit  Hmourable  and  Honourable  Scotch  Representa- 
tivcB  in  the  House  of  Commons. ' 

DeanM  of  distillation  I  Uit  and  beat 

—How  art  thou  lost  I 

Pabuiy  or  Milioh. 

Yb  Irish  lords,  ye  knights  an'  squires, 
Wba  represent  our  brughs  an'  shires. 
An'  doucely  manage  our  aEFairs 

In  parUament, 
To  you  a  simple  poet's  pray'rs 

Are  humbly  sent 

Alas  I  my  roupit  muse  is  hearse ! 

Your  Honours'  hearts  wi'  grief  'twad  pierce. 

To  see  her  sittin  on  her  arse 

Low  i'  the  dust. 
And  scriechin  out  prosaic  verse. 

An'  like  to  brustt 

Tell  them  wha  hae  the  chief  direction, 
Scotland  an'  me's  in  great  affliction. 
E'er  sin'  they  laid  that  curst  restriction 

On  aqua-vitie; 
An'  rouse  them  up  to  strong  conviction, 

An'  move  their  pity. 

Stand  forth  an'  tell  yon  Premier  youth 
The  honest,  open,  naked  truth: 
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Tell  bim  o'  mine  an'  Scotlaod'a  drouth, 

His  etrvaati  huniUe: 

Tb«  mttdde  dccvil  blaw  you  BOuth 

If  y«  dluembU  I 

Does  ony  great  man  glunch  an'  gloomf 
Speak  out,  an'  never  fash  your  thumb  1 
Let  posts  an'  pensions  sink  or  soom 

Wi'  them  wba  %nnt  them ; 
If  honestly  they  canna  come. 

Far  better  want  them. 

In  gath'rin  votes  you  wore  na  slack; 
Now  stand  as  tightly  by  your  tack : 
Ne'er  claw  your  lug,  an'  fidge  your  badi. 

An'  buin  an'  baw; 
But  raise  your  arm,  an'  tell  your  crack 

Before  them  a'. 

Paint  Scotland  greetin  owre  her  thrissle; 
Her  mutchkiti  stowp  as  toom's  a  whlssle; 
An'  d — mn'd  excisemen  in  a  bussle, 

Seirin  a  itell. 
Triumphant  crushin't  like  a  mussel. 

Or  limpet  shell  1 

Then,  on  the  tither  hand  present  her-— 
A  blackguard  smuggler  right  behint  her. 
An'  cheek-for-chow,  a  chuffie  vintner 
Colleaguing  joi% 
Fidcingher  pouch  as  bare  as  winter 
Of  a'  kind  coin. 

Is  there,  that  bears  the  name  o'  Scot, 
But  feels  his  heart's  bluid  rising  hot. 
To  see  his  poor  auld  mitbcr's  pot 

Thus  dutt^  in  itaves, 
Aa'  plunder'd  o'  her  hindmost  groat 

By  gallows  fcnaves  i 
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Alul  I'm  but  a  i|aineje»  wight, 

Trode  i'  the  tnire  out  o*  light  ? 

But  could  I  like  UomtgoctieTics  fight, 

Or  gab  like  Boswell,' 
There's  some  Etrto-ntsbs  I  wad  draw  tight. 

An'  tie  some  hose  welL 

God  b|«M  yWT  Honours!  CW  Y*  ««'*— 
The  kind,  puld  cantia  carliJi  great, 
Ao'  no  jet  wftrmljr  to  jour  foet. 

An'  gar  them  hear  it. 

An'  teJl  them  wi'  fi  patriot-beat 

Ye  winna  bear  it? 

Some  0*  you  nicely  ken  the  laws, 
To  roima  the  period  an'  pause. 
An'  with  rhetoric  clause  on  clause 

To  mak  harangues; 
Then  echo  thro'  Saint  Stephen's  wa's 

Auld  Scotland's  wrangs, 

Dempster,'  a  true  blue  Scot  I'se  warran' ; 
Thee,  ajth-ttete sting,  chaste  Kllkerran;* 
An'  that  glib-gabblt  Highland  baron, 

The  Laird  o'  Graham;' 
An'  an«,  a  chap  that's  d — mn'd  auldfarran', 

Dundas  his  name^ 

Erskine,  a  spunkie  Norland  billie ;' 
Trw  CfWpWHe,  Frederick  and  Ilay^ 
An'  Liviatone,  tba  bauld  Sir  Willie;' 

An'  moBy  ifhsfG, 
Whom  auld  Oemofithenes  or  Tully 

Might  own  for  brithers. 

e  bioarapher  oi  Johnson. 

!pq"t])e  Dult  of  UontTOW. 

ril  Erfliiiw. 

md  broriier  of   the   Dake  oi   Anrll 

tft    Scotland,    ■flerward   PrHJdent  o 

U  BiraMb  nf  LjTlogMint. 
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See,  sodger  Hugh,"  my  watchman  stentej. 

If  poets  e'er  are  represented; 

I  ken  if  that  your  sword  were  wanted, 

Ye'd  lend  a  hand; 
Btit  when  there's  ought  to  say  anent  it, 

Ye're  at  a  stand. 

Arouse,  my  boys  I  exert  your  mettle. 
To  get  auld  Scotland  back  her  kettle; 
Or  faith  I  I'll  wad  my  new  pleugh-pettl^ 

Ye'll  see't  or  lang. 
She'll  teach  you,  wi'  a  re«kin  whittle, 

Anither  sang. 

This  while  she's  been  in  crankous  mood. 
Her  lost  Militia  fir'd  her  bluid; 
(Dcil  na  they  never  mair  do  guid, 

Play-dherthat  pliskiel) 
An'  now  she's  like  to  rin  red  wud 

About  her  whisky. 

An'  L — d  I  if  ance  they  pit  her  till't. 
Her  tartan  petticoat  she'll  kilt. 
An'  durk  an'  pistol  at  her  belt. 

She'll  tak  the  street% 
An'  rin  her  whittle  to  the  hilt, 

I'  the  first  she  meets  I 

For  G — d-sake,  sirs  I  then  speak  her  fair. 
An'  straik  her  cannie  wi*  the  hair, 
An'  to  the  muckle  house  repair, 

Wi'  instant  speed. 
An'  strive,  wi'  a'  your  wit  an'  lear. 

To  get  rem^. 

Yon  ill-tongu'd  tinkler,  Charlie  Fox. 
May  taunt  yoH  wi'  his  jeers  and  mocks; 
But  gie  him't  het,  my  hearty  cocks ! 

E'en  cowe  the  csdiel 
"  C6L   Hafb  MontgoaeiT,  aftenvard  Earl  i^  Egtinton. 


L,„,;,....,C00gIc 


POBHS  AND  SONGS  ] 

An'  send  him  to  his  dicing  box 

An'  sportin  lady. 

Tell  yon  guid  bluid  o'  auld  Boconnock's," 

I'll  be  his  debt  twa  mashlum  bonnocks. 

An'  drink  his  health  in  auld  Nance  Tinnock'^ 

Nine  times  a-week. 
If  he  some  scheme,  like  tea  an'  wtnnocks. 

Wad  kindly  seek. 

Could  he  some  commutation  broach, 
I'll  pledge  my  aith  in  guid  braid  Scotch, 
He  needna  fear  their  foul  reproach 

Nor  erudition. 
Yon  mixtie-maxtie,  queer  hotch-potch, 

The  Coalition. 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue ; 
She's  just  a  devil  wi'  a  rung; 
An'  if  she  promise  auld  or  young 

To  tak  their  par^ 
Tho'  by  the  neck  she  should  be  strung, 

She'll  no  desert 

And  now,  ye  chosen  Five-and-Forty, 
May  still  your  raither's  heart  support  ye ; 
Then,  tho'  a  minister  grow  dorty, 

An'  kick  your  place, 
Ye'n  snap  your  fingers,  poor  an'  hearty. 

Before  his  face. 

God  bless  your  Honours,  a'  your  days, 
Wi'  sowps  o'  kail  and  brats  o'  daise. 
In  spite  o'  a'  the  thievish  kaes. 

That  haunt  St.  Jamie's  I 
Your  humble  poet  sings  an'  prays. 

While  Rab  his  name  is. 


BPItt  whoM  n-andfatber  was  of  Boconnock  In  ComwalL 
..  .       .  ....  .,».  .jj^  ^f  j^^  author's  in  "       '  ■' 

•  glass  ei  gude  auld  " 


■*A  irsrthir  old  liostcss  of  tbe  author's  in  Manehlinc,  whEre  he  somedoK* 
'  -       ■        -i  "  Scotdi  IMnk."^^.  B, 
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Ltt  half-stsfv'cl  slaves  in  vrarmer  ddt» 
See  future  wines,  rich-Glust'riDg,  risej 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies. 

But,  biythe  and  frisky, 
She  eyei  her  freebdfn,  nuitial  hays 

Tak  aff  their  whisky. 

What  tho'  their  Phoebus  kinder  wanns. 
While  fragrance  blooms  and  beauty  charma, 
When  wretchet  range,  in  famisli'd  swarms, 

The  scented  groves; 
Or,  hounded  forth,  dishonour  arms 

In  hungry  droves  ( 

Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  shoutber ; 
Thdy  downa  bide  the  stink  o'  powther; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a  hankVlng  switber 

To  Stan'  or  rin, 
Till  skelp-^a  shot — they're  aff,  a'  throw'ther. 

To  save  thfeir  sitin. 

But  bring  R  Scotchman  frae  his  hill. 
Gap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill. 
Say,  such  is  royal  George's  will, 

All'  there's  the  (Oet 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 

twa  tt  A  blow. 

Nae  cauld,  faint-hearted  doubtings  tease  him; 
Death  comes,  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him; 
Wi'  bluidy  hand  a  welcome  gies  hitn ; 

An'  when  he  iA's, 
His  latest  draught  o'  breathin  lea'es  him 

In  faint  hilxliS. 

Sages  their  solemn  een  may  Steele, 
An'  raise  a  philosophic  re^. 
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An'  ^juc^llj  caos#3  Beck, 

In  plime  an'  season ; 
But  te]l  ^  whisky's  name  in  Greek, 

I'll  tell  the  reaspn. 

Scotland,  my  auld,  respected  nulher  t 
Tho'  whiles  ya  nuMsti^  your  leather. 
Till,  whare  ye  sit  on  craps  o'  heatber, 

Ye  tine  your  dam; 
Freedom  an'  whisky  gang  thegither ! 

Take  aS  your  dmm. 


THE  ORPINATION 


Kil-UAaNOCK  w^hsters,  fidge  an'  claw. 

An'  pour  your  creeshie  nations; 
An'  ye  wha  leather  rax  an'  draw. 

Of  a'  denominations ; 
Swith  to  the  Laigh  Kirk,  ane  an'  a' 

An'  there  tak  up  your  stations; 
Then  aH  to  Begbie's  in  a  'aw. 

An'  pQ^r  divine  libations 

For  joy  this  day. 

Curst  "  Common-sense,"  that  imp  o'  hell. 

Cam  in  wi'  Maggie  Lauder;' 
But  Oliphant*  aft  made  her  yejl. 

An'  Russell'  sair  misca'd  her: 
This  day  Macltinlay'  taks  the  flait, 

An'  he's  the  boy  will  blaud  her  ( 
He'll  clap  a  shangan  on  her  tail, 

An'  set  the  bairns  to  daud  her 

Wi'  dirt  this  day. 

*  ADadlng  to  a  uoffing  hallsd  wblah  ini  made  on  |h*  admisaion 
Ut  reverend  and  wartby  Ut.  Unduy  to  the  "  Laigh  Kirk."~R.  B 
•Rev.  Jam™  OHphant.  minister  of  Chapel  of  EaK,  Kilmarnock. 
*B«T.JabsKiu*eU  oi  KUmanuNk.  *IIbt.  Jame*  Mackinlaj^ 
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Mak  haste  an'  turn  King  David  owr^ 

And  lilt  wi'  holy  clangor; 
O'  double  verse  come  gic  us  four. 

An'  skirl  up  the  Bangor : 
This  day  the  kirk  kicks  up  a  Stour; 

Nae  mair  the  knaves  shall  wrang  her. 
For  Heresy  is  in  her  pow'r, 

And  gloriously  she'll  whang  her 

Wi'  pith  this  day. 

Come,  let  a  proper  text  be  read. 

An'  touch  it  aff  wi*  vigour, 
How  graceless  Ham'  leugh  at  his  dad. 

Which  made  Canaan  a  nigger; 
Or  Phineas'  drove  the  murdering  blade, 

Wi'  whore-abhorring  rigour; 
Or  Zipporah,^  the  scauldin  jad. 

Was  like  a  bluidy  tiger 

I'  th'  inn  that  d^. 

There,  try  his  mettle  on  the  treed. 

An'  bind  him  down  wi'  caution, 
That  stipend  is  a  carnal  weed 

He  taks  but  for  the  fashion; 
And  gie  him  o'er  the  flock  to  feed. 

And  punish  each  transgression; 
Especial,  rams  that  cross  the  breed, 

Gte  them  sufficient  threshin; 

Spare  them  nae  ddy. 

Now,  auld  Kilmarnock,  cock  thy  tail. 

An'  toss  thy  horns  fu'  canty ; 
Nae  mair  thou'lt  rowt  out-owre  the  dale, 

Because  thy  pasture's  scanty; 
For  lapfu's  large  o'  gospel  kail 

Shall  fill  thy  crib  in  plenty. 
An'  runts  o'  grace  the  pick  an'  wale, 

No  gi'en  by  way  o'  dainty. 

But  ilka  day. 

■  GencBit  ix.  aa.—R.  B,    *  Numbers  xxr.  S.—R.  B.    *  Exodni  iv.  ■] 
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Nae  mair  by  Babel's  streams  we'll  weep. 

To  think  upon  our  Zion ; 
And  hing  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep. 

Like  baby-clouts  a-dryin! 
&)me,  screw  the  pegs  wi'  tunefu'  cheep, 

And  o'er  the  thairms  be  tryin; 
Oh,  rare  to  see  our  elbucks  wheep. 

And  a'  like  lamb-tails  Qyin 

Fu'  fast  this  day. 

Lang,  Patronage,  with  rod  o'  airn. 

Has  shor'd  the  Kirk's  undoin ; 
As  lately  Fenwick,  sair  forfairn. 

Has  proven  to  its  ruin :' 
Our  patron,  honest  man  1  Glencaim, 

He  saw  mischief  was  brewin ; 
An'  like  a  godly,  elect  bairn, 

He's  waled  us  out  a  true  ane. 

And  sound,  this  day. 

Now  Robertson'  harangue  nae  mair. 

But  steek  your  gab  for  ever ; 
Or  try  the  wicked  town  of  Ayr, 

For  there  they'll  think  you  clever; 
Or,  nae  reflection  on  your  lear. 

Ye  may  commence  a  shaver; 
Or  to  the  Netherton"  repair. 

An'  turn  a  carpet  weaver 

Afl-hand  this  day. 

Mu'tri^  and  you  were  just  a  match. 

We  never  had  sic  twa  drones ; 
Auld  Hornie  did  the  Laigh  Kirk  watch. 

Just  like  a  winldn  baudrons. 
And  aye  he  catch'd  the  tither  wretch. 

To  fry  them  in  his  caudrons ; 
But  now  his  Honour  maun  detach, 

Wi'  a'  his  brimstone  squadrons. 

Fast,  fast  this  day. 

•Rer.  Wm.  Boyd,  pastor  of  Fenwick. 

•Bit.  John  RoberWon.        »A  diitrlct  o(  KilmBtnoi*. 

»  The  Ker.  John  Mnltrie,  ■  "  Moderate,"  whom  Mackir 
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See,  see  auld  Orthodoxy'B  faes 

She's  swin^n  thro'  the  d^  I 
Hark,  how  the  nine-tail'd  cat  Bhe  pl^l 

I  vow  ifs  unco  pretty: 
There,  Learning,  with  his  Greekisfa  face. 

Grunts  out  some  Latin  4Jtty; 
And  Common-ienae  ii  gaun,  she  tays, 

To  mak  to  Jamie  Beattie 

Her  plaint  this  day. 

But  there's  Morality  himsel'. 

Embracing  all  (pinions ; 
Hear,  how  he  g^ea  the  tither  yeO, 

Between  hia  twa  companions  I 
See,  how  she  peels  the  skin  an'  fell, 

As  ane  were  peelin  onions  t 
Now  there,  they're  packed  aft  to  hell. 

An'  banish'd  our  dominions, 

Henceforth  this  day. 

O  happy  day  1  rejoice,  rejoice ! 

Come  bouse  about  the  porter ! 
Morality's  demure  decoys 

Shall  here  nae  mair  find  quarter: 
Mackinlay,  Russell,  are  the  boys 

That  heresy  can  torture ; 
They'll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyse. 

And  cowe  her  measure  shorter 

By  th'  head  some  d^. 

Come,  bring  the  tither  mutchkin  in, 

And  here's — for  a  conclusion-— 
To  ev'ry  New-light  mother's  son. 

From  this  time  forth,  conEusionl 
If  mair  they  deave  lis  wi'  their  din, 

Or  patronage  intrusion. 
Well  light  a  spunk,  and  ev'ry  skin, 

We'll  fin  them  aff  in  fusion 

Like  oil,  some  day. 
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EPISTLE  TO  JAMES   SMITH 

'Friendakip.  mytnerioiu  cement  of  the  Mult 

Sweet'ner  of  Life,  and  solder  of  Society  I 

I  owe  thee  nrach "  Bun. 

Deas  Smith,  the  slee'st,  pawkie  thief, 
That  e'er  attempted  stealth  or  rief  I 
Ye  surely  hae  some  warlock-brief 

Owre  human  hearts; 
For  ne'er  a  bosom  yet  was  prief 

Against  your  arta^ 

For  me,  I  swear  by  sun  an'  moon. 
An'  ev'ry  star  that  blinks  aboon, 
Ye've  cost  me  twenty  pair  o'  shoon. 

Just  gaun  to  see  yoi; 
An'  ev'ry  ither  pair  that's  done, 

Mair  taen  I'm  wi'  you. 

That  auld,  capricious  carlin.  Nature, 
To  mak  amends  for  scrimpit  stature, 
She's  turn'd  you  oH,  a  human  creature 

On  her  first  plan, 
And  in  her  freaks,  on  ev'ry  feature 

She's  wrote  the  Man. 

Just  now  I've  ta'en  the  fit  o'  rhyme, 
My  barmie  noddle's  working  prime. 
My  fancy  ycrkit  up  sublime, 

Wi'  hasty  summon; 
Hae  ye  a  leisure-mtKnent's  time 

To  hear  what's  comin? 

Some  rhyme  a  neibor's  name  to  lash ; 

Some  rhyme  (vain  thou^t))  for  needfu'  cash; 

Some  rhyme  to  court  the  countra  clash, 

An'  raise  a  din ; 
For  me,  an  aim  I  never  fash ; 

I  rhyme  for  fun. 
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The  star  that  rules  my  luckless  lot, 

Has  fated  me  the  russet  coat. 

An'  damn'd  ray  fortune  to  the  groat; 

But,  in  reqnit. 
Has  West  me  with  a  random-shot 

O'  countra  wit 

This  while  my  notion's  taen  a  sklent, 
To  try  my  fate  in  guid,  black  prent ; 
But  still  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent, 

Something  cries  "  Hooli 
I  red  you,  honest  man,  tak  tent  ? 

Yc'll  shaw  your  to\lj , 

"There's  ither  poets,  much  your  betters. 
Far  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o'  letters, 
Hae  thought  they  had  ensur'd  their  debtors, 

A'  future  ages ; 
Now  moths  deform,  in  shapeless  tatters. 

Their  unknown  pages." 

Then  farewell  hopes  of  laurel-boughs. 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows ! 
Henceforth  I'll  rove  where  busy  plou^s 

Are  whistlin  thrang, 
An'  teach  the  lanely  heights  an'  howes 

My  rustic  sang. 

ril  wander  on,  wi'  tentless  heed 
How  never-halting  moments  speed, 
Till  fate  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread; 

Then,  all  unknown, 
I'll  lay  me  with  th'  inglorious  dead, 

Foi^ot  and  gonel 

But  why  o'  death  begin  a  tale? 

Just  now  we're  living  sound  and  hale; 

Then  top  and  maintop  crowd  the  sail. 

Heave  Care  o'er-dd«T 
And  large,  before  Enjoyment's  gale. 

Let's  tak  the  tid& 
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This  life,  sac  far's  I  understaiul. 

Is  a.'  enchanted  fairy-land. 

Where  Pleasure  is  die  mapc-wand, 

That,  wielded  riglit, 
Maks  hoars  like  minutes,  hand  in  hand. 

Dance  by  fu'  li^t 

The  magic-wand  then  let  us  wield ; 
For  ance  that  five-an'-forty's  apttl'i. 
See,  crazy,  weary,  joyless  cild, 

Wi'  wrinkl'd  face, 
Comes  hostin,  hirplin  owre  the  field, 

Wi'  creepin  pace. 

When  ance  life's  day  draws  near  the  gloamln. 
Then  fareweel  vacant,  careless  roamin; 
An'  fareweel  cheerfu'  tankards  foamin, 

An'  social  noise: 
An'  fareweel  dear,  deluding  woman. 

The  joy  of  joys  t 

O  Life  t  how  pleasant,  in  thy  morning. 
Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning! 
Cold-pausing  Caution's  lesson  scorning. 

We  frisk  away, 
like  school-boys,  at  th'  expected  warning, 

To  joy  an'  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here. 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier. 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near. 

Among  the  leaves; 
And  tho'  the  puny  wound  appear. 

Short  while  it  grieves. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flow'ry  spot. 

For  which  they  never  toil'd  nor  swat; 

They  drink  the  sweet  and  eat  the  fat, 

But  care  or  pain; 
And  haply  eye  the  barren  hut 

With  high  disdain. 
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With  steady  aim,  some  fortusa  eh«M; 
Keen  hope  does  ev'ry  sinew  braco; 
Thro'  fair,  thro'  foul,  they  urge  the  tK% 

An'  seize  the  prey: 
Then  cannk,  in  some  coiie  place. 

They  close  the  day. 

And  others,  llbc  y»ur  hmnUe  servan*. 
Poor  wighia  I  riae  rutu  nor  road*  observin. 
To  right  or  left  eternal  swerrln, 

Thoy  zig-zag  on ; 
Till,  cnrst  with  age,  obscnre  an'  starvin. 

They  aften  groan. 

Alas  I  what  bitter  tcnl  an'  straining— 
But  truce  with  peevish,  poor  complatnlngl 
Is  fortune's  fickle  Luna  waning? 

E'n  let  her  gang! 
Beneath  what  light  she  has  remaining, 

Let's  sing  our  sang. 

My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door. 

And  kneel,  ye  Pow'rs  I  and  warm  implore, 

"  Tho'  I  should  wander  Terra  o'er, 

In  all  her  climes. 
Grant  me  but  this,  I  aslc  no  more, 

Aye  rowtb  o'  rhymes. 

"Gie  dreepin  roasts  to  countra  tairds. 
Till  icicles  hing  f  rae  t^ieiT  beards ; 
Gie  fine  braw  daes  to  fine  life-guards. 

And  maids  ol  honoiif ; 
An'  yill  an'  whisky  gie  to  cairds, 

tJntil  they  sconner. 

"A  title,  pcmpster'  merits  it; 
A  garter  gie  to  Willie  Pitt; 
Gie  wealth  to  some  be~ledger'd  cit. 

In  Cent  per  cent ; 

^OeoTge  Dempster  of  thumicben,  U.F. 
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But  give  ta«  real,  aterlinf  wit. 

And  I'm  content 

"  While  ye  ire  pleu'd  to  keep  me  hale, 
I'll  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meal, 
Be't  water-brose  or  muslin-kail, 

Wi*  cheerfu'  iaet. 
As  langfs  the  MiueG  4'itna  fail 

To  say  the  grace." 

An  anxious  e'e  I  never  throws 
Behint  my  lug,  or  by  my  nose ; 
I  jouk  beneath  Misfortune's  blows 

As  weel's  I  may; 
Sworn  foe  to  sorrow,  care,  and  prose, 

I  rhyme  away. 

0  ye  douce  folk  that  live  by  rule. 
Grave,  tideless-blooded,  calm  an'  coot, 
Compar'd  wi'  you — O  fool !  fool  I  fool ! 

How  much  unlike  f 
Your  hearts  are  just  a  standing  pool, 

Vour  lives,  a  dyke  I 

Nae  hair-brain'd,  sentimental  traces 
In  your  unleCter'd,  nameless  facet  1 
In  arioso  trilli  and  graces 

Yc  never  «tray ; 
But  gravissime,  solemn  basses 

Ye  hum  away. 

Ye  are  sae  grave,  nae  doubt  ye're  wise; 

Nae  ferly  tho'  ye  do  despise 

The  hairum-scairum,  ram-stam  boys. 

The  rattling  squad: 

1  see  ye  upward  cast  your  eyes — 

Ye  ken  the  road  I 

Whilst  I — but  I  shall  baud  me  there, 
Wi'  you  I'll  scarce  gang  ony  where — 
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Tben,  Jamie,  I  shall  say  nae  mair, 

But  quat  my  sang, 

Content  wi'  you  to  mak  a  pair. 

Whare'er  I  gang. 


THE  VISION 

Duan  First* 

The  sun  had  clos'd  tlie  winter  day. 
The  curlers  quat  their  roarin  play. 
And  hunger'd  maukin  taen  her  way. 

To  kail-yards  green, 
While  faithless  snaws  ilk  step  betray 

Whare  she  has  been. 

The  thresher's  weary  flingin-trect 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tirM  me ; 
And  when  the  day  had  doa'd  his  e'e. 

Far  i'  the  west, 
Ben  i'  the  spence,  right  pensivelie, 

I  gaed  to  rest 

There,  lanely  by  the  ingle-cheek, 
I  sat  and  ey'd  Uie  spewing  rede. 
That  61I'd,  wi'  hoast-provoking  smeek. 

The  anld  day  biggia'i 
An'  beard  the  restless  rattens  squeak 

About  the  ri^;in. 

All  in  this  motiie,  misty  clime, 
I  backward  mus'd  on  wasted  time. 
How  I  had  spent  my  youthfu'  prime, 

^'  done  nae  thing. 
But  stringing  blethers  up  in  rhyme. 

For  fools  to  sin^ 

*  Dditij  ■  teta  af  0 
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Had  I  to  guid  advice  but  harkit, 
I  mi^t,  by  this,  hac  led  a  maricet. 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank  and  clarldt 

My  cash-account ; 
While  here,  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-satldt 

Is  a'  th'  amount. 

I  started,  mutf  ring  "  blockhead  I  coof  1 " 
And  heav'd  on  high  my  waukit  loof. 
To  swear  by  a'  yon  starry  roof. 

Or  some  rash  aith. 
That  I  henceforfli  wad  be  rhyme-proof 

Till  my  last  breath— 

When  click  I  the  string  the  snick  did  draw; 
An'  jeel  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa'; 
An'  by  my  ingle-Iowe  I  saw. 

Now  bleezin  bri^t, 
A  tight,  outlandish  hizzie,  braw. 

Come  full  in  sight 

!3fe  need  na  doubt,  I  held  my  whisht; 
(Tife  infant  aith,  half-form'd,  was  crusht 
I  glowr'd  as  eerie  's  I'd  been  dusht 

In  some  wild  glen ; 
When  sweet,  like  honest  Worth,  she  blnsh^ 

An'  steppM  ben. 

Green,  slender,  leaf-clad  holly-boughs 
Were  twisted,  gracefu',  round  her  brows; 
I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  Muse, 

By  that  same  token ; 
And  come  to  stop  those  reckless  vows, 

Would  soon  been  broken, 

A  " hair-hrain'd,  sentimental  trace" 
Was  strongly  markM  in  her  face ; 
A  wildly-witty,  rustic  grace 

Shone  full  upon  her ; 
Her  eye,  ev'n  turn'd  on  emp^  space, 

Beam'd  keen  with  honour. 
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Down  flow'd  hfr  rabe,  «  tartan  sIkW, 
Till  half  a  kg  was  icriinply  Hcn; 
An'  such  a  I^g  |  my  bonif  Jean 

CevM  only  peer  it; 
Sae  straught,  sae  uper,  tight  an'  «lfwi— 

Nane  else  came  near  it 

Her  mantle  Iarg«,  of  gr*eniB)i  hne, 

My  gazing  wonder  chiefly  4r«w: 

Deep  light!  and  shades,  boU-minj^iog^  thm 

A  lustre  grand ; 
And  seun'd,  to  my  astonidi'<j  view, 

A  wclt-known  land. 

Here,  riven  in  the  an  war*  lost  j 
There,  mountains  t»  the  dfifs  wen  tosi'lt 
Here,  tumbling  biilawa  mark'd  tl|c  coast. 

With  surging  foam; 
There,  distant  shon*  Arfg  Urfty  fcoMt. 

Thfl  Ipjdly  dome. 

Hei-e,  Vecm  pow'd  down  Mb  br-fetch'd  flooc 
There,  well-fed  Irwine  stately  thuds: 
Auld  twmit  Ayr  staw  thro*  hit  woodt, 

On  to  the  shore; 
AifH  mmy  «  leaser  torrent  Kuds, 

With  aeeming  roar. 

Low,  ill  a  sandy  vtSlty  apucaA, 

An  anciept  boFav^t)  rear'd  her  head; 

Still,  as  in  Scottish  story  read. 

She  boasts  a  race 
To  ev'ry  nobler  virtue  bred. 

And  polish'd  grace.* 

By  stately  tow'r,  or  palace  fair. 
Or  ruins  pendent  in  |he  air. 
Bold  stems  of  heroes,  hers  and  th«n, 
I  could  discern ; 
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Some  seeni'd  td  fflUie,  some  weni'd  to  dart, 
With  future  stem. 

My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel, 

To  see  a  face  heroIc'«beel, 

And  brandish  iaaixA  the  deep-dyed  steel, 

In  sturdy  blows; 
While,  btck-rtOoillH^,  aeem'd  to  reel 

their  Suthron  foes. 

His  Country's  Saviour,'  mark  him  well! 
Bold  Richardton's  heroic  swell;* 
The  chief,  on  Sark  who  glorious  fell,* 

In  high  command; 
And  he  whom  ruthlesa  fates  szpel 

His  native  land. 

There,  where  a  sceptr'd  Pictish  shad* 
Stalk 'd  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid,* 
I  mark'd  a  martial  race,  paartray'd 

In  colours  strong: 
Bold,  soldier-featur'd,  undismay'd. 

They  strode  along. 

Thro'  masy  a  wild,  romantic  grov«,* 
Near  many  a  hermit-fancied  cove 
(Fit  haunts  for  triandship  or  for  love, 

In  musing  mood). 
An  aged  Judge,  I  saw  him  rove. 

Dispensing  good. 


*Ad*m  Willuc  aJ  KIdlBrdMn,  C 
indepcDdeiice.— ff.  B. 

^WalUce,  iBlrd  of  Crwtfl*:  «bo  **■  tteani  in  eaninud  under  Douslii, 
Earl  of  Ormond.  It  the  {Imout  bittU  on  the  bnJiaol  fiuk,  touatil  uido  rMS. 
Tbat  iIoTbua  victDrr  I'll  ptincitiant  av'iat  lo  thr  ludfcitnit  Conduct  inil 
intrepid  nloar  oi  the  ta\»at  Iilrd  Ol  Cftltie.  who  died  of  hia  wDtiad*  af  Mr  the 
■cHoB.— ff.  B. 


1.  Rina  of  the  Picla,  iroi 

.,  .,-■*  Mrfea.  M  Mifllion  aay 

CdljMU.  whete  his  hariaf-place  _ _. 

I  BtiAlnimtiie.  the  aeai  oI  the  Lord  Juatlce-Qert.— Jt.  A 
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With  deep-struck,  reverential  awe. 
The  learned  Sire  and  Son  I  saw ; ' 
To  Nature's  God.  and  Nature's  law. 

They  gave  their  lore; 
This,  all  its  source  and  end  to  draw, 

That,  to  adore. 

Brydon's  brave  ward'  I  well  could  spy, 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye: 
Who  call'd  on  Fame,  low  standing  by. 

To  hand  him  on, 
Where  many  a  patriot-name  on  high. 

And  hero  shone. 


DUAN  SECOND 

With  musing-deep,  astonish'd  stare, 
I  view'd  the  heavenly-seeming  Fair; 
A  whispering  throb  did  witness  bear 

Of  kindred  sweet. 
When  with  sn  elder  sister's  air 

She  did  me  greet 

*'A11  hail!  my  own  inspire  bard  I 
In  me  thy  native  Muse  regard ; 
Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  bard. 
Thus  poorly  low ; 
I  come  to  give  thee  such  reward, 
As  we  bestow  I 


"Know,  the  great  genius  of  this  land 
Has  many  a  light  aerial  band. 
Who,  all  beneath  his  high  command, 

Harmoniously, 
As  arts  or  arms  they  understand. 

Their  labours  ply. 

*  Catrinr.  tbc  nst  of  the  Ute  Doctor  sad  pi 


id  preacnt  Prof esmr  StewlTt.--If.  0. 

-.       .cntlcmui    had    traTeUcd    under    iIm 

trick  Brydone,  snthor  of  a  well-known  "  Tour  Tlirougli  Sldlr 
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"They  Scotia's  race  among  them  sham; 
Some  fire  the  soldier  on  to  dare; 
Some  rouse  the  patriot  up  to  bare 

Corruption's  heart: 
Some  teach  the  bard — a  darting  carfr-^ 

The  tuneful  art 


**  'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reeking  gor^ 
They,  ardent,  kindling  spirits  pour; 
Or,  'mid  the  venal  senate's  roar. 

They,  sightless,  stand, 
To  mend  the  honest  patriot-lore. 

And  grace  the  hand. 

"  And  when  the  bard,  or  hoary  sag^ 
Charm  or  instruct  the  future  ag^ 
They  bind  the  wild  poetic  rage 

In  energy. 
Or  point  the  inccmclusive  page 

Full  on  the  eye. 

"Hence,  Fullarton,  the  brave  and  young; 
Hence,  Dempster's  zeal-inspired  tongue; 
Hence,  sweet,  harmonious  Beattie  sung 

His  'Minstrel'  lays; 
Or  tor^  with  noble  ardour  stung. 

The  sceptic's  bays. 

"  To  lower  orders  are  assign'd 
The  humbler  ranks  of  human-kind. 
The  rustic  bard,  the  lab' ring  hind. 

The  artisan; 
All  choose,  as  various  they're  incltn'd. 
The  various  man. 

"When  yellow  waves  the  heavy  grain. 
The  threafning  storm  some  strongly  rein; 
Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain 

With  tillage-skill; 


L,„,;,z...,  Google 


noBBar  surks 

And  Bome  instruct  the  shcpherd-tr^in, 
Blythe  o'er  the  hill. 

"  Some  imt  the  loT«r's  hurraless  wile ; 
Some  grace  the  maitten'a  ftrtlcss  snilit; 
Some  soothe  the  Ub'rer'e  weary  toil 

For  humble  gains. 
And  make  his  cottage-scenes  beguile 

His  cares  and  p^ins. 

"  Some,  bounded  to  a  district-space, 
Explor*  at  large  man's  infant  race. 
To  mark  the  embryolie  trace 

0(  rustic  bard; 
And  careful  note  each  opening  grace, 

A  iuide  and  gu«rd. 

"Of  these  am  J — CoHa  niy  name: 
And  this  district  ^s  mjne  I  claim, 
Where  once  the  Campbells,  chiefs  Df  fsw^ 

Held  ruling  pow'r: 
I  mark'd  thy  embryo-tuneful  flame, 
Thy  natal  hour. 

"  With  future  hope  J  oft  would  gaz* 
Fond,  on  thy  UttU  early  w»ys, 
Thy  rudely  ur&li'd,  chiming  phrase. 

In  uncouth  rhynef  j 
Fir'd  at  thft  »i|)^.  artless  lays 

Of  other  times. 

"  I  saw  thee  seek  the  sounding  shor?, 
Delighted  with  the  dashing  roar; 
Or  when  the  North  his  fleecy  store 

Drove  thro'  the  sky, 
I  saw  grim  Nature's  visage  hoar 

Struck  thy  young  eye. 

"  Or  when  the  deep  green^Qiantled  earth 
Warm  cherish'd  ev'ry  floweret's  birth. 
And  joy  and  music  pouring  forth 
In  ev'iy  grove; 
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I  saw  Am  lye  the  gcneriil  tnlrth 

With  boundless  lore: 

"  When  ripcn'd  fields  and  uiun  akies 
Call'd  forOi  the  rtzfcrt'  ruitUng  ntrio*. 
I  saw  thee  IcAve  their  dv'ning  J07S, 

And  lonely  stalk. 
To  vent  thy  bosooi's  Bwelling  rin, 

In  pentive  walk. 

"  When  youthful  k>ve,  wann-bluehing,  stnn^, 
Keen-shJYering,  ahot  thy  nerves  alongt 
Those  accents  poaivi  to  thy  tonfus, 

ITi'  adored  Name. 
I  tau^t  thee  bew  to  pour  in  song, 

To  lOOthe  thy  flame. 

"  I  saw  thy  puUe's  maddening  play. 
Wild  send  the«  Pleasure's  devious  way. 
Misled  by  Fancy's  m«eor-ray. 

By  passion  driven; 
But  yet  th«  light  that  led  astray 

Was  lifht  frdm  Heaven. 

"I  taught  thy  manners-painting  strains. 
The  loves,  ^e  ways  of  simple  swains. 
Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains 

Thy  fame  extends; 
And  tomt,  tb«  pride  of  Coita's  pUhu, 

Beccrtne  thy  friends. 

"  Thou  canst  not  team,  nor  I  can  show, 
To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape  glow| 
Or  wake  the  txMom-mdttng  throe. 

With  Shenstone's  art  J 
Or  pour,  with  Gray,  tht  moving  flow 

Warm  on  the  heart 

"Yet,  all  beneaUi  th'  unrivaU'd  rose, 
The  lowly  daisy  sweetly  blows ; 
Tho'  large  the  forwt's  monarch  throws 
His  army  shad^ 
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Yet  green  the  jtiicy  hawthorn  grows, 
Adown  the  glade. 

"  Then  never  murmur  nor  repine ; 
Strive  in  thy  humbk  sphere  to  shine; 
And  trust  me,  not  Potosi's  mine, 

Nor  king's  regard, 
Can  give  a  bHss  o'ennatching  thine, 

A  rustic  bard. 

"  To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one. 
Thy  tuneful  flame  stilt  careful  fan: 
Preserve  the  dignity  of  Man, 

With  soul  erect; 
And  trust  the  Universal  Plan 

Will  all  protect 

"  And  wear  diou  this  " — she  solemn  said. 
And  bound  the  holly  round  my  head : 
The  polish'd  leaves  and  berries  red 

Did  rustling  play; 
And,  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away. 


ITo  Mrs,  Stewart  of  Stair  Burns  prnented  a  manuscript  copy  of 

the  ViiioD.  Tbat  copy  embraces  about  twenty  sUnzas  at  the  end 
of  Duan  First,  which  be  cancelled  wb«n  he  cams  to  print  the  piece  ic 
hii  Kilmarnock  volume.  Seven  of  these  he  restored  In  printing  hi* 
second  edition,  aa  noted  on  p.  iSo.  The  following  are  the  thms 
which  he  left  unpublished.] 


SUPPRESSED  STANZAS  OF  "THE  VISION" 
After  i8th  stanza  at  the  text  (at  "  His  nattve  land  ")  :— 

With  secret  throes  I  marked  that  earth. 
That  cottage,  witness  of  my  birth; 
And  near  I  saw,  bold  issuing  forth 

In  youthful  pride, 
A  Lindsay  race  of  noble  worth. 

Famed  far  and  wide. 
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Where,  hid  behind  a  spreading  wood. 
An  ancient  Fict-built  mansion  stood, 
'    I  spied,  amoDS  an  angel  brood, 

A  female  pair ; 
Sweet  shone  their  high  maternal  blood. 

And  father's  air.' 

An  ancient  tower'  to  memoiy  brought 
How  Dettingen's  bold  hero  longht; 
Still,  far  from  sinking  into  noiwht. 

It  owns  a  lord 
Who  far  in  western  climates  fought. 

With  trusty  sword 

Among  the  rest  I  well  could  spy 
One  ^lant,  graceful,  martial  boy. 
The  soldifr  sparkled  in  his  eye, 

A  diamond  water. 
I  blest  that  noble  badge  with  joy. 

That  owned  me  frater.' 

fter  aoth  stanta  of  the  text  (at "  Ditpeniing  good"): 

Near  by  arose  a  mansion  fine* 
The  seat  of  many  a  muse  divine; 
Not  rustic  muses  such  as  mine, 

With  holly  crown'd. 
But  th'  ancient,  tuneful,  laureD'd  Nine, 

From  classic  ground. 

I  moum'd  the  card  that  Fortune  dealt. 
To  see  where  bonie  Whitefoords  dwelt;* 
But  other  prospects  made  me  melt. 

That  village  near  ;* 
There  Nature,  Friendship,  Love.  I  felt. 

Fond-mingling,  dear  I 

Mailt  Nature's  pang,  more  stronK  than  death! 
Warm  Friendship's  glow,  like  kindling  wrathi 
Love,  dearer  than  the  parting  breath 

Of  dying  friend  I 
Not  ev*n  with  life's  wild  devious  path. 

Your  force  shall  end  I 

The  Power  that  gave  the  soft  alarms 
In  blooming  Whitefoord's  rosy  charms. 
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Still  threat*  the  tiny,  feather'd  anitf. 
The  barMd  dvtt. 

While  lovely  WUhahutna  Sarins 

The  coldeit  heart* 


itter  aist  stadia  ol  the  text  (at  "That,  to  wlore'^:^ 

Where  Lugar  leaves  his  moorland  plaid,* 
Where  lately  Want  was  idly  laid. 
I  marked  busy,  btiatling  Trade, 

In  fervid  fiam^ 
Beneath  a  Patroness's  aid. 

Of  noble  name. 

Wild,  countless  hills  I  could  survey. 
And  countless  flocks  as  wild  as  they; 
But  other  scenes  did  charms  display. 

That  better  please, 
Where  polish'd  manners  dwell  with  Gray, 

In  rural  ease.' 

Where  Cessnock  pours  with  gurgling  sound  i" 
And  Irwine,  marking  out  the  bound, 
Enamour'd  of  the  scenes  around. 

Slow  rum  his  rac& 
A  nanM  I  doubly  honour'd  found," 

With  knightly  grace. 

Brydon'i  brave  ward,"  I  saw  him  stand, 
Fame  humbly  offering  her  hand. 
And  near,  hu  kintman't  rustic  band," 

With  one  acxord. 
Lamenting  their  late  bleued  land 

Must  change  its  lord. 

The  owner  of  a  pleasant  spot, 
Near  sandy  wilds,  I  last  did  note;*" 
A  heart  too  warm,  a  pulse  tbo  hot 

At  tinws,  o'errafl] 
But  large  in  er'ry  feature  wrote. 

Appear'd  the  Man. 


Wu  Wilhelmina  Alvnadtr.  '  Cumnock.— R.  B. 
Mr.  Fsrquhar  Gmy.-^.  B.  "  Aochinskietb.— if.  fl. 
Colonel  FullertoD.— fi.  fl.    »  Di.  FtOkrUm.— R.  S.  * 
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THE  RANTIN  DOG,  THE  DAODIB  OT 
Tmh0    "  Wluwe'l]  onr  ptidmu  lie-" 

O  WQA  wy  babie-douti  will  btw? 
O  wlu  will  tsnt  ait  wfaan  I  cry; 
Wha  win  Idss  me  where  I  Ik? 
The  rantin  dof,  the  darfdic  o'C 

O  whi  will  own  he  did  the  Itaitf 
O  wha  will  buy  the  groatiin  maut? 
O  wha  will  tell  me  how  to  ca't? 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't. 

When  I  mount  the  creepie-chalf, 
Wha  will  ait  beside  me  there? 
Gie  me  Rob,  I'll  seek  aae  mair. 
The  rantin  dc^.  the  daddie  o*L 

Wha  will  craclc  to  me  my  lane? 
Wha  will  mak  me  fidgin  fain? 
SVha  will  kiss  me  o'er  again  ? 
Jhe  raatiii  OOg,  die  daddie  o't. 


HERE'S  mS  HEALTH  IN  WATEft 
Ttttw— "The  J*k  of  Jrancy-woTfc." 

Altho'  my  hack  be  at  the  wa", 

And  tho'  he  be  the  fauter; 
Altho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa'. 

Yet,  here's  his  health  in  water, 
O  wAe  gae  by  bis  wanton  sides. 

Sat  brawlie'i  be  could  flutcr; 
Tin  for  his  sake  I'm  shifted  sair. 

And  dree  the  kintra  clatter : 
Bat  tho'  tny  bade  be  at  the  w«'. 

Yet  faen/i  kit  betltb  io  wfttor} 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  UNCO  GUID 
Or  the  Rigidli'  Righteous. 

Mr  Sod,  tli«w  maxinu  make  a  nle. 

An'  lump  them  tye  thegitber ; 
Tbe  Xi^  Sighlteut  Is  a  fool. 

The  Rifiif  Wise  anitber: 
The  cleanest  corn  that  ere  was  dlght 

May  hae  some  p;]es  o'  caS  in; 
So  ne'er  a  fellow-creature  alight 

For  random  fits  o'  dafSn. 

SoLOMOB.— Eccles.  ch.  TiL  Tcree  i& 

O  YE  wha  are  sae  ^d  yoursel', 

Sae  pious  and  sae  holy, 
Ye've  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Your  neibours'  fauts  and  folly  I 
Whase  life  is  like  a  weel-gaun  mill, 

Supplied  wi'  store  o'  water; 
The  heapM  happer's  ebbing  still, 

An'  still  the  clap  plays  clatter. 

Hear  me,  ye  venerable  core. 

As  counsel  for  poor  mortals 
That  frequent  pass  douce  Wisdom's  door 

For  ^aikit  Folly's  portals : 
I,  for  their  thoughtless,  careless  aakes, 

Would  here  propone  defences — 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakes, 

Their  failings  and  mischances. 

Ye  see  your  state  wi'  theirs  compared. 

And  shudder  at  the  niSer; 
But  cast  a  moment's  fair  regard. 

What  maks  the  mighty  differ ; 
Discount  what  scant  occasion  gare. 

That  purity  ye  pride  in ; 
And  (what's  aft  mair  than  a'  the  lave) 

Your  better  art  o'  hidin. 
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Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gics  now  and  then  a  wallop  I 
What  ragings  must  his  veins  convulse^ 

That  still  eternal  gallop ! 
Wi*  wind  and  tide  fair  i'  your  tail. 

Right  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way; 
But  in  the  teeth  o'  baith  to  sail. 

It  males  a  unco  lee-way. 

See  Social  Life  and  Glee  sit  down, 

All  joyous  and  unthinking, 
Till,  quite  transmugrified,  they're  grown 

Debauchery  and  Drinking: 
O  would  they  stay  to  calculate 

Th'  eternal  consequences ; 
Or  your  more  dreaded  hell  to  state; 

Damnation  of  expenses  I 

Ye  high,  exalted,  virtuous  dames. 

Tied  up  in  go(Uy  laces. 
Before  ye  gie  poor  Frailty  names. 

Suppose  a  change  o'  cases ; 
A  dear-IoVd  lad,  convenience  snug, 

A  treach'rous  inclination — 
But  let  me  whisper  i'  your  lug, 

Ye're  aiblins  nae  temptation. 

Then  gently  scan  your  brother  man. 

Still  gentler  sister  woman ; 
Tho'  they  may  gang  a  kennin  wrang, 

To  step  aside  is  human : 
One  point  must  still  be  greatly  dark,— 

The  moving  Why  they  do  it ; 
And  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mark, 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it. 

Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 
Decidedly  can  try  us; 

HC— Vol.  • 
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He  knowt  each  chord,  its  various  tone, 
Each  spring;,  its  various  bias : 

Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute. 
We  never  can  adjust  it; 

What's  done  we  partly  may  compute, 
But  know  not  what's  resisted. 


THE  INVENTORY 
newer  to  a  mandate  by  the  Survsjor  of  the  Taxes 

SiK,  as  your  mandate  did  request, 
I  !«id  you  here  a  faithfu'  list, 
O'  glides  an'  gear,  an'  a'  my  graith, 
To  which  I'm  clear  to  gi'e  my  aith. 

Imprimis,  then,  for  carriage  cattle, 
I  hae  four  brutes  o'  gallant  mettle. 
As  ever  drew  before  a  pettle. 
My  hmi-afore  '»  a  g«id  aidd  "  has  been," 
An'  wight  an'  wilfu'  »'  his  days  been: 
My  hmd-ahin  'a  a,  wqel  spun  fillie, 
That  aft  has  borne  me  hame  frae  Killie.* 
An'  your  auld  borough  many  a  tims 
In  days  when  riding  was  nae  crime. 
But  ance,  when  in  my  wooing  pride 
I,  like  a  blockhead,  boost  to  ride, 
The  wilfu'  creature  aae  I  pat  to. 
(L — d  pardon  a'  my  sins,  an'  that  tool) 
I  play'd  my  fillie  aic  a  sh&vle. 
She's  a'  bedevil'd  wi'  the  spavle. 
My  fHtr-ahin  's  a  wordy  beast. 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  traced. 
The  fourth's  a  Highland  Donald  hastle, 
A  d — n'd  red-wud  Kilbumie  blastiel 
Foreby  a  cowt,  o'  cowts  the  walc^ 
A>  ever  ran  before  a  tail: 

>  Kilaaniocfc,— A.  J. 
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Gin  he  be  ■ptr'<]  to  be  s  tieait. 
He'll  draw  me  fifteen  piind  at  least 
Wheel -car  riag:Qi  I  ha'e  but  few. 
Three  urti.  an'  twa  are  f eckly  rew ; 
An  auld  wheelbarrow,  mair  for  token, 
Ae  leg  an'  baith  the  trams  are  broken ; 
I  iwfle  ft  poker  a'  the  at^le. 
An'  my  anld  mither  brunt  the  trinle. 

Tot  own,  I've  three  mischievous  boys, 
Hun-deils  for  ranting  an'  for  noise ; 
A  gaudaman  ano,  a  thrasher  t'  other : 
Wee  Davock  bauds  the  nowt  in  fother. 
I  rale  them  ai  I  oug^t,  discreetly. 
An'  aftcn  labour  them  completely; 
An'  aye  on  Sundays  duly,  nightly, 
I  on  the  "  Questions  "  targe  them  tightly; 
Till,  faith  1  wee  Davock's  grown  sae  gleg, 
Tho'  scarcely  langer  than  your  leg, 
He'll  screed  you  aff  "  Effectual  catling," 
As  fa*t  Rs  «)y  in  the  ^walling. 

I've  nane  in  female  servant  station, 
(\f^  keep  me  aye  frae  a'  temptation!) 
I  bae  na«  wife— <md  that  my  bliss  ii, 
An'  ye  have  laid  nae  tax  on  misses; 
An'  then,  If  kirk  folki  diana  clutch  me, 
I  ken  the  deevils  darena  touch  me. 
Wi'  weans  I'm  mair  than  weel  contented, 
Heav'n  tent  me  ane  mae  than  I  wanted  I 
My  sonsie,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess, 
She  stares  the  daddy  in  her  face, 
ISnough  of  ought  ye  like  but  grace ; 
But  her,  my  bonie,  sweet  wee  lady, 
IVe  piud  enough  for  her  already ; 
An'  gin  ye  tax  her  or  her  mither, 
By  the  I^— d,  ye'se  get  them  a'  thegither  I 

And  now,  remember,  Mr.  Aiken, 
Mte  Und  of  licence  out  I'm  takin: 
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Frae  this  time  forth,  I  do  declare 
I'sc  ne'er  ride  horse  nor  hizzie  mair; 
Thro'  dirt  and  dub  for  life  I'll  paidle. 
Ere  I  aae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle ; 
My  travel  a',  on  foot  I'll  shank  it, 
I've  sturdy  bearers,  Gude  be  thankiti 
The  kirk  and  you  may  tak  you  that, 
It  puts  but  little  in  your  pat; 
Sae  dinna  put  me  in  your  bei^. 
Nor  for  my  ten  white  shillings  Icuk. 

This  list,  wi'  my  ain  hand  I  wrote  it. 
The  day  and  date  as  under  noted; 
Then  know  all  ye  whom  it  concerns, 
Subscripsi  huic,  Kobeki  Bukns. 


HossatKL,  Feh-uary  as 


TO  JOHN  KENNEDY,  DUMFRIES  HOUSE 

Now,  Kennedy,  if  foot  or  horse 
E'er  bring  you  in  by  Mauchlin  corse, 
(Lord,  man,  there's  lasses  there  wad  force 

A  hermit's  fancy ; 
An'  down  the  gate  in  faith  they're  worse, 

An'  mair  unchancy). 

But  as  I'm  sayin,  please  step  to  Dew's, 
An'  taste  sic  gear  as  Johnie  brews, 
Till  some  bit  callan  bring  me  news 

That  ye  are  there; 
An'  if  we  dinna  hae  a  bouze, 

I'se  ne'er  drink  nw^r. 

If  s  no  I  like  to  sit  an'  svrallow. 
Then  like  a  swine  to  puke  an'  wallow ; 
But  gie  me  just  a  true  good  fallow, 
Wi'  right  ingin^ 
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And  spunkie  ance  to  mak  as  mellow. 
An'  then  we'll  shine. 

Now  i(  ye're  ane  o'  wari's  folk, 
Wha  rate  the  wearer  by  the  ctoak. 
An'  sklent  on  poverty  dieir  joke, 

Wi'  bitter  sneer, 
Wi'  you  nac  friendship  I  will  troke, 

Nor  cheap  nor  dear. 

But  if,  as  I'm  inform^  wcel. 

Ye  hate  as  ill's  the  very  deil 

The  flinty  heart  that  canna  fed- 
Come,  sir,  here's  to  you  I 

Hae,  there's  my  haun',  I  wiss  you  wed. 
An'  gude  be  wi'  you. 

ROBT.  BURNXSS. 
UOMGIBL,  3rd  March,  rfK. 


TO  MR.  M'ADAM,   OF   CRAIGEN-GILLAN 

In  answer  to  an  obliging  Letter  he  sent  in  the  commencement 
of  my  poetic  career. 

Sir,  o'er  a  gill  I  gat  your  card, 

I  trow  it  made  me  proud; 
"  See  wha  taks  notice  o'  the  bard  I " 

I  lap  and  cried  fu'  loud. 

Now  deil-ma-care  about  their  jaw. 
The  senseless,  gawky  million ; 

111  cock  my  nose  abune  them  a', 
I'm  roos'd  by  Craigen-Giltan  I 

Twas  noble,  sir;  'twas  like  yoursel', 
To  grant  your  high  protection: 

A  great  man's  smile  ye  ken  fu'  well, 
la  aye  a  blest  infection. 
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Tho',  by  hii  banci  whk  in  s  tub 

Match'd  Macedonian  Sandy  1 
On  my  ain  legs  thro'  dirt  and  dub, 

I  independent  stand  aye, — 

And  wh«n  those  legs  to  gnde,  warm  kail, 

Wi'  welcome  canna  bear  me, 
A  lee  dyke-«ide,  a  sybow-tall. 

An'  barley-scone  shall  cheer  me. 

Heaven  spare  you  lang  to  kiss  the  breath 

C  mony  flow'iy  simmers  I 
An'  Uess  your  bonie  lasses  baith, 

I'm  tauld  they're  lo'esome  kimmers  I 

An'  God  bless  young  Dunaskin's  laird, 

Tha  blossom  of  our  gentry  I 
An'  may  he  wear  an  auld  man's  betn), 

A  credit  to  his  country. 


TO  A  LOUSE 
On  scctng  one  on  a  Lady's  Bonnet  at  Chnrdk 

HaI  whaur  yc  gaun,  ye  crowlin  ferlie? 
Your  impudence  protects  you  sairly; 
I  canna  say  but  ye  strunt  rarely, 

Owre  gauze  and  lace; 
Tho',  faith  1 1  fear  ye  dine  but  sparely 

On  sic  a  place. 

Ye  ogly,  creepin.  bloatit  wonner. 
Detested,  shunn'd  by  saunt  an'  sinner, 
How  daur  ye  set  your  At  upon  her — 

Sae  fine  a  lai^  ? 
Gae  (omewliere  eUc  and  aeek  your  dinner 

On  some  poor  body. 
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Switti  1  in  some  be^^r's  haff«t  squattle ; 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  ^rawl,  and  sprattle, 
Wi'  ither  kindred,  jumping  cattle. 

In  shoals  and  nations ; 
Wbftur  honi  nor  bane  ne'er  daur  unsettle 

Your  thick  plantations. 

Now  baud  you  there,  ye'rc  out  o'  sight, 
Below  the  (att'rels,  snug  and  tight; 
Na,  faith  ye  yet  I  ye'll  no  be  right, 

Till  ye've  got  on  it— 
The  verra  tapmost,  tow'rin  height 

O'  Miss's  bonnet. 

My  sooth  1  right  baqld  ye  set  yowr  nose  out. 
As  plump  an'  grey  as  ony  groset : 

0  for  some  ranlc,  mercurial  rozet. 

Or  fell,  red  smeddum, 
I'd  gie  you  sic  a  hearty  dose  o't. 

Wad  dress  your  droddum. 

1  wad  na  been  surpris'd  to  spy 
You  on  u  auld  wife's  flainen  toy; 
Or  aiblins  some  bit  duddie  boy, 

On's  wyliecoat ; 
But  Miss's  fine  Lunardi  I  fye  I 
How  daur  ye  do't  ? 

O  Jeany,  dinna  toss  your  head. 
An'  set  your  beauties  a'  abreadl 
Ye  little  ken  what  cursed  speed 

The  blastie's  makin : 
Thae  winks  an'  fin^r-ends,  I  dread. 

Are  notice  takin. 

O  wad  some  Power  the  giftie  gie  us 
To  see  ounsis  ai  itbera  see  us  I 
It  wad  frac  mony  a  blunder  free  ui, 

An'  fooliih  notion: 
What  airi  in  draai  an'  gait  wad  lea'e  u^ 

An'  flv'n  devotion  I 
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INSCRIBED  ON  A  WORK  OF  HANNAH  MORE'S 
Presented  to  the  Author  by  a  Lady. 

Thou  flatt'ring  mark  of  frimdsliip  kind. 
Still  may  thy  pages  call  to  mind 
The  dear,  the  beauteous  donor; 
Tho'  sweetly  female  ev'ry  part. 
Yet  such  a  head,  and  more  the  heart 

Does  both  the  sexes  honour : 
She  show'd  her  taste  refin'd  and  just. 

When  she  selected  thee; 

Yet  deviating,  own  I  must. 

For  sae  approving  me : 

But  kind  still  I'll  mind  still 
The  giver  in  the  gift ; 
I'll  Mess  her,  an'  wiss  her 
A  Friend  aboon  the  lift 


SONG,  COMPOSED  IN  SPRING 
T<Mi«— "  Jockey*!  Grey  Breeks," 

Again  rejoicing  Nature  sees 

Her  robe  assume  its  vemal  hues : 

Her  leafy  locks  wave  in  the  breeze, 
AH  freshly  steep'd  in  morning  dews. 

Chorus. — And  maun  I  still  on  Mcnie  doat, 
And  bear  the  scorn  thaf  s  in  her  e'e  ? 

For  it's  jet,  jet  black,  an'  it's  like  a  bawk^ 
An'  it  winna  let  a  body  be. 

In  vain  to  me  the  cowslips  blaw. 
In  vain  to  me  the  vi'lets  sprii^; 

In  vain  to  me  in  glen  or  shaw, 
Tbe  mavis  and  the  lintwhite  sing. 

And  maun  I  still,  Ac 
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The  merry  ptoughboy  cheers  his  team, 
Wi'  joy  the  tertie  seedsman  stalks ; 

But  life  to  me's  s  we^ry  dream, 
A  dream  of  ane  that  never  wauks. 

And  maun  I  still,  ftc. 

The  wanton  coot  the  water  skims, 
Amang  the  reeds  the  ducklings  cry. 

The  stately  swan  majestic  swims. 
And  ev'ry  thing  is  blest  but  I. 

And  maun  I  still,  ftc. 

The  sheep-herd  steeks  his  faulding  slap. 
And  o'er  the  moorlands  whistles  shill: 

Wi'  wild,  unequal,  wand'ring  step, 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 

And  maun  I  still,  &c. 

And  when  the  lark,  'tween  light  and  dark, 
Blythe  waukens  by  the  daisy's  side. 

And  mounts  and  sings  on  flittering  wings, 

A  woe-worn  ghaist  I  hameward  glide. 

And  maun  I  stilt,  &c. 

Come  winter,  with  thine  angry  howl, 
And  raging,  bend  the  naked  tree ; 

Thy  gloom  will  soothe  my  cheerless  sold, 
When  nature  all  is  sad  like  me ! 

And  maun  I  still,  ftc 


TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISY 
On  turning  one  down  with  the  Floi^b,  in  April, 

Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow'r, 
Thou's  met  me  in  an  evil  hoar; 
For  I  maun  crush  amang  the  stoar 

Thy  slender  stetti : 
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To  spare  thee  now  is  ptat  my  poVr, 
Thou  b<»ie  gem. 

Alas  I  it's  no  thy  neibor  sweet. 
The  bonie  lark,  companion  meet, 
Bending  thee  'm^ng  the  dewy  weet, 

Wi'  spreckl'd  breut  1 
When  upward-springii^,  blythe,  to  greet 

The  purpling  east 

Cauld  blew  the  bitter-biting  north 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth ; 
Yet  cheerfully  thou  glinted  forth 

Amid  the  stomit 
Scarce  rear'd  above  the  parent-eartb 
Thy  tender  form. 

The  flaunting  flow'rs  9ur  gardens  yield, 
High  shelt'ring  woods  and  wa's  maiin  ihield; 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield 

O'  clod  or  stane. 
Adorns  the  histie  stibblc  field, 

Unseen,  alane. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad. 
Thy  snawie  bosom  sun-ward  spread^ 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  guisa; 
But  now  the  share  uptears  thy  bed. 

And  low  thou  lies  I 

Such  is  the  fate  of  artless  maid. 
Sweet  flow'ret  of  the  rural  shade  I 
By  love's  simplicity  betray 'd. 

And  guileless  tmct; 
Till  she,  like  thee,  all  soil'd,  is  laid 

Low  i'  the  duafc. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  simple  bard. 

On  life's  rough  ocean  luckless  stair'dt 
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Un^IfuI  he  to  note  tbo  card 

Of  prudent  lore, 

Tilt  billows  rage,  and  gales  blow  hard, 

And  whalm  him  o'er  I 

Such  fate  to  auffcring  worth  is  giv'n, 
Who  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striv'n, 
By  human  pride  or  cunning  driv'n 

To  mis'ry's  brink ; 
Till  wrench'd  of  ev'ry  stay  but  Heav'n, 

He,  ruin'd,sinkl 

Ev'n  thou  who  moum'st  the  Daisy's  fate, 
That  fate  is  thine — no  distant  date; 
Stem  Ruin's  plough-share  drives  elate, 

Pull  on  thy  bloom, 
TUl  enisb'd  beneath  the  furrow's  weight) 

Shall  be  thy  doom  I 


TO  RUIN 

All  hail,  Jnoiiorable  lord  I 

At  whose  destruction-brea thing  word. 

The  mightiest  cmpirei  fall  I 
Thy  cruel,  woe-delighted  train. 
The  ministers  of  grief  and  pain, 

A  EuUen  welcome,  all  I 
With  ster;i-resoIv'd,  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimed  dart ; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  tie, 
And  quivers  in  my  heart. 
Then  low'ring,  and  pouring, 

The  storm  no  more  I  dread ; 
Tho'  thidc'ning,  and  black'ning. 
Round  my  devoted  head. 

And  thou  grim  Pow'r  by  life  abhorr'd. 
While  life  a  pleasure  can  afford. 
Oh  I  hear  a  wretch's  prayr  I 
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Nor  more  I  shrink  appali'd,  afraid; 
I  court,  I  beg  thy  friendly  aid. 
To  close  this  scene  of  care  t 
When  shall  my  soul,  in  silent  peace. 

Resign  life's  joyless  day — 
My  weary  heart  its  throbbing;  cease. 
Cold  mould'ring  in  the  clay? 
No  fear  more,  no  tear  more. 
To  stain  my  lifeless  face, 
Enclasped,  and  grasped, 
Within  thy  cold  embrace  I 


THE  LAMENT 

Occasioned  by  the  unfortunate  issue  of  a  Friend's  Amour. 

"  Alas  I  how  oft  does  goodaess  wound  itself, 
And  sweet  affectioD  prove  the  spring  of  woe  I " 

Hoick. 

0  THOU  pale  orb  that  silent  shines 
While  care-untroubled  mortals  sleep ! 

Thou  seest  a  wretch  who  inly  pines. 

And  wanders  here  to  wail  and  weepl 

With  woe  I  nightly  vigils  keep. 
Beneath  thy  wan,  unwarming  beam ; 

And  mourn,  in  lamentation  deep. 
How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dream  t 

1  joyless  view  thy  rays  adorn 
The  faintly-marked,  distant  hill; 

I  joyless  view  thy  trembling  horn, 
Reflected  in  the  gurgling  rill: 
My  fondly-fluttering  heart,  be  still ! 

Thou  busy  pow'r,  remembrance,  cease ! 
Ah  I  must  the  agonizing  thrill 

For  ever  bar  returning  peace  I 

No  idly-f  eign'd,  poetic  pains. 
My  sad,  love-lorn  lamentings  claim: 
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No  shepherd's  pipe — ^Arcadian  strains; 

No  fabled  tortures,  quaint  and  tame. 

The  plighted  faith,  the  mutual  flame. 
The  oft-attested  pow'rs  above. 

The  promis'd  father's  tender  name; 
These  were  the  pledges  of  my  love  I 

Encircled  in  her  clasping  arms. 
How  have  the  raptur'd  moments  flown  1 

How  have  I  wtsh'd  for  fortune's  charms. 
For  her  dear  sake,  and  her's  alone  I 
And,  must  I  think  it !  is  she  gone, 

My  secret  heart's  exulting  boast? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan  ? 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost? 

Oh  1  can  she  bear  so  base  a  heart. 

So  lost  to  honour,  lost  to  truth. 
As  from  the  fondest  lover  part. 

The  plighted  husband  of  her  youth? 

Alas  1  life's  path  may  be  unsmooth  1 
Her  way  may  lie  thro'  rough  distress  I 

Then,  who  her  pangs  and  pains  will  soothe 
Her  sorrows  share,  and  make  them  less? 

Ye  wingM  hours  that  o'er  us  pass'd, 
Enraptur'd  more,  the  more  enjoy'd. 

Your  dear  remembrance  in  my  breast 
My  f ondly-treasur'd  thoughts  employ'd : 
That  breast,  how  dreary  now,  and  void. 

For  her  too  scanty  once  of  room  I 
Ev'n  ev'ry  ray  of  hope  destroy'd, 

And  not  a  wish  to  gild  the  gloom  I 

The  mom,  that  warns  th'  approaching  day, 
Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  woe; 

I  see  the  hours  in  long  array, 
That  I  must  suffer,  lingering  slow: 
Full  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe. 

Keen  recollection's  direful  trdn. 
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Must  wring  my  soul,  ere  Fhcibufl,  low. 
Shall  Idas  tbt  distant  western  nuuo. 

And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Sore  hhrass'd  out  with  care  and  grief, 
My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-wom  eye. 

Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief: 

Or  if  I  slumber,  fancy,  chief, 
Reigns,  haggard-wild,  in  sore  affright: 

Ev'n  day,  all-bitter,  brings  relief 
Frsm  such  a  horror-breathing  night 

O  thou  bright  queen,  who  O'er  th'  expanse 
Now  highest  reign'st,  with  boundless  sway 

Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 
Observ'd  us,  fondly- wand 'ring,  stray  1 
The  time,  unheedaj,  sped  away, 

While  love's  luxurious  pulse  beat  high. 
Beneath  thy  silver-gleBming  ray. 

To  mark  the  mutual-kindling  eye, 

Oh  1  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  set  I 

Scenes,  tierer,  never  to  return  I 
Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget. 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  burn  1 

From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleasure  torn, 
Life's  weary  vale  I'll  wander  thro'; 

And  hopeless,  comfortless,  I'll  mourn 
A  faithless  woman's  broken  tow  t 


DESPONDENCY-AN  ODE 

Oppbess'd  with  grief)  oppress'd  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  set  me  down  and  li^ ; 
O  life  I  thou  art  a  galling  load. 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road, 

To  wretches  such  as  1 1 
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Diffl-backwtrd  as  I  cast  my  view, 
What  sick'ning  scenes  appear  I 
What  sorrows  yet  maj'  pierce  me  through. 
Too  justly  I  mhy  fear  I 
Still  caring,  dei^iring, 

Must  be  ay  bitter  dootn ; 

My  woes  here  shall  close  ne'er 

Bnt  With  the  closing  tomb  1 

Happy !  ye  sons  of  busy  life, 
Who,  equal  to  the  bustling  strife. 

No  other  view  regard  1 
Ev'n  when  the  wished  end's  denied. 
Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  plied. 

They  bring  their  own  reward; 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandon'd  wight. 

Unfitted  with  an  aim, 
Meet  ev'ry  sad  returning  night, 
And  joyless  morti  the  same  ! 
You,  bustling  and  justling, 

Forget  each  grief  and  pain; 
I,  listless,  yet  restless, 
Find  ev'ry  prospect  vain. 

How  blest  the  solitary'B  lot, 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all  forgot. 

Within  his  humbl«  cell, 
The  cavern,  wild  with  tangllbg  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  newly  ^ther'd  fruits, 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 
Or  haply,  to  his  ev'ning  thought. 

By  unfrequented  stream. 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 
A  faint,  collected  drearti ; 
While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughts  to  heav'n  on  high. 
As  watid'ring,  mcand'ring, 
Hi  views  the  solemn  ^y. 

Than  I,  no  lonely  hermit  plac'd 
Where  never  human  footstep  trac'dt 
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Less  fit  to  play  the  part. 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve. 
And  just  to  stop,  and  just  to  move, 

With  self-respecting  art: 
But  ah  I  those  pleasures,  loves,  and  joys. 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste. 
The  solitary  can  despise, 
Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest  1 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not. 

Or  human  love  or  hate; 
Whilst  I  here  must  cry  here 
At  perfidy  ingrate  I 

0  enviable  early  days. 

When  dancing  thoughtless  pleasure's  maze, 

To  care,  to  guilt  unknown  1 
How  ill  exchang'd  for  riper  times. 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes. 

Of  others,  or  my  own ! 
Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  sport. 

Like  linnets  in  the  bush. 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court. 
When  manhood  is  your  wish  1 
The  losses,  the  crosses. 

That  active  man  engage ; 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  M, 
Of  dim  declining  Age  I 


TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ..  MAUCHLINE, 
Recommending  a  Bc^. 

Mossgaville,  May  3, 1786. 
X  HOLD  i^  sir,  my  bounden  duty 
To  warn  you  how  that  Master  Tootie, 

Alias,  Laird  M'Gaun, 
Was  here  to  hire  yon  lad  away 
'Bout  whom  ye  spak  the  tither  day. 
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An'  wad  hae  don't  aff  han'; 
But  lest  be  leara  the  caltan  tricks— 
An'  faith  I  muckle  doubt  him — 
Like  scrapin  out  auld  Crummie's  nicks. 
An'  tellin  lies  about  them; 
As  Here  then,  I'd  have  then 

Your  clerkship  he  should  sair. 
If  sae  be  ye  may  be 
Not  fitted  othenvhcTc. 

Altho'  I  say't,  he's  gleg  enough. 

An'  bout  a  bouse  that's  rude  an'  rough, 

The  boy  might  leam  to  swear ; 
But  then  wi'  you  he'll  be  sae  taught, 
An'  get  sic  fair  example  straught, 

I  hae  na  ony  fear. 

Ye'll  catechise  him,  every  quirk. 

An'  shore  him  weel  wi'  hell; 

An'  gar  him  follow  to  the  kirk — 

Aye  when  ye  gang  yourseL 

If  ye  then  maun  be  then 

Frac  hame  this  comin  Friday, 
Then  please  sir,  to  lea'e,  sir. 
The  orders  wi'  your  lady. 

My  word  of  honour  I  hae  gi'en. 

In  Paisley  John's,  that  night  at  e'en, 

To  meet  the  warld's  worm ; 
To  try  to  get  the  twa  to  gree, 
An'  name  the  airlcs  an'  the  fee. 

In  legal  mode  an'  form : 
I  ken  he  weel  a  snick  can  draw, 

When  simple  bodies  let  him : 
'An'  if  a  Devil  be  at  a'. 

In  faith  he's  sure  to  get  him. 
To  phrase  you  and  praise  yon. 
Ye  ken  your  Laureat  scorns ; 
The  pray*r  still  you  share  still 
Of  grateful  Minstrel  Binuts. 
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Su, 

YouTB  this  idometlt  I  unseal, 

And  faith  I'm  gay  and  hear^  1 
To  tell  the  truth  and  shame  the  deil. 

I  am  ss  fon  ts  Bdrlie : 
But  Foorsday,  tir,  my  promise  leal. 

Expect  me  d'  your  partie, 
If  on  a  beastie  I  can  sped, 

Or  hurl  in  a  cartie. 

Yours, 

ROBUT  BUKKS. 

Hauceuh,  ttantay  might,  to  o'doek. 


SONG— WILL  YE  GO  TO  THE  INOIES.  MY  MARY? 
TnM— "  VTill  y«  go  tg  the  Ews-Bnglitat  Marioa." 

Will  yC  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 

And  leave  auld  Scotia's  shore? 
Wilt  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 

Across  th'  Atlantic's  roar? 

0  sweet  grows  the  lime  and  die  orai^c^ 
And  the  apple  oti  the  pine ; 

But  a'  the  charms  o'  the  Indies 
Can  never  equal  thine. 

1  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  my  Mary, 
1  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  be  true; 

And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me, 
When  I  forget  my  vO*  I 

O  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
And  plight  me  your  Uly-white  hand; 

O  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
Before  I  leave  Scotia's  strand. 
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We  hie  plighted  oitr  troth,  my  ISuy, 

In  mutual  affection  to  join; 
And  curst  be  the  eauie  thai  thall  part  us  I 

Jhc  hour  and  the  momcot  o'  time  I 


S0NG-4(Y  HIGHLAND  LASSIE,  O 

Nae  gentle  dames,  tho'  ne'er  sae  fair. 
Shall  ever  be  my  muse's  care : 
Their  titles  a'  are  empty  show ; 
Gi«  me  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 

Chorus. — Within  the  glen  sae  bushy,  O^ 
Abooa  the  plain  we  rashy,  O, 

I  set  me  down  wi'  right  guid  will. 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

0  were  yon  hills  and  valHes  ffllne. 
Yon  pslace  and  yon  gardens  fine  t 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 

1  bear  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

But  fictcle  fortune  frowns  on  me, 
And  I  maun  cross  the  raging  sea  1 
But  while  my  crimson  currents  flow, 
I'll  love  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 

Altho'  thro'  foreign  climes  I  range, 
I  know  her  heart  will  never  change, 
For  her  bosom  burns  with  honour's  glow. 
My  faithful  Highland  lassie,  0. 

For  her  I'll  dare  the  billow's  roar. 
For  her  I'll  trace  a  distant  shore. 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 
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Sbe  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand, 
By  secret  troth  and  honour's  band ) 
Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low, 
I'm  thine,  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Farewell  the  glen  sac  bushy,  0 1 
Farewell  the  plain  sae  rashy,  Ol 
To  other  lands  I  now  must  go. 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 


EPISTLE  TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND 

May—,  1786. 
I  LANG  hae  thought,  my  youthfu'  friend, 

A  something  to  have  sent  you, 
Tho'  it  should  serve  nae  ither  end 

Than  just  a  kind  memento: 
But  how  the  subject-theme  may  gang, 

Let  time  and  chance  determine; 
Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  sang: 

Perhaps  turn  out  a  sermon. 

Yel!  try  the  world  soon  my  lad ; 

And,  Andrew  dear,  believe  me, 
Ye'Il  find  mankind  an  unco  squad, 

And  muckle  they  may  grieve  ye: 
For  care  and  trouble  set  your  thought, 

Ev'n  when  your  end's  attained ; 
And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought, 

Where  ev'ry  nerve  is  strained. 

Ill  no  say,  men  are  villains  a'; 

The  real,  harden'd  wicked, 
Wha  hae  nae  check  but  human  law. 

Are  to  a  few  restricked ; 
But,  och  t  mankind  are  unco  weal^ 

An' little  to  be  trusted; 


^laiiizodbvGoogle 


FOBHS  AND  SONGS 

If  self  the  wavering  balance  shake. 
It's  rarely  right  adjusted  1 

Yet  they  wba  fa'  in  fortune's  strife. 

Their  fate  we  shouldna  censure; 
For  still,  th'  important  end  of  life 

They  equally  may  answer ; 
A  man  may  hae  an  honest  heart, 

Tho'  poortith  hourly  stare  him; 
A  man  may  tak  a  ncibor's  part. 

Yet  hae  nac  cash  to  spare  him. 

Aye  free,  aff-han',  your  story  tell. 

When  wi'  a  bosom  crony; 
But  still  keep  something  to  yoursel'. 

Ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony : 
Conceal  yoursel'  as  weel's  ye  can 

Frae  critical  dissection; 
But  keek  thro'  ev'ry  other  man, 

Wi'  sharpen'd,  sly  inspection. 

The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel-plac'd  love. 

Luxuriantly  indulge  it; 
But  never  tempt  th'  illicit  rove, 

Tho*  nacthing  should  divulge  it: 
I  waive  the  quantum  o'  the  sin. 

The  hazard  of  concealing; 
But,  och  I  it  hardens  a'  within. 

And  petrifies  the  feeling  I 

To  catch  dame  Fortune's  golden  smile, 

Assiduous  wait  upon  her; 
And  gather  gear  by  ev'ry  wile 

That's  justified  by  honour; 
Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge. 

Nor  for  a  train  attendant; 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege 

Of  being  independent. 

The  fear  o'  hell's  a  hangman's  whip. 
To  haud  the  wretch  in  order; 
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But  whsro  ye  fetl  your  honour  grip, 

Let  that  Ky*  be  your  border ; 
Its  slightest  touches,  instant  pztu^- 

Debar  a'  slde-prctenceB ; 
And  resolutely  keep  Its  laws, 

Uncaring  canseqUenccs. 

The  g^rcat  Creator  to  revere, 

Must  sure  become  the  creature; 
But  still  the  preaching  ctnt  forbMr, 

And  ev'n  the  rigid  feature: 
Yet  ne'er  with  wits  profane  to  range, 

Be  complaisance  extended ; 
Ad  atheist-laugh's  a  poor  exchange 

For  Deity  offended  I 

When  ranting  round  in  pleasure's  rii^, 

Religion  may  be  blinded; 
Or  if  she  gie  a  random  sting. 

It  may  be  little  minded; 
But  when  on  life  we're  tompest  driv'a — 

A  conscience  but  a  canker — 
A  correspondence  fix'd  *i'  Hcav*ti, 

Is  sure  a  noble  anchor  I 

Adieu,  dear,  amiable  yoUth  t 

Your  heart  can  ne'er  be  wanting! 
May  prudence,  fortitude,  and  truth. 

Erect  your  brow  undaunting! 
In  ploughman  phrase, "  God  send  you  speed," 

Still  daily  to  grow  wiser ; 
And  may  ye  better  reck  the -rede, 

Then  ever  did  th'  adviser  I 
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ADDRESS   OF   BEELZEBUB 

To  the  Rlgbt  Haaourabl*  tb*  E«fl  ot  SrMdalbuie,  FnridcDt  of  tk* 
Right  Hononrabte  end  HonoarabU  tbe  Highland  SodMy,  which  mat 
OD  the  33rd  ot  Hay  iMt  at  the  Shalceapeare,  Covent  Garden,  to  coi> 
cert  way!  and  mMtfls  to  Irttstratc  the  daSlgna  of  Ave  hundred  Sigb- 
landers,  who,  m  the  Sooletr  were  infonBM  by  Hr.  M'Kenzlfl  of 
Applecrosi,  were  lo  andadoas  as  to  attempt  aU  escape  from  their 
lawful  lordi  and  itaasters  whose  property  ther  are,  by  emlgTatlng 
from  tbe  landa  ot  Hr.  Hacdonald  of  GleBgarr  to  the  wilds  ot 
Canada,  in  siarvh  of  that  tautustic  thing— ubbkty. 

Long  life,  my  lord)  an'  health  be  youri, 
Unskaithed  by  hung'er'd  Highland  boors; 
Lord  grant  me  nae  duddie,  desperate  beggar, 
Wi'  dirk,  claymore,  and  rusty  trigger. 
May  twin  auld  Scotland  o'  a  life 
She  likes — as  butchers  like  a  knife. 

FaiUi  you  and  Applecrosi  were  right 
To  keep  the  Highland  hotlnds  in  sight: 
I  doubt  nal  they  wad  bid  naa  better. 
Than  let  them  ance  out  owrc  the  water. 
Then  up  among  thae  laket  and  leas. 
They'll  mak  what  rules  and  laws  they  please: 
Some  daring  HEincoke,  or  a  Franklin, 
May  set  their  Highland  bluld  a-ranklin; 
Some  Washington  again  may  head  them. 
Or  some  Montgomery,  fearless,  lead  them. 
Till  (God  knows  what  may  be  effected 
When  by  such  heads  and  hearts  directed), 
Poor  dunghill  sons  of  dirt  and  mire 
May  to  Patrician  rights  aspire  1 
Nae  sage  North  now,  nor  sager  SackvUle, 
To  watch  and  premier  o'er  the  pack  vile, — 
An'  whare  will  ye  get  Howes  and  Clintons 
To  bring  them  to  a  right  repentance — 
To  cowe  the  rebel  generation, 
An'  save  the  honour  o'  the  nation  7 
They,  an'  be  d — d!  what  right  hae  they 
To  meat,  or  sleep,  or  light  o'  day? 
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Far  less — to  riches,  pow'r,  or  freedoO^ 
But  what  your  lordship  likes  to  gie  them? 

But  hear,  my  lord  I  Glengary  hear  1 

Your  hand's  owrc  lie^t  to  them,  I  fear ; 

Your  factors,  grieves,  trustees,  and  bailies, 

I  caima  say  but  they  do  gaylies ; 

They  lay  aside  a'  tender  mercies. 

An'  tir]  the  hatlions  to  the  btrses; 

Yet  while  they're  only  poind't  and  herriet, 

They'll  keep  their  stubborn  Highland  spirit: 

But  smash  them  I  crash  them  a'  to  spails. 

An'  rot  the  dyvors  i'  the  jails  I 

The  young  dogs,  swinge  theiti  to  the  labour; 

Let  walk  an'  hunger  mak  them  sober  I 

The  hizzies,  if  they're  aughtlins  fawsont. 

Let  them  in  Drury-lane  be  lesson'd ! 

An'  if  the  wives  an'  dirty  brats 

Come  thi^b  at  your  doors  an'  yetts, 

Flaffin  wi'  duds,  an'  grey  wi'  beas', 

Frightin  away  your  dudes  an'  geese ; 

Get  out  a  horsewhip  or  a  jowler. 

The  langest  thong,  the  fiercest  growler. 

An'  gar  the  tatter'd  gypsies  pack 

Wi'  a'  their  bastards  on  their  back  1 

Go  on,  my  Lord  1 1  lang  to  meet  you. 

An'  in  my  house  at  hamc  to  greet  you; 

Wi'  common  lords  ye  shanna  min^e. 

The  benmost  neuk  beside  the  ingle. 

At  my  right  ban'  assigned  your  seat, 

Tween  Herod's  hip  an'  Polycrate: 

Or  (if  you  on  your  station  tarrow). 

Between  Almagro  and  Pizarro, 

A  seat,  I'm  sure  ye're  weel  deservint; 

An'  till  ye  come — ^your  humble  servant, 

Bselzebdbl 
Jmu  itt^  Anna  Mundi  S190. 
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On  reading,  in  the  public  papers,  the  Laureate's  Ode,  with  the 
other  parade  of  June  4th,  1786,  the  Author  was  no  sooner  dropt 
asleep,  than  he  imagined  himself  transported  to  the  Birth-day 
Levee:  and  in  his  dreaming  fancy,  made  the  following  Address: 

Gvn>-MORNiN'  to  your  Majesty  I 

Ma  J'  Heaven  augment  your  blisses 
On  cv'ry  new  birth-day  ye  see, 

A  humble  poet  wishes. 
My  hardship  here,  at  your  L«vee 

On  sic  a  day  as  this  is, 
Is  sure  an  uncouth  sight  to  see, 

Amang  thae  birth-day  dresses 

Sae  fine  this  day. 

I  see  ye're  complimented  thrang. 

By  mony  a  lord  an'  lady ; 
"  God  save  the  King  "  '3  a  cuckoo  sang 

That's  imco  easy  said  aye : 
The  poets,  too,  a  venal  gang, 

Wi'  rhymes  weel-tum'd  an'  itady. 
Wad  gar  you  trow  ye  ne'er  do  wrang, 

But  aye  unerring  steady. 

On  sic  a  day. 

For  me !  before  a  monarch's  face, 

EVn  there  I  winna  flatter; 
For  neither  pension,  post,  nor  place. 

Am  I  your  humble  debtor ; 
So,  nae  reflection  on  your  Grace, 

Your  Kingship  to  bespatter ; 
There's  mony  waur  been  0'  the  race. 

And  aiblins  ane  been  better 

Than  yoti  this  day. 
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Tis  very  true,  my  sovereign  King, 

My  skill  may  weel  be  doubted; 
But  facts  are  chiels  that  winna  ding, 

An'  downa  b«  disputed : 
Your  royal  nest,  beneath  your  wing. 

Is  e'en  right  reft  and  clouted. 
And  now  the  third  part  o'  the  stnnci 

An'  leas,  will  gang  aboot  it 

Than  did  ae  day/ 

Far  be't  fraa  me  that  I  aspire 

To  bUme  your  legislation. 
Or  say,  ye  wisdom  want,  or  fire, 

To  rule  this  mighty  nation : 
But  faith  1 1  muckle  doubt,  my  sit% 

Ye've  trusted  ministration 
To  chaps  wba  in  a  bam  or  byre 

Wad  better  fill'd  their  station 

Than  courts  yon  day. 

And  now  ye've  gien  auld  Britain  peace, 

Her  broken  shins  to  plaistcr. 
Your  sair  taxation  docs  her  fleece. 

Till  she  has  scarce  a  tester; 
For  me,  thank  God,  my  life's  a  lease, 

Nae  bargain  wearin  faster. 
Or  faith!  I  fear,  that,  wi'  the  geese, 

I  shortly  boost  to  pasture 

r  the  craft  some  day. 

I'm  no  mistrusting  Willie  Fitt, 

When  tuces  he  enlargei, 
(An'  Will's  a  true  guid  fallow's  gv^ 

A  n«m«rot  envy  spatrgo), 
That  he  intends  to  pay  your  debt 

An'  lessen  a'  your  charges ; 
But.  God-sake !  let  nae  saving  fit 

Abridge  your  bonte  barges 

Aa'  boat)  this  d»r. 

ITbe  AaMriewi  c^vaics  htd  ncentlT  been  loit 
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Adieu,  tny  Liogel  miy  freedom  gedc 

Beneath  your  high  protection; 
An'  may  ye  rax  Corruption*!  neck. 

And  gie  her  for  dissection  I 
But  since  I'm  hero,  I'll  no  neglect, 

In  layil,  true  affection. 
To  pay  your  Queen,  wi'  due  respect. 

My  fealty  en'  subjection 

This  great  birth-day. 

Halt,  Uajeaty  most  Excellent  1 

While  nobles  strive  to  please  ye, 
Will  ye  accept  a  compliment, 

A  elmple  port  glea  ye? 
Thae  bonie  balmtime,  Heav'n  has  lent. 

Still  higher  may  they  heete  ye 
In  bUsa,  till  fate  some  day  is  sent, 

For  ever  to  release  ye 

Frae  care  that  day. 

For  you,  young  potentate  o'  Wales, 

I  tell  your  highness  fairly, 
Down  Pleasure's  stream,  wi'  swelling  sails, 

I'm  tauld  ye're  driving  rarely ; 
But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails, 

An'  curse  your  folly  sairly. 
That  e'er  ye  brak  Diana's  pales, 

Or  ratti'd  dice  wi'  Charlie 

By  night  or  day. 

Yet  aft  a  ragged  cowt's  been  known, 

To  mak  a  noble  aiver ; 
So,  ye  may  doucely  fill  the  throne. 

For  a'  Oieir  clish-ma-claver : 
There,  hin^  at  Agincourt  wha  shone. 

Few  better  were  or  braver : 
And  yet,  wl'  funny,  queer  Sir  John,* 

He  was  an  unco  shaver 

For  mony  a  day. 

•Sir  }ahD  ^SaS,  v3.  Sii«kwpf«'r,e.— ;;.  a, 

L,„,;,z....,  Google 


For  you,  right  rev'rend  Osnaburg, 

Nane  seta  the  lawn-sleeve  sweeter, 
Altho'  a  ribbon  at  your  lug 

Wad  been  a  dress  completer : 
As  ye  disown  yon  paughty  dog. 

That  bears  the  keys  of  Peter, 
Then  swith  I  an'  get  a  wife  to  hug. 

Or  trowth,  ye'll  stain  the  mitre 

Some  luckless  day  I 

Young,  royal  tarry-breeks,  I  learn, 

Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her — 
A  glorious  galley,*  stem  and  stem, 

Weel  rigg'd  for  Venus'  barter; 
But  first  hang  out,  that  she'll  discern. 

Your  hymeneal  charter ; 
Then  heave  aboard  your  grapple  aim. 

An',  large  upon  her  quarter. 

Come  full  that  day. 

Ye,  lastly,  bonie  blossoms  a', 

Yc  royal  lasses  dainty, 
Heav'n  mak  you  guid  as  weel  as  braw, 

An'  gie  you  lads  a-plenty ! 
But  sneer  na  British  boys  awa  I 

For  kings  are  unco  scant  aye, 
An'  German  gentles  are  but  sma'. 

They're  better  just  than  want  aye 
On  ony  day. 

Gad  bless  you  a' !  consider  now, 

Ye're  unco  muckle  dautit ; 
But  ere  the  course  o'  life  be  through. 

It  may  be  bitter  sautit: 
An'  I  hae  seen  their  coggie  fou. 

That  yet  hae  tarrow't  at  it 
But  or  the  day  was  done,  I  trow. 

The  laggen  they  hae  clautit 

Fu'  clean  that  day. 

-  Allndtos  to  the  ncwmaper  iccount  af  ■  certain  Konl  uilor**  amoi 
R.  B,  Tliia  «u  Prince  WUUwa  Hcnir.  Ibird  ton  of  Gcotge  III,  iftcr 
KJnt  WillUm  IV.  * 
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A  DEDICATION 
To  Gavin  Hamilton,  Es^ 

Expect  na,  sir,  in  this  narratioii, 
A  fleechin,  fleth'rin  Dcdicadon, 
To  roosc  you  up,  an'  ca'  you  guid, 
An'  sprung  o'  great  an'  noble  bluid. 
Because  ye're  surnam'd  like  His  Grace — 
Perhaps  related  to  the  race; 
Then,  when  I'm  tir'd  and  sae  are  ye, 
Wi'  mony  a  fulsome,  sinfu'  lie,       , 
Set  up  a  face  how  I  stop  short, 
For  {ear  your  modesty  be  hurt. 

This  may  do — maun  do,  sir,  wi'  them  wha 
Maun  please  the  great  folk  for  a  wamefou; 
For  me !  sae  laigh  I  need  na  bow, 
For,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  plough; 
And  when  I  down  a  yoke  a  naig, 
Then,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  beg; 
Sae  I  shall  say — an'  that's  nae  flatt'rin — 
It's  just  sic  poet  an'  sic  patron. 

The  Poet,  some  guid  angel  help  him. 
Or  else,  I  fear,  some  ill  ane  skelp  him  I 
He  may  do  weel  for  a'  he's  done  yet. 
But  only — he's  no  Just  begun  yet. 

The  Patron  (sir,  ye  maun  forgie  me; 
I  winna  lie,  come  what  will  o'  me). 
On  ev'ry  hand  it  will  allow'd  be. 
He's  just — nae  better  than  he  should  be. 

I  readily,  and  freely  grant. 
He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want; 
What's  no  his  ain,  he  winna  tak  It; 
What  ance  he  says,  he  winna  break  it; 
Ought  he  can  lend  hell  no  refus't. 
Till  aft  his  guidness  is  abus'd ; 
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And  rascals  whiles  that  do  him  wrang, 
Ev'n  that,  he  does  oa  mind  it  lang ; 
As  master,  landlord,  husband,  father. 
He  does  na  fall  his  part  in  cither. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  bim  for  a*  thati 
Nae  godly  symptom  yc  can  ca'  that; 
It's  nactbing  but  a  ndldcr  feature 
Of  our  poor,  slnfu',  corrupt  nature: 
Yell  get  the  best  o'  nioral  works, 
'Mang  black  Gcntoos,  and  pagan  Turks, 
Or  hunters  wHd  on  Fonotaxi, 
Wha  never  heard  of  orthodoxy. 
That  he's  the  poqr  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed. 
It's  no  thro'  terror  of  damnation ; 
It's  Just  a  carnal  inclination. 

Morality,  thou  deadly  bane, 
Thy  tens  o'  thousands  thon  hast  slaini 
Vain  is  his  hope,  whase  stay  an'  trust  la 
In  moral  mercy,  truth,  and  justice  I 

No — stretch  a  point  to  catch  a  plack: 
Abuse  a  brother  to  his  back; 
Steal  throu^  the  winnock  frae  a  whore. 
But  point  the  rake  that  taks  the  door; 
Be  to  the  poor  like  ony  whunstane. 
And  baud  their  noses  to  the  grunstane; 
Ply  ev'ry  art  o'  legal  thieving; 
No  matter — stick  to  sound  believing. 

Learn  three-mile  pray'rs,  an'  half-mile  graces, 
Wi'  weet-spread  looves,  an'  lang,  wry  faces; 
Grant  up  a  solemn,  lengthen'd  groan, 
And  damn  a'  parties  but  your  own; 
I'll  warrant,  then  ye're  nae  deceiver, 
A  steady,  sturdy,  staunch  believer. 

O  y«  wha  leave  the  springs  o'  Calvin, 
For  gumlie  dubs  of  your  ain  delvm  I 
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Ye  Kns  of  Hneiy  ttad  Error. 
Yc'll  Mine  day  squcel  in  qualdng  terror, 
When  Venggance  draws  the  aword  in  wrath. 
And  in  the  firs  throwi  the  ahcath; 
When  Ruin,  with  his  Bweoping  besom. 
Just  freta  till  Hcav'ti  conunisiion  glea  Um; 
While  o'er  the  haip  paic  Misery  moans, 
And  itrikcs  the  ever-deep' ning  tones, 
Still  louder  shrieks  and  heavier  groans  1 

Your  pardon,  air,  for  this  digression: 
I  maist  forgat  my  Dedication ; 
But  when  divinity  cotoes  'cross  me. 
My  readers  ttill  are  sura  to  lose  me. 

So,  sir,  you  see  'twas  nae  daft  vapour; 
But  I  maturely  thought  it  proper, 
When  a'  my  works  I  did  review. 
To  dedicate  them,  air,  to  you : 
Because  (ye  need  na  tak  it  ill), 
I  thought  them  something  like  yonrstl'. 

Then  patronize  them  wi'  your  favoFi 
And  your  petitioner  ahall  ever — — 
I  had  amaist  said,  ever  pray. 
But  that's  a  word  I  need  na  say ; 
For  prayin,  I  hae  little  skill  o't, 
I'm  baith  dead-sweer,  an'  wretched  ill  ot; 
But  I'se  repeat  each  poor  man's  pray'r. 
That  kens  or  hears  about  you,  sir. 

"  May  ne'er  MiBforttme's  gowling  bark, 
Howl  thro'  the  dwelling  o'  the  clerk  I 
May  ne'er  his  gen'rous,  honest  heart. 
For  that  same  gen'rous  spirit  smart  I 
May  Kennedy's  far-honour'd  name 
Lai^  beet  his  bym^neai  flame. 
Till  Hamittons,  at  least  a  dizzen. 
Are  frae  their  nuptial  labours  risen; 
Five  bonie  lasses  round  their  table, 
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And  Kv'n  braw  fellows,  stout  an'  aUe, 
To  serve  their  king  ui'  country  weel. 
By  word,  or  pen,  or  pointed  iteet  I 
May  health  and  peace,  with  mutual  raya. 
Shine  on  the  eVning  o'  his  days; 
Till  his  wee,  curlie  John's  ier-oe. 
When  ebbing  life  nae  mair  shall  flow. 
The  last,  sad,  mournful  rites  bestow!" 

I  will  not  wind  a  lang  conclusion. 
With  complimentary  effusion ; 
But,  whilst  your  wishes  and  endeavours 
Are  blest  with  Fortune's  smiles  and  favours. 
I  am,  dear  sir,  with  zeal  most  fervent. 
Your  much  indebted,  humble  servant 

But  if  (which  Pow'rs  above  prevent) 
That  iron -hearted  carl,  Want, 
Attended,  in  his  grim  advances. 
By  sad  mistakes,  and  black  mischances. 
While  hopes,  and  joys,  and  pleasures  fly  him, 
Uake  you  as  poor  a  dog  as  I  am. 
Your  "  humble  servant "  then  no  more ; 
For  who  would  humbly  serve  the  poor? 
But,  by  a  poor  man's  hopes  in  Heav'n  1 
While  recollection's  poVr  is  giVn — 
If,  in  the  vale  of  humble  life. 
The  victim  sad  of  fortune's  strife, 
I,  thro'  the  tender-gushing  tear, 
Should  recognise  my  master  dear; 
If  friendless,  low,  we  meet  together. 
Then,  air,  your  hand-^ny  friend  and  brother  I 


VERSIFIED  NOTE  TO  DR.  MACKENZIE, 
MAUCHLINE 

Friday  first's  the  day  appointed 
By  the  Rig^  Worshipful  anointed, 
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To  hold  our  ^and  processicm; 
To  get  a  blad  o'  Jgfanie's  morals. 
And  taste  a  swatch  o'  Manson's  barrels 

r  the  way  of  our  profession. 
The  Master  and  the  Brotherhood 

Would  a'  be  glad  to  see  you; 
For  me  I  would  be  mair  than  proud 
To  share  the  mercies  wi'  you, 
II  Death,  then,  wi'  skaith  then. 
Some  mortal  heart  is  hechtin. 
Inform  him,  and  storm  him. 
That  Saturday  you'll  fecht  him. 

ROBEET  BUKKS. 

Jif»ttfUi,  An.  M.  57ga 


THE  FAREWELi: 

To  the  Brethren  of  St  James's  Lodg^  Tarixiltoa 

Ton* — "  Goodnight,  and  Joy  be  wi'  you  a'." 

AstEU  I  a  heart-warm  fond  adieu ; 

Dear  brothers  of  the  mysiic  tiel 
Ye  favoured,  enligklen'd  few, 

Companions  of  my  social  joy; 
Tho'  I  to  foreign  lands  must  hie. 

Pursuing  Fortune's  slidd'ry  ba'; 
With  melting  heart,  and  brimful  eye, 

I'll  mind  you  still,  tho'  far  awa. 

Oft  have  I  met  your  sodal  band. 

And  spent  the  cheerful,  festive  night; 
Oft,  honour'd  with  supreme  command. 

Presided  o'er  the  sons  of  light: 
And  by  that  hieroglyphic  bright. 

Which  none  but  Craftsmen  ever  saw 
Strong  Mem'ry  on  my  heart  shall  write 

Hiose  haf^y  scenes,  when  far  awa. 

HC— ToLS 
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Ma;  Ffdedom,  tlannony,  and  txritf 

Unite  you  in  the  ^rUnd  HeSigUi 
Beheath  tH'  DmnlstiWlt  Eyt  «So*«( 

Tbt  jlottoua  Afchlttct  DivlAk, 
Thfat  yaa  tifay  kee^  th'  tditMii^  tft^ 

Still  Hsitig:  by  the  pMmikeft  fiiw. 
Till  Ortti*  brifeht  cbihplettl^  ShiiHe, 

Shall  be  Wy  pray'r  «htn  fftt  iWa. 

And  ^i(;  fire«cll  I  whosb  tniirits  claim 

Justly  that  hilghest  bOdgi  t6  wear; 
Wei'i'ii  bibis  yoaf  hbnblir'd  noble  name. 

To  JtfiMiMiry  and  5'coho  dear  I 
A  \'A%i  request  pennit  me  here, — 

When  yearly  3^  assemble  a', 
One  round,  I  ask  it  with  a  tear. 

To  him,  the  Bard  thafs  far  avta. 


ON  A  SCOTCH  BARD 
Gone  to  the  West  Indies, 

A'  Ve  Mia  llt<e  t^  sbinM  u'  dtink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  by  ctamDo-clinkt 
A'  ye  wha  live  ahd  hevcr  think; 

Comt,  rtiduhi  wi'  me! 
Our  bilUe  's  gicn  us  a'  a  jink, 

An'  owTe  the  sea  t 

Lament  him  a'  ye  rantin  core, 
Whl  Hiatly  like  a  random  splore; 
Nae  niir  hfelt  Jbin  the  merry  roar, 

In  Ibcial  key; 
For  now  he's  tafen  attitber  ihtiit, 

An'bttt-^thtGeal 

The  bonie  las.ses  wed  maj^  Viss  htm, 
Aod  in  thtir  dear  petitioiu  plftCe  bim; 
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The  widows,  wives,  ftn'  a*  nay  bl«si  him 
Wi'  tearf  u'  e'e ; 

For  wed  I  wat  they'll  sairly  mils  bitn 
That's  owre  the  sea ! 

O  Fortune,  they  hae  room  to  grumble ! 
Hadst  thou  taen  aff  some  drowsy  bummle, 
Wha  can  do  nought  but  fyke  an'  fumble, 

"Twad  been  nae  plea ; 
But  he  was  gleg  as  ony  wutnble, 

That's  owre  the  seal 

Auld,  cantic  Kyle  may  weepers  wear. 
An'  stain  them  wi'  the  saut,  saut  tear; 
'Twill  tnak  her  poor  auld  heart,  I  fear. 

In  flinders  flee: 
He  was  her  Laureat  mony  a  year. 

That's  owre  the  sea  I 

He  saw  Misfortune's  cauld  nor-wcst 
Lang  mustering  up  a  bitter  blast; 
A  ji|l«t  brak  his  heart  at  last, 

111  may  she  be  1 
So,  took  a  berdi  afore  the  mast, 

An'  owre  the  s«a. 

To  tremble  under  Fortune's  cummod^ 
On  scarce  a  bellyfu'  o'  dnimmock, 
Wi'  his  proud,  independent  stomach. 

Could  ill  agree; 
So,  row't  his  hurdles  in  a  hammock. 

An'  owre  the  sea. 

He  ne'er  was  gien  to  great  misguidin. 
Yet  coin  his  pouches  wad  na  bide  in; 
Wi'  him  it  ne'er  was  under  hidin; 

He  dealt  it  free : 
The  Muse  was  a'  that  he  took  pride  in, 

That's  owre  the  set. 
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Jamaica  bodies,  use  him  wed, 
An'  hap  him  in  a  cozie  biel : 
Yell  find  him  aye  a  dainty  chiel. 

An'  fou  o'  glee: 
He  wad  na  wrang'd  the  vera  deil. 

That's  owrc  the  sea. 

Fareweel,  my  rhyme-composing  billic  I 
Your  native  soil  was  right  ill-wilUe; 
But  may  ye  flourish  like  a  lily. 

Now  boniliel 
I'll  toast  you  in  my  hindmost  gillie, 

Tho'owrethe  seal 

SONG.— FAREWELL  TO  ELIZA 
Tvm—"  Gilderoy." 

Frou  thee,  Eliza,  I  must  go. 

And  from  my  native  shore ; 
The  cruel  fates  between  us  throw 

A  boundless  ocean's  roar: 
But  boundless  oceans,  roaring  wide. 

Between  my  love  and  me. 
They  never,  never  can  divide 

My  heart  and  soul  from  thee. 

Farewell,  farewell,  Eliza  dear. 

The  maid  that  I  adore ! 
A  boding  voice  is  in  mine  ear, 

We  part  to  meet  no  more ! 
But  the  latest  throb  that  leaves  my  heart. 

While  Death  stands  victor  by, — 
That  throb,  Eliza,  is  thy  part. 

And  thine  that  latest  sigh  I 

A  BARD'S  EPITAPH 

Is  there  a  whim-inspired  fool, 

Owre  fast  for  thought,  owrc  hot  for  rule. 
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Owre  bUte  to  seek,  owre  proud  to  snool, 
Let  him  draw  near ; 

And  owre  this  grassy  heap  sing  dool. 
And  drap  a  tear. 

Is  there  a  bard  of  rustic  song, 

Who.  noteless,  steals  the  crowds  among. 

That  weekly  this  area  throng, 

O,  pass  not  by  I 
But,  with  a  frater-feeling  strong, 

Here  heave  a  stgli. 

Is  there  a  man,  whose  judgment  dear 
Can  others  teach  the  course  to  steer. 
Yet  runs,  himself,  life's  mad  career. 

Wild  as  the  wave. 
Here  pause — and,  thro'  the  starting  tear. 

Survey  this  grave. 

The  poor  inhabitant  below 

Was  quick  to  learn  and  wise  to  know. 

And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow. 

And  softer  flame; 
Btit  thoughtless  follies  laid  him  low. 

And  statn'd  his  name  I 

Reader,  attend  I  whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole. 
Or  darkling  grubs  this  earthly  hole. 
In  low  pursuit: 
Know,  prudent,  cautious,  self-control 
Is  wisdom's  root. 


EPITAPH  FOR  ROBERT  AIKEN,  ESQ. 

Know  thou,  O  stranger  to  the  fame 
Of  this  much  lov'd,  much  honoured  name  I 
(For  none  that  knew  him  need  be  told) 
A  warmer  heart  death  ne'er  made  cold. 
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EPITAPH  FOR  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ. 

Tee  poor  man  weeps — here  Gavin  sleeps. 
Whom  canting  wretches  blam'd; 

But  with  such  as  he,  where'er  he  be, 
May  I  be  sav'd  or  d— d  t 


EPITAPH  ON  "  WEE  JOHNIE" 
Hie  lacet  wtt  Joknif, 

Whoe'pi  thou  art,  O  reader,  know 
That  Death  has  mwder'd  Johniej 

An'  here  his  body  lies  fu'  low; 
For  mW  he  ne'er  had  ony. 


THE  LASS  O'  BALLOCHMYLB 

Tub*— "  Ettrick  Banks." 

TwAs  even — the  dewy  fields  were  green. 

On  every  blade  the  pearls  hang; 
The  zephyr  wanton'd  round  the  bean. 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  alang; 

In  ev'ry  glen  the  mavis  sang. 
All  nature  Tist'ning  Bcem'd  the  while. 

Except  where  greenwood  echoes  rang, 
Amang  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle. 

With  careless  step  I  onward  stray'd. 
My  heart  rejoic'd  in  nature's  joy. 

When,  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 
A  maiden  fair  I  cbanc'd  to  spy: 
Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  eye. 

Her  air  like  natnre's  vernal  smile: 
Perfection  wWsper'd,  passing  by, 

"  Bebokl  the  last  o'  Ballochmyle  1 "" 
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Fair  is  the  mom  in  flowery  May, 
And  sweet  it  night  in  autumn  mild; 

When  roving  thro'  the  garden  gay. 
Or  wand'ring  in  the  lonely  wild: 
But  woman,  nature's  darling  child  I 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  compile; 
Even  there  her  other  works  are  foil'd 

Bjr  the  bonie  Ibm  o'  BaUochmylc. 

O  had  she  been  a  country  maid. 
And  I  the  happy  country  swain, 

Tho'  shelter'd  in  the  lowest  shed 
That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plaini 
Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain, 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil; 
And  ni^tly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 

Then  pride  might  climb  the  stipp'ry  steep, 
Where  fame  and  honours  lofty  shine ; 

And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep, 
Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  mine: 
Give  me  the  cot  below  the  pine. 

To  tend  the  flocks  or  till  the  soil ; 
And  ev'ry  day  have  joys  divine 

With  the  bonie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 


LINES  TO  AN  OLD  SWEETHEART 

Once  fondly  lov'd,  and  still  remember'd  dear. 

Sweet  early  object  of  ray  youthful  vows. 
Accept  this  mark  of  friendship,  warm,  sincere, 

Friendship  I  'tis  all  cold  duty  now  allows. 
And  when  you  read  the  simple  artless  rhymes. 

One  friendly  sigh  for  him — ^he  asks  no  more. 
Who,  distant,  bums  in  flaming  torrid  climes, 

Or  h^)ly  lies  beneath  th'  Atlantic  roar. 
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MOTTO  PREFIXED  TO  THE  AUTHOR'S  FIRST 
PUBUCATION 

The  simple  Bard,  unbroke  by  rules  of  art. 

He  pours  the  wild  effusions  of  the  heart; 

And  if  inspir'd  'tis  Nature's  pow'rs  inspire; 

Her's  all  the  melting  thrill,  and  her's  the  kindling  fire. 


LINES  TO  MR.  JOHN  KENNEDY 

Farewkll,  dear  friend  I  may  guid  luck  hit  you, 
And  'mang  her  favourites  admit  you: 
If  e'er  Detraction  shore  to  smit  you. 

May  nane  believe  him. 
And  ony  deil  that  thinks  to  get  you. 

Good  Lord,  deceive  him  t 


LINES  WRITTEN  ON  A  BANKNOTE 

Wae  worth  thy  power,  thou  cursed  leaf. 

Fell  source  o'  a'  my  woe  and  grief ; 

For  lack  o'  thee  I've  lost  my  lass. 

For  lack  o'  thee  I  scrimp  my  glass: 

I  see  the  children  of  affliction 

Unaided,  through  thy  curst  restriction : 

I've  seen  the  oppressor's  cruel  smile 

Amid  his  hapless  victim's  spoil ; 

And  for  thy  potence  vainly  wished, 

To  crush  the  villain  in  the  dust: 

For  lack  o'  thee,  I  leave  this  much-lov'd  shore. 

Never,  perhaps,  to  greet  old  Scotland  more. 

R.B. 
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STANZAS  ON  NAETHING 
Extempore  Epistle  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  Eiq. 

To  you,  sir,  this  sumnions  I've  sent. 
Pray,  whip  till  the  pownie  is  freathing; 

But  if  you  demand  what  I  want, 
I  honestly  answer  you — naething. 

Ne'er  scorn  a  poor  Poet  like  me. 
For  idly  just  living  and  breathing. 

While  people  of  every  degree 
Are  busy  employed  about — naething. 

Poor  Centum-per-centum  may  fast. 
And  grumble  his  hurdies  their  claithing. 

He'll  find,  when  the  balance  is  cast. 
He's  ganc  to  the  devil  for — naething. 

The  courtier  cringes  and  bows. 
Ambition  has  likewise  its  plaything; 

A  coronet  beams  on  his  brows ; 
And  what  is  a  coronet — naething. 

Some  quarrel  the  Presbyter  gown. 
Some  quarrel  Episcopal  graithing; 

But  every  good  fellow  will  own 
Their  quarrel  is  a'  about — naething. 

The  lover  may  sparkle  and  glow. 
Approaching  his  bonie  bit  gay  thing: 

But  marriage  will  soon  let  him  know 
He's  gotten — a  buskit  up  naething. 

The  Poet  may  jingle  and  rhyme, 
In  hopes  of  a  laureate  wreathing. 

And  when  he  has  wasted  his  time, 
He's  kindly  rewarded  wi' — naething. 
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The  thundering  bully  may  rage. 
And  swagger  and  swear  like  a  heathen; 

But  collar  him  fast,  I'll  engage, 
Youll  find  that  his  courage  is — naethlng. 

Last  night  wt'  a  feminine  whig — 

A  poet  she  couldna  put  faith  in; 
But  soon  we  grew  lovingly  big, 

I  taught  her,  her  terrors  were  naething. 

Her  whigship  wai  Wonderful  pleased. 

But  charmingly  tickled  wi'  ae  thing, 
Her  fingers  I  lovingly  squceied. 

And  kissed  her,  and  promised  her— naething. 

The  priest  anathemas  may  threat — 
Predicament,  sir,  that  we're  balth  In; 

But  when  honour's  reveill*  is  beat. 
The  holy  artillery's  naethhig. 

And  now  I  must  mount  on  the  wave— 
My  voyage  perhapa  there  is  death  in; 

But  what  is  a  watery  grave? 
The  drowning  a  Poet  is  naething. 

And  now,  as  grim  death's  in  my  thought, 
To  you,  sir,  I  make  this  bequeathing; 

My  service  as  long  as  ye've  ought, 
And  my  friendship,  by  God,  when  ye've  naething. 


THE  FAREWELL 

Tbe  valiant,  In  hlmKlf,  what  can  he  saftett 

Or  what  does  h«  regard  bla  single  wo«s? 

But  wbea,  alaat  he  multiplies  himself, 

To  dearer  selves,  to  the  lov'd  tender  fair, 

To  those  whose  bliss,  whose  beings  hang  upon  him. 

To  lielpless  children, — then,  Oh  than,  he  feels 

The  point  of  misery  festering  in  his  heart. 

And  weakly  weeps  his  fortunes  like  a  coward: 

Stich,  such  am  1 1 — undone  I 

Thomsoh'b  Bdvwi  mtd  Eltanora. 
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FAtmwBtL,  old  ScoHa's  hlttk  dofflains. 
Far  dearer  than  the  torrid  plains, 

Where  rich  Ananas  blow ! 
Farewell,  a  mother's  blessing  dear  I 
A  brother's  sigh  I  a  sister's  tearl 
My  Jean's  heart-rending  throe  t 
Farewell,  my  Betst  tho'  thou'rt  bereft 

Of  my  paternsl  care, 
A  faithful  brother  I  have  left. 
My  part  in  him  thou'lt  share ! 
Adieu,  too,  to  you  too. 

My  Smith,  my  bosom  frien'; 
When  kindly  you  mind  me, 
O  then  befriend  my  Jean ! 

Whbt  bursting  anguish  tears  my  heart; 
From  thee,  my  Jeany,  must  I  part! 

Thou,  weeping,  answ'rest — "Nol" 
Alas !  misfortune  stares  my  face. 
And  points  to  ruin  and  disgrace, 

I  for  thy  sake  must  go  I 
Thee,  Hamilton,  and  Aiken  dear, 

A  grateful.  Warm  adieu: 
I,  with  a  much-Indebted  tear, 
Shall  still  remember  you! 
All  hail  then,  the  gale  then. 

Wafts  me  from  thee,  dear  shore! 
It  rustles,  and  whistles 
I'll  never  see  thet  morel 


RliSilT,  sir  1  your  text  I'll  prove  it  true, 

tlio'  heretics  may  laugh; 
For  Instance,  there's  yoursel  just  Bow, 

Ged  knows,  an  unco  calf. 
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And  should  some  patron  be  so  kind, 

As  bless  you  wi'  a.  kirk, 
I  doubt  na,  sir,  but  then  we'll  find, 

Ye're  still  as  great  a  stirk. 

But,  if  the  lover's  raptur'd  hour, 

Shall  ever  be  your  lot. 
Forbid  it,  ev'ry  heavenly  Power, 

You  e'er  should  be  a  stott 

Tho'  when  some  kind  connubial  dear 

Your  but-and-ben  adorns. 
The  like  has  been  that  you  may  wear 

A  noble  head  of  horns. 

And,  in  your  li^,  most  reverend  James, 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowt. 
Few  men  o'  sense  will  doubt  your  claims 

To  rank  amang  the  noart. 

And  when  ye're  number'd  wi'  the  dead. 

Below  a  grassy  hillock. 
With  justice  they  may  mark  your  head — 
"  Here  lies  a  famous  bullock  I " 


NATURE'S  LAW— A  POEM 

Humbl;'  inscribed  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  Esq. 

*  Great  Nature  Bpoke :  observant  man  obey'd  " — Poi 

Let  other  heroes  boast  their  scars. 

The  marks  of  sturt  and  strife: 
And  other  poets  sing  of  wars. 

The  plagues  of  human  life: 
Shame  fa'  the  fun,  wi'  sword  and  gun 

To  slap  mankind  like  lumber  I 
I  sing  his  name,  and  nobler  fame, 

Wha  multiplies  our  number. 
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Great  ffatore  spoke,  with  air  benign, 

"  Go  on,  yc  human  race ; 
This  lower  world  I  you  resign; 

Be  fruitful  and  increase. 
The  liquid  fire  of  strong'  desire 

I've  pour'd  it  in  each  bosom; 
Here,  on  this  hand,  does  Mankind  stand. 

And  there  is  Beauty's  blossom." 

The  Hero  of  these  artless  strains, 

A  lowly  bard  was  he. 
Who  sung  his  rhymes  in  Coila's  plains, 

With  meikle  mirth  an'  glee; 
Kind  Nature's  care  had  given  his  share 

Large,  of  the  flaming  current; 
And,  all  devout,  he  never  sought 

To  stem  the  sacred  torrent. 

He  felt  the  powerful,  high  behest 

Thrill,  vital,  thro'  and  thro'; 
And  sought  a  correspondent  breast. 

To  give  obedience  due: 
Propitious  Powers  screen'd  the  young  flow'rs. 

From  mildews  of  abortion; 
And  low !  the  bard — a  great  reward — 

Has  got  a  double  ponton  t 

A-uld  cantie  Coil  may  count  the  day. 

As  annual  it  returns, 
The  third  of  Libra's  equal  sway, 

That  gave  another  Burns, 
With  future  rhymes,  an'  other  times. 

To  emulate  his  sire: 
To  sing  auld  Coil  in  nobler  style 

With  more  poetic  fire. 

Ye  Powers  of  peace,  and  peaceful  son^. 

Look  down  with  gracious  eyes; 
And  bless  auld  Coila,  large  and  long. 

With  multiplying  joys; 
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Lang  may  she  stand  to  prop  ths  land. 
The  flow'f  of  ancient  nations; 

And  BuniBei  ipring,  her  fame  to  sit^. 
To  endless  generations  I 


SONG-WILLIE  CHALMERS 

Hr.  Ch&lmers,  &  gentleinaii  tn  Ayrshire,  a  particular  friend  erf 
mine,  asked  tne  to  write  ■  poetie  •piitle  to  a  yonng  lady,  his  Did- 
cinea.  I  bad  tuo  her,  bnt  was  •oarcdy  acqtiai&tcd  with  her,  and 
vrata  aa  follows  :— 

Wi'  braw  ntw  branks  in  mtckle  pride. 

And  eke  a  braw  new  brechan. 
My  Feg;aBus  I'm  got  astride. 

And  up  Parnassus  pechin; 
Whiles  owre  a  bush  wi'  downward  criisb. 

The  doited  beastic  itammcrj ; 
Then  up  he  gets,  and  off  he  sets. 

For  sake  o"  Willie  Chalmers. 

I  doubt  na,  lass,  that  weel  ken'd  name 

May  co3t  a  pair  o'  blushes ; 
I  am  nae  stranger  to  your  fame, 

Nor  his  warm  urged  wishes. 
Your  bonie  face  sae  mild  and  sweet, 

His  honest  heart  enamours. 
And  faith  ye'U  no  be  lost  n  whit, 

Tho'  wair'd  on  Willie  Chalmers. 

Auld  Truth  hersel'  might  sWear  y«"re  fair, 

And  Honour  safely  back  herj 
And  Modesty  assntne  your  air. 

And  ne'er  a  ane  mistak  her: 
And  sic  twa  love-inspiring  een 

Mis^t  fire  even  holy  palmers; 
Kae  wonder  then  they've  fatal  been 

To  honest  Willie  Chalmers. 
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J  douht  04  (prtune  may  ^94  ^hq^e 

Some  mim-mBiid  po^tbc^■'(l  priw^ 
Fu'  liftpd  HP,  v(i'  ^ebfeiY,  tare. 

And  bftnd  HRPB  ^is  breastie: 
Bvt  ail  I  what  si^nii^es  tq  joi^ 

His  hwconi  U14  gramraars  ; 
The  feeling  heart's  the  royal  blue, 

Aiid  thars  wi'  Willie  Chahnei^ 

Some  gipJtOf  ^loi^riq  countra  laird 

W^'TjKars^lp  for  your  fayo\ir; 
May  ^]ay(  nif  lug;,  Jtpfl  straik  his  beard, 

And  hoast  up  some  palaver: 
My  t>o(iie  mai^,  bf  ffljc  yc  wed 

Sic  citi(ii!ijf-witt^'  hanimers. 
Seek  Hf?iv;ep  fp'r"^Rlp,  9,n6  barefit  slfclp 

Aw^  wi'  lyfllie  Chalmers. 

Forpve  the  Bard!  my  fond  regard 

For  ane  that  shares  m^  ^»osotn. 
Inspires  my  l*J(use  to  gje  'm  his  dues 

For  dcil  a  Hair  1  roqsc  him. 
M^y  powers  aBoon  unite  you  soon. 

And  irufCiiy  yoi^^ 'amonrs,— 
And  ^ere  ye^r'cWe  in  inair  dear 

To  j^ii  aod  WiOie  Chalmers. 


REPLY  TQ  A  TRIMMING  EPISTLE  RECEIVED 
FROM  A  TAJLOR 

What  ails  ye  novf,  ye  lousie  bitch 
To  thresh  piy  back  at  sic  a  pitch? 
Losh,  mail !  hae  mercy  wi'  your  nstch, 

Yo."T  fwifltin's  bauld; 

I  didna  suffer  half  sae  m^ich 

Frae  Daddie  Anld. 
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What  tho'  at  times,  when  I  grow  crouse, 
I  gie  their  wames  a  random  pouse. 
Is  that  enough  for  you  to  souse 

Your  servant  sae  ? 
Gae  mind  your  scam,  ye  prick-the-louse. 

An'  jag-the-flea  1 

King  David,  o'  poetic  brief, 
Wrocht  'mang  the  lasses  sic  mischief 
As  filled  his  after-life  wi'  grief, 

An'  bluidy  rants. 
An'  yet  he's  rank'd  amang  the  chief 

O'  lang-sync  saiints. 

And  maybe,  Tarn,  for  a'  my  cants. 
My  wicked  rhymes,  an'  dnicken  rants, 
111  pe  auld  eleven's  Oootie's  haunts 

An  unco  slip  yet. 
An'  snugly  sit  among  the  saunts. 

At  Davie's  hip  yet  1 

But,  fegs  I  the  session  says  I  maun 

Gae  fa'  upo'  anitber  plan 

Than  garrin  lasses  coup  the  cran. 

Clean  heels  ower  body. 
An'  sairly  thole  their  mother's  ban 

Afore  the  howdy. 

This  leads  me  on  to  tell  for  sport. 
How  I  did  wi'  the  Session  sort ; 
Auld  Clinkum,  at  the  inner  port. 

Cried  three  times,  "Robin I 
Come  hither  lad,  and  answer  for't, 

ife're  blam'd  for  jobbin  I " 

Wi'  pinch  I  put  a  Sunday's  face  on. 
An'  snoov'd  awa before  the  Session: 
I  made  an  open,  fair  confession — 

I  scom't  to  lee. 
An'  syne  Mess  John,  beyond  expression. 

Fell  foul  o'  me. 
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A  fornicator-Ioun  he  call'd  me. 

An' said  my  faut  f rae  bliss  expeli'd  me ; 

I  own'd  the  tale  was  true  he  tell'd  me, 

"But,  what  the  matter? 
(Quo'  I)  I  fear  unless  je  geld  me, 

I'll  ne'er  be  better  I " 

"  Geld  you  I  (quo'  he)  an'  what  for  no? 
If  that  your  right  hand,  leg,  or  toe 
Should  ever  prove  your  sp'rttual  foe, 

You  should  remember 
To  cut  it  aff — an'  what  for  no 

Your  dearest  member?" 

"  Na,  na,  (quo'  I,)  I'm  no  for  that. 
Gelding's  nae  better  than  'tis  ca't; 
I'd  rather  suffer  for  my  faut 

A  hearty  flewit. 
As  sair  owre  hip  as  ye  can  draw't, 

Tho'  I  should  me  it. 

"  Or,  gin  ye  like  to  end  the  hosier. 
To  please  us  a' — I've  just  ae  ither^— 
When  next  wi'  yon  lass  I  forgather, 

Whate'er  betide  it, 
in  frankly  gie  her  't  a'  thegither. 

An'  let  her  guide  it" 

But,  sir,  this  pleas'd  them  warst  of  a'. 
An'  therefore.  Tarn,  when  that  I  saw, 
I  said  "  Gude  night,"  an'  cam'  awa'. 

An'  left  the  Session ; 
I  saw  they  were  resolvM  a' 

On  my  oppression. 
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T|IE  B^G^  ftp  XV^i 
A  Poon 

The  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rmtic  plot^h, 

Lcanun^  his  tiucf^  *^^  fn)R  f^'r;  hpngh; 

The  chaqtiog  hwet,  c{i  ^«  tn^I^  Micocb, 

Hailing  th«  set^ii^  sun,  sweet,  i^  fhe  STfcn  thorn  bush; 

The  soar^fif  laH^  tt^f  pficq^ttg  red-breast  shrill. 

Or  dcep-ton'd  flciv£c$  Stex->  wilfl-whistIii>S o'er  the  hill; 

Shkll  tte — l^ui^  in  the  peasant's  lowly  shed. 

To  hardy  independence  Iwavely  brtd. 

By  early  PpyfTty  \o  hardjl^ip  ^te«I'4, 

And  train^^  tp  ;^mu  in  ^f^  Mtsfoctqqc''^  ^"'^ — 

Shall  he  Ik  guilt;;  oi(  ^eir  hireliog  crimo^ 

The  servile,  iq^cenarj:  Swiss  of  rhymes? 

Or  labour  l^u^  th^  pan^ync  cki$«v 

With  all  the  ven^l  soul  o{  dedicating  prose? 

No !  though  his  artless  strains  he  rudely  sings. 

And  throifis  hif,  tfu><^  uncf^uthly  o'er  fhe  strings. 

He  glo^s  ^^^1  ^i  i^^e  aiipt  of  the  B^rd, 

Fame,  hone$t  ^Qif .  ^iq  gicat,  hi^  dcc^f  f  eiyanL 

Still,  if  sQpip  patron' |i  gen'rous  care  he  trace, 

Skill'd  in  (h);  fec^et  to  be^(ow  with  gi^)cf ; 

When  BallandfiQ  ^fciei^ds  his  humble  name. 

And  hands  the  rustic  stranger  up  to  fame. 

With  ^Mct^plj  tlifoe^  l^is  ff^teM  ^"n  «*«"'• 

The  l^^e  \ia^  \Q  give,  ^lotie  CJff (J^ 


Twaa  wbcfl  thf  stack^,  get  on  their  winter  hap, 
And  thacfe  and  rape  secure  the  toil-won  crap; 
Potatoe-bings  are  snuggM  up  frae  skaith 
O'  coming  Winter's  biting,  frosty  breath; 
The  bees,  rejmcing  o'er  their  summer  toili, 
Unnumber'd  buds  an'  flow'rs'  delicious  spoils, 
Seal'd  up  with  frugal  care  in  massive  waxen  piles, 
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Are  doom'd  by  Man,  that  tyrant  o'er  the  weak. 
The  death  o'  derili,  Btnoor'd  wi'  brinutone  rede: 
The  thundering  gun*  are  heard  on  ev'ry  aide. 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatter  wide ; 
The  feathar'd  field-matei,  bound  by  Nature's  tie. 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  lie : 
(What  warm,  poetic  heart  but  inly  bleeds. 
And  execrates  man's  sa*age,  ruthleii  deeds !) 
Nae  mair  the  flow'r  in  field  or  meadow  springs, 
Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings. 
Except  perhaps  the  Rabin's  whistling  glee. 
Proud  o'  the  height  o'  some  bit  half-luig  tree: 
The  hoary  moms  precede  the  sunny  days, 
Mild,  calm,  serene,  vride  Ipreads  the  noontide  blate, 
While  thick  the  gotamour  waves  wanton  in  the  rays. 

'Twas  in  that  season,  when  a  simple  Bard, 
Unknown  and  poor— fiinpIidty'B  rewair!  \— 
Ac  night,  within  the  ancient  bnigh  of  Ayr, 
By  wbim  inspir'd,  or  haply  prcst  wi'  care. 
He  left  hti  bed,  and  took  his  wayward  roate, 
And  down  by  Simpjott'j^  wheel'd  the  left  about; 
(Whether  impell'd  by  alUdirecting  Fate, 
To  witness  what  I  after  shall  narrate; 
Or  whether,  rapt  in  meditation  high. 
He  wander'd  out,  he  knew  not  where  or  why:) 
The  drowsy  Dungeon-clock*  had  number'd  two. 
And  Wallace  Tower*  had  sworn  the  fact  was  true: 
The  tide-Ewoln  firth,  with  sullen-sounding  roar, 
Through  the  atlll  night  dash'd  hoarse  along  the  shore. 
All  else  was  huih'd  as  Nature's  cloidd  e'e; 
The  silent  moon  shone  high  o'er  tower  and  tree; 
The  chilly  frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam. 
Crept,  gently-crusting,  o'er  the  glittering  stream — 

When,  lol  on  either  haiul  the  Ust'ning  Bard, 
The  clanging  sngh  of  whistling  wings  is  heard; 
Two  dusky  forms  dart  through  the  midnight  air, 
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Swift  as  the  gos"  drives  m  the  wheeling  hare; 

Ane  on  th'  Auld  Brig  hii  airy  shape  uprears, 

The  other  flutters  o'er  the  rising  piers: 

Our  warlodc  Rhymer  instantly  descried 

The  Sprites  that  owre  the  Brigs  of  Ayr  preside. 

(That  Bards  are  aecond-sighted  is  nae  joke. 

And  ken  the  lingo  of  the  sp'ritual  folk; 

Fays,  Spunkies,  Kelpies,  a',  they  can  explain  them. 

And  even  the  very  deils  they  brawly  ken  them). 

"  Auld  Brig  "  appear'd  of  ancient  Pictish  racCt 

The  very  wrinkles  Gothic  in  his  face; 

He  seem'd  as  he  wi'  Time  had  warstl'd  lang. 

Yet,  teughly  doure,  he  bade  an  unco  haag. 

"  New  Brig"  was  buskit  in  a  hraw  new  coat. 

That  he,  at  Lon'cm,  f rae  ane  Adams  got ; 

In  's  hand  five  taper  staves  as  smooth  's  a  bead, 

Wi'  virls  and  whirlygigums  at  the  head. 

The  Goth  was  stalking  round  with  anxious  search. 

Spying  the  time-wom  flaws  in  every  arch; 

It  chanc'd  his  new-come  neibor  took  his  e'e. 

And  e'en  a  vexed  and  angry  heart  had  he  t 

Wi'  thjeveless  sneer  to  see  his  modish  mien, 

He,  down  the  water,  gies  faim  this  guid-e'en : — 

Atiui  Bkig 

"  I  doubt  na,  f rien',  ye'll  think  ye're  nae  shcqishank, 
Ance  ye  were  streekit  owre  f  rae  bank  to  bank  I 
But  gin  ye  be  a  brig  as  auld  as  me — 
Tho'  faith,  that  date,  I  doubt,  ye'll  never  see— 
There'll  be,  if  that  day  come,  I'll  wad  a  boddle. 
Some  fewer  whigmaleeries  in  your  noddle." 

New  Brig 

"  Auld  Vandal !  ye  but  show  your  little  maue, 
Just  much  about  it  wi'  your  scanty  sense: 
Will  your  poor,  narrow  foot-path  of  a  street, 
Where  twa  wheel-barrows  tremble  when  they  mee^ 
•The  Goi-h»wk,  or  Fakon.— B.fl. 
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Your  roin'd,  fonnless  bulk  o'  sUne  and  Uoie, 
Cmnpare  wi'  bonie  brigs  o'  modern  time? 
There's  men  of  taste  wou'd  tak  the  Ducat  streata  * 
Tho'  they  should  cast  the  very  sark  and  swim. 
E'er  they  would  grate  their  feeUngs  wi'  the  view 
O'  sic  an  ugly,  Gothic  hulk  as  you." 

AuLD  Bug 

"Conceited  gowk  I  puGTd  up  wi'  windy  pride  I 
This  mony  a  year  I've  stood  the  flood  an'  tide; 
And  tho'  wi'  crazy  eild  I'm  sair  forfairn, 
I'll  be  a  brig  when  ye're  a  shapeless  cairn  1 
As  yet  ye  little  ken  about  the  matter. 
But  twa-three  winters  will  inform  ye  better. 
When  heavy,  dark,  continued,  a'-day  rains, 
Wi'  deepening  deluges  o'erflow  the  plains; 
When  from  the  hills  where  springs  the  brawling  Coil, 
Or  stately  Lugar's  mossy  fountains  boil ; 
Or  where  the  Greenock  winds  his  moorland  course. 
Or  haunted  Garpal  draws  his  feeble  source, 
Aroused  by  blustering  winds  an'  spotting  thowcs, 
In  mony  a  torrent  down  the  snaw-broo  rowes; 
While  crashing  ice,  borne  on  the  rolling  spate, 
Sweeps  dams,  an'  mills,  an'  brigs,  a'  to  the  gate; 
And  from  Glenhuck,'  down  to  the  Eatton-key,* 
Auld  Ayr  is  just  one  lengthen'd,  tumbling  sea — 
Then  down  ye'U  hurl,  (deil  nor  ye  never  rise ! ) 
And  dash  the  gumlie  jaups  up  to  the  pouring  skies  I 
A  lesson  sadly  teaching,  to  your  cost. 
That  Architecture's  noble  art  is  lost  I " 

New  Brig 

"  Fine  architecture,  trowth,  I  needs  must  say't  0*1, 
The  1^-d  be  thankit  that  we've  tint  the  gate  o't  t 
Gaunt,  ghastly,  ghaist-alluring  edifices. 
Hanging  with  threaf  ning  jut  like  precipices; 

*  A  fietnf  ford,  jnal  Aon  Ac  Aald  ttrit.^F.  V. 
•The  Kinrce  of  the  Riwr  Ayr.— B.  B.  _. 

*A  noil  laoAof  place  above  the  large  qaaf.— K  S. 
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O'er-arching,  mouldy,  glooiD-inspIring  coves, 

Supportmf  roofs,  fantastic,  stony  ^oves ; 

Windows  and  doors  In  nameless  sculptures  drest 

With  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  unblest; 

Forms  like  some  bedlam  Statuary's  dreatn. 

The  craz'd  creations  of  miaguidul  whim ; 

Forms  might  be  worshipp'd  on  the  hended  knee, 

And  still  the  second  dread  command  be  free; 

Their  likeness  is  not  found  on  earth,  in  air,  or  seal 

Mansions  that  would  disgr&ce  the  building  tftMe 

Of  any  mason  reptile,  bird  or  beast: 

Fit  only  for  a  doited  monkish  race. 

Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embrace. 

Or  cuifs  of  later  times,  wha  held  the  notion. 

That  sullen  gloom  was  sterling  true  devotion: 

Fancies  that  our  gufd  Brug^  denies  protection, 

And  soon  may  they  expire,  unblest  wi'  resutrtction  1 " 

Auu>  Bus 

"  0  ye,  my  dear-remember'd,  indetit  yealittgt, 
Were  ye  but  here  to  share  my  wounded  feelings  I 
Ye  worthy  ProvcSes,  an'  mony  a  Bailie, 
Wha  in  the  paths  0'  righteousness  did  toll  aye; 
Ye  dainty  Deacons,  and  ye  douce  Convener*, 
To  whom  our  moderns  are  bat  causey-tieanets ; 
Ye  godly  Councils,  wha  hae  blest  this  town; 
Ye  godly  Brethren  o'  the  sacred  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gie  your  hurdies  to  the  gmlters ; 
And  (what  would  no*  be  strange),  ye  godly  Writert; 
A'  ye  douce  folk  I've  borne  aboon  the  broo. 
Were  ye  but  here,  what  would  ye  say  or  do? 
How  would  your  spiritt  groan  in  deep  vexation. 
To  see  each  melancholy  alteration; 
And,  agonising,  curse  the  time  and  place 
When  ye  begat  the  base  degenerate  race! 
Nae  langer  rev'rend  men,  their  country's  glofy. 
In  plain  braid  Scots  hold  forth  a  plain  braid  stoty; 
Nae  langer  thrifty  citizens,  an'  douce, 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  !n  the  COuncil*bouBe  t 
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But  8t«utnrtl,  corky-heAded.  gracelcBs  GeHlry, 
The  herryment  and  ruin  of  the  country; 
M«fi,  three-paru  made  by  tailors  and  by  barbers, 
Wha  waste  your  weel-haln'd  sear  on  d — 'd  new  brigs 
and  harbours  1 " 

New  Brig 

"  Now  baud  you  tbere  I  for  felth  ye've  said  cnonglt, 
And  muckle  matr  than  ye  can  mak  to  througb. 
As  for  your  Priesthood,  I  shall  say  but  little. 
Corbies  and  Clergy  are  a  shot  right  kittle: 
But,  under  favour  o'  your  langcr  beard. 
Abuse  o'  Maiftitrates  mi^t  we«I  be  aptr'd; 
To  liken  them  to  your  auld-warld  squad, 
I  must  needs  say,  comparisons  are  odd. 
In  Ayr,  wag-wits  nae  mair  can  hae  a  handle 
To  mouth '  a  Citizen,'  a  term  o'  scandal ; 
Nae  mair  the  Council  waddles  down  the  itrect, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit ; 
Men  wha  grew  wise  priggin  owre  hops  and  raisitis, 
Or  gather'd  lib'ral  views  in  Bonds  and  Seisins : 
If  haply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp. 
Had  shor'd  them  with  a  glimmer  of  his  lamp. 
And  wouM  to  Coramon-sesK  for  onca  betray'd  them. 
Plain,  doll  Stupidity  stept  kindly  in  to  aid  than." 

'  What  farther  clish-ma-clavar  might  been  raid* 
What  bloody  ware,  if  Sprites  had  blood  to  shed, 
No  man  can  tell ;  but,  all  before  their  sight, 
A  fairy  train  appear'd  in  order  bright ; 
Adown  the  glittering  stream  they  featly  danc'd; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  various  dresses  glanc'd: 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat'ry  glass  so  neat. 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet: 
While  arts  of  Minstrelsy  among  them  rung. 
And  soul -ennobling  Bards  heroic  ditties  sung. 

O  had  MXauchlan,'  thai rm-inspi ring  s^^ 
Been  there  to  hear  this  heavenly  band  engage, 
*  A  well-knawa  pcrf  urmti  of  Scottiili  mode  on  tke  vioUo. — R.  Bt 
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Wben  thro'  his  dear  stratlispeys  th^  bore  with  Hl^ 

land  rage ; 
Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia's  melting  airs, 
The  lover's  raptured  joys  or  bleeding  cares; 
How  would  his  Highland  lug  been  nobler  fir'd, 
And  ev'n  his  matchless  hand  with  finer  touch  iospir'dt 
No  guc53  could  tell  what  instrument  appear'd, 
But  all  the  soul  of  Music's  self  was  heard; 
Harmonious  concert  rung  in  every  part, 
While  simple  melody  pour'd  moving  on  the  heart. 

The  Genius  of  the  Stream  in  front  appears, 
A  venerable  Chief  advanc'd  in  years; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown'd. 
His  manly  leg  with  garter-tangle  bound. 
Next  came  the  loveliest  pair  in  all  the  ring. 
Sweet  female  Beauty  hand  in  hand  with  Spring; 
Then,  crown'd  with  flow'ry  hay,  came  Rural  Joy, 
And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-beaming  eye; 
All-cheering  Plenty,  with  her  flowing  horn, 
Led  yellow  Autumn  wreath'd  with  nodding  com; 
Then  Winter's  timc-bleach'd  locks  did  hoary  show, 
By  Hospitality  with  cloudless  brow: 
Next  followed  Courage  with  his  martial  stride, 
From  where  the  Feal  mid-woody  coverts  hide^ 
Benevolence,  with  mild,  benignant  atr, 
A  female  form,  came  from  the  tow'rs  of  Stair;? 
learning  and  Worth  in  equal  measures  trode. 
From  simple  Catrine,  their  long-Iov'd  abode :" 
Last,  white-rob'd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  hazel  wreath. 
To  rustic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 
The  broken,  iron  instruments  of  death: 
At  sight  of  whom  our  Sprites  forgat  their  kindling 
wrath. 

complimeot  to  the  Urataomerie*  of  CoilfOdd,  on  the  Fetl  «r  Ftlli, 
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FRAGMENT  OF  SONG 

Thk  night  was  still,  and  o'er  the  tuD 

The  moon  shone  on  the  castle  wa' ; 
The  mavis  sang,  while  dew-drops  hai^ 

Around  her  on  the  castle  wa' ; 
Sae  merrily  they  danced  the  ring 

Frae  eenin'  till  the  cock  did  craw; 
And  aye  the  o'erword  o'  the  spring 

Was  "  Irvine's  bairns  are  bonie  a'." 


EPIGRAM  ON  ROUGH  ROADS 

I'm  now  arrived— thanks  to  the  godsl — 

Thro'  pathways  rough  and  muddy, 
A  certain  sign  that  maldn  roads 

Is  no  this  people's  study: 
Altbo'  I'm  not  wi'  Scripture  cram'd, 

I'm  sure  the  Bible  says 
That  heedless  sinners  shall  be  damti'<t 

Unless  they  mend  their  ways. 


PRAYER-O  THOU  DREAD  POWER 


O  Thou  dread  Power,  who  reign'st  above, 

I  know  thou  wilt  me  hear. 
When  for  this  scene  of  peace  and  love, 

I  make  this  prayer  sincere. 

The  hoary  Sire — the  mortal  stroke. 
Long,  long  be  pleas'd  to  spare ; 

To  bless  his  little  filial  flock. 
And  show  what  good  men  are. 
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Sfie,  who  her  lovely  offspring  eyes 

With  tender  hopes  and  fears, 
O  bless  her  with  a  mother's  joys. 

But  spare  a  mother's  tears  I 

Their  hope,  their  stay,  their  darling  youtH. 

In  manhood's  dawning  blush, 
Bless  him.  Thou  God  of  lov«  and  tniQr, 

Up  to  a  parent's  wish. 

The  beauteous,  seraph  sister-band— 

With  earnest  tears  I  pray — 
Thou  know'st  the  snares  on  ev'ry  hand. 

Guide  Thou  their  steps  alway. 

When,  soon  or  late,  they  reach  that  coas^ 
O'er  Life's  rough  ocean  driven, 

May  they  rejoice,  no  wand'rer  lott, 
A  family  in  Heaven  I 


FAREWELL  SONG  TO  THE  BANKS  OF  AYR 

Tune — "  RosUn  Castle." 

"  I  composed  this  song  as  1  conveyed  my  chest  so  far  on  my  road 
to  Greenock,  where  I  was  to  embark  in  a  few  days  for  Ja 
meant  it  as  my  farewell  dirge  to  my  native  land." — R,  B, 

The  gloomy  night  is  gath'ring  fast. 
Loud  roars  the  wild,  inconstant  blast. 
Yon  murky  cloud  is  foul  with  rain, 
I  see  it  driving  o'er  the  plain; 
The  hunter  now  has  left  the  moor, 
The  scatt'red  coveys  meet  secure ; 
While  here  I  wander,  prest  with  carc, 
Along  the  lonely  baidcs  of  Ayr. 

The  Autumn  mourns  her  rip'aing  com 
By  early  Winter's  rav^e  torn; 
Across  her  placid,  azure  tky. 
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She  s«es  tb«  leoiiriing  tempest  fly; 
Chill  nma  vay  blood  to  he»r  it  ravfl; 
I  think  tipoq  the  stoniiy  wave. 
Where  m»ny  «  danger  I  must  dare, 
Far  from  th«  bonic  banks  ol  Ayr. 

Tis  not  the  surging  billow's  roar, 
Tis  not  that  fatal,  deadly  shore; 
Tho'  death  in  ev'ry  shape  appear, 
The  wretched  have  no  more  to  fear: 
But  round  my  heart  the  ties  are  bound. 
That  heart  transpierc'd  with  many  a  wound; 
These  bleed  afresh,  those  ties  I  tear. 
To  leave  the  bonle  banks  of  Ayr. 

Farewell,  old  Coila's  hitis  and  dales. 
Her  heathy  moon  and  wlndinjf  vales; 
The  scenes  where  wretched  Fancy  roves. 
Punning  past,  unhappy  loves ! 
FaKwtlt,  my  friends  t  farewell,  my  foes  1 
My  peaM  with  these,  my  love  with  those : 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare — 
Farewell,  the  boale  banks  of  Ayr  I 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  TOOTHACHE 

My  curse  upon  your  venom'd  stang. 
That  shoots  my  tortur'd  gums  alang. 
An'  thro'  my  lug  gies  sic  a  twang, 

Wi'  gnawing  vengeance, 
Tearing  my  nerves  wi'  bitter  pang. 

Like  racking  cnguiesl 

When  fevers  burn,  or  agues  freeze  us. 
Rheumatics  gnaw,  or  colics  squeeze  us, 
Our  neibor's  sympathy  can  ease  us, 

Wi'  pitying  moan; 
But  thee — thou  hell  o'  a'  diseases — 

Tbey  mock  our  grout. 
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Adown  my  beard  the  slavers  trickle, 
I  throw  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  mickle, 
While  round  the  fire  the  giglets  keckle. 

To  see  me  loup. 
An',  ravii^  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doupl 

In  a'  the  numerous  human  dools, 

III  hairsts,  daft  bargains,  cutty  stools. 

Or  worthy  fricn's  rak'd  i'  the  mools,^ 

Sad  sight  to  seel 
The  tricks  o'  knaves,  or  fash  o'  foots. 

Thou  bear'st  the  gree  t 

Where'er  that  place  be  priests  ca'  hell. 
Where  a'  the  tones  o'  misery  yell. 
An'  rank&l  plagues  their  nund>ers  tell. 

In  dreadfu'  raw. 
Thou,  Toothache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell, 

Amang  them  a'l 

O  thou  grim,  mischief-making  chtel, 
That  gars  the  notes  o'  discord  squeel. 
Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore,  a  shoe-thick, 
Gie  &'  the  £aes  o'  Scotland's  weal 

A  towmond's  toothache  I 


UNES  ON  MEETING  WITH  LORD  DAER* 

This  wot  ye  all  whom  it  concerns, 
I,  Rhymer  Robin,  alias  Bums, 

October  twenty-third, 
A  ne'er-to-be-forgotten  day, 
Sae  far  I  sprackl'd  up  the  brae, 

I  dinner'd  wi'  a  Lord. 

'At  the  booK  of  ProftMor  Duftld  SMrait. 
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Tvt  been  at  drucken  writers'  feasts. 
Nay,  been  bttch-fou  'mang  godly  priests— 

Wi'  rev'rence  be  it  spoken  I— 
I've  even  join'd  the  hononr'd  jorum. 
When  mighty  Squiresbips  of  the  quorum. 

Their  hydra  drouth  did  sloken. 

But  wi'  a  Lord  1 — stand  out  my  shin, 
A  Lord — a  Peer — an  Earl's  son ! 

Up  higher  yet,  my  bonnet 
An'  sic  a  Lordl — lang  Scotch  elis  twa, 
Our  Peerage  he  o'erlooks  them  a'. 

As  I  look  o'er  my  sonnet 

But  O  for  Hogarth's  magic  pow'rl 
To  show  Sir  Bardie's  willyart  glow*!. 

An'  how  he  star'd  and  stammer'd, 
When,  goavin,  as  if  led  wi'  branks. 
An'  stumpin  on  his  ploughman  shanks, 

He  in  the  parlour  hammer'd. 

I  sidling  shelter'd  in  a  nook, 
An'  at  Us  Lordship  steal't  a  look, 

Like  some  portentous  omen; 
Except  good  sense  and  social  glee. 
An'  (what  suipris'd  me)  modesty, 

I  markM  nought  uncommon. 

I  watch'd  the  symptoms  o'  the  Great, 
The  gentle  pride,  the  lordly  state. 

The  arrogant  assuming; 
The  Sent  a  pride,  nae  pride  had  he, 
Nor  sauce,  nor  state,  that  I  could  sec, 

Mair  than  an  honest  ploughr.ian. 

Then  from  his  Lordship  I  shall  learn. 
Henceforth  to  meet  with  unconcern 

One  rank  as  weel's  another; 
Nae  honest,  worthy  man  need  care 
To  meet  with  noble  youthful  Daer, 

For  be  but  awets  a  brother. 
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rwM^-" Shtwn-boy."  or  "Over  tlw  water  to  Charlie." 

Ye  sons  of  old  Killie,  auembled  by  Willie, 

To  follow  the  noble  vocation; 
Your  thrifty  old  mother  has  scarce  such  another 

To  sit  in  that  honourid  station. 
I've  little  to  say,  but  only  to  pray, 

As  praying's  the  ton  of  your  fashion; 
A  prayer  from  the  Muse  you  well  may  excuse 

'Tis  seldom  her  favourite  passion. 

Ye  powers  who  preside  o'er  the  wind  and  tjie  tide, 

Who  marWd  each  element's  border; 
Who  formed  this  frame  with  beneficent  aim. 

Whose  sovereign  statute  is  order: — 
Within  this  dear  mansion,  may  wayward  Contention 

Or  withered  Envy  ne'er  enter; 
May  secrecy  round  be  the  mystical  bound. 

And  brotherly  Love  be  the  centre  I 


TAM  SAMSON'S  ELEGY 

"An  hooeit  naD'a  the  noblett  work  of  God"— Pora. 

When  this  worthy  old  tparUman  weat  out,  lait  mnirfowl  ttMoa, 
he  supposed  it  was  to  be,  in  OsBian's  phrase,  "thelaet  of  his  Gelds." 
and  expressed  an  ardent  wish  to  die  and  be  buried  in  the  mairs.  On 
this  hint  the  author  composed  bis  clegr  and  epitsplu — R.  B.,  1787. 

Has  auld  Kilmarnock  seen  the  deil? 
Or  great  Mackinlay'  thrawn  his  heel? 
Or  Robertson'  again  grown  weel. 

To  preach  an'  read? 
"  Na'  wanr  than  a'  I  cries  ilka  chiel, 

"Tam  Samson's  dead!" 

>A  ccrt^D  DTcacher,  ■  great  favomile  with  the  million.  Vidt  "The 
Ordinatian,"  Mania  li.^R.  S. 

'  Anotber  preacher,  an  eousl  favouiiu  wichtli 
tiling.    For  ub  MO  also  *  ^t  Or^naiisn,"  m 
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KilmitiittdE  I&Ht  Vatj  ftWA  Hn'  gi^Ulf; 
Aa'  hi|fr,  Ui'  ^db,  dH'  gt'ciH  lifcr  Uhe; 
An'  d^  H^  bAihls,  WiUH  Mfr,  ah'  Wean, 

in  mourning  weed; 
To  feJwiH  Sht"^  aearlir  JliJ^'d  the  Wrie^ 

Tarn  Samson's  deadl 

The  Bi«tHt«A,  Id'  tKc  Ki^c  '^  lEvCl » 
May  Ulbt  tiidl-  h««d  itl  WJHil'  beVU, 
W1lit£  b^  Bleir  Ubse  tfie  lUfs  Will  revO-, 

Like  ony  bead; 
Dekth^  ^eri  th);  Lotjgt:  kit  tiiicd  tlevet; 

Tarn  Samson's  dead  I 

When  Win't^  mn^es  ti^  h!s  AVik. 
And  Uiidi  t6e  tfaire  lik):  ii  h>cli:; 
WUM  tct  the  lon^A  iH'e  tttrlet^  BbHc; 

Wi'  gteesome  q>eed, 
Wlib  Wfl  ttlb^  »kti(»h  Ai  the  "  code "  ? 

tarn  Samson's  deadt 

He  m^  th<:  ^ing  o'  k'  the  tort:. 
To  giliirid,  br  An.'Vt,  bl-  ibitk  a  bOre, 
Or  up  Ifie  rink  Iflii  TtKu  twit-. 

In  time  o'  need; 
Bfe  HBw  Ha  liii  B(J  beath*i  **  ht^^teore  "- 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

Now  Ute  Uie  stklblv  sawmoHt  sail, 
Aild  tfouts  bedropp  d  *i'  cHfeson  hail; 
Atid  eels,  WAt-keit'd  lor  sbbtile  tall, 

ftnd  geds  for  greed,   . 
since,  BSHc  Itl  Qe^th's  fish'creel,  wb  wdil 

Tam  Samson  dead  1 

Rejoice-,  ft  WWnf  piitHcks  a* ; 
Ye  co<iHe  mUlrcOdc^,  crbnsely  eta*; 
Ye  taanKni,  ^Jtk  ^tjpf  fad  In'  biiw 
Withouten  dread ; 
Your  mortal  fae  Is  niiM  awi; 

tam  Samson's  deadl 
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That  woefo'  morn  be  ever  moum'd. 
Saw  him  is  shooting  graitb  adora'd. 
While  pointers  round  impatient  bnm'd, 
Frae  couples  free'd; 
But  ochl  be  gaed  and  ne'er  retum'dl 
Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

In  vain  auld  age  his  body  batters, 
In  vain  the  gout  his  ancles  fetters. 
In  vain  the  bums  cam  down  like  waters, 

An  acre  braid! 
Now  ev'ry  auld  wife,  greetin,  clatters 

"  Tam  Samson's  dead  I" 

Owre  mony  a  weary  hag  he  limpit. 
An'  aye  the  tither  shot  he  thompit. 
Till  coward  Death  behind  him  jumpit, 

Wi'  deadly  feid; 
Now  he  proclaims  wi'  tout  o'  tnunpet, 

"  Tam  Samson's  dead  I " 

When  at  his  heart  he  felt  the  dag^^er. 
He  reel'd  his  -wonted  bottle-swagger. 
But  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trigger, 

Wi'  weel-aimed  heed; 
"  L— d,  five  I "  he  cr/d,  an'  owre  did  stagger— 

Tam  Samson's  deadl 

Ilk  hoary  hunter  moum'd  a  britfaer; 
Ilk  sportsman  youth  bemoan'd  a  father; 
Yon  auld  gray  stane,  amang  the  heather, 

Marks  out  his  head; 
Whare  Bums  has  wrote,  in  rhyming  blether, 

"Tam  Samson's  Deadl 

There,  low  he  lies  in  lasting  rest ; 
Perhaps  upon  his  mould'ring  breast 
Some  spitefu'  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest 

To  hatch  an'  breed: 
Alas  I  oae  mair  he'll  them  molest  1 

Tam  Samson's  deadl 
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'When  August  winds  the  heather  wave. 
And  sportsmen  wander  by  yon  grave. 
Three  volleys  let  his  memory  crave, 

O'  pouther  an'  lead, 
Till  Echo  answer  frae  her  cave, 

"Tarn  Samson's  deadl" 

Heav'n  rest  his  sauI  whare'er  he  be  I 
Is  th'  wish  o'  mony  mae  than  me: 
He  had  twa  fauts,  or  maybe  three, 

Yet  what  remead? 
Ac  social,  honest  man  want  we : 

Tam  Samson's  deadl 

THE   EPITAPH 

Tam  Samson's  weel-wom  clay  here  lies 
Ye  canting  zealots,  spare  him  I 
If  honest  worth  in  Heaven  rise, 
Ye'll  mend  or  ye  win  near  htm. 

FCK    COKTSA 

Go,  Fame,  an'  canter  like  a  filly 
Thro'  a'  the  streets  an'  neuks  o'  Killie;? 
Tell  ev'ry  social  honest  billie 

To  cease  his  grievin ; 
For,  yet  unskaithed  by  Death's  gleg  gullift 

Tam  Samson's  leevinl 


EPISTLE  TO  MAJOR  LOGAN 

Hail,  thainn-inspirin,  rattlin  Willie! 
Tbo*  fortune's  road  be  roi^  an'  hilly 
To  every  fiddling,  rhyming  billie. 

We  never  heed. 
But  take  it  like  the  nnback'd  filly. 

Proud  o'  her  speed. 

■  Eibniciioek.— A.  B. 
HC— V0I.S 
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When,  idly  goavin,  whiles  we  ssunter, 

Yirrl  fancy  barks,  awa  we  canter, 

Up  hill,  down  brae,  till  some  tntschanter^ 

Some  black  bog-hol^ 
Arrests  at;  then  the  scathe  an'  banter 

We're  forced  to  thole. 

Hale  he  your  heart!  hale  be  your  flddltl 
Lang  may  your  dbuck  jink  and  diddle, 
To  cheer  you  through  the  weary  widdlt 

O'  this  wild  wart'. 
Until  ydu  on  a  crummock  driddle, 

A  grey  hair'd  carl. 

Come  wealth,  come  poortith  late  or  soon. 
Heaven  send  your  heart-strings  aye  in  tuo^ 
And  screw  your  temper-pine  aboon 

(A  fifth  or  mair) 
The  melanchoHouB,  laiy  crooti 

O'  cankrit  care. 

May  still  your  life  from  day  to  day. 
Nae  "  Icnte  largo  "  in  the  play. 
But  "allegretto  forte"  gay, 

Harmonious  lloW, 
A  sweeping,  kindling,  bauld  strathsptjf— > 

Encore  t  Bravo  1 

A  blessing  on  the  cheery  gang 
Wha  dearly  like  a  jig  or  sang, 
An'  never  think  o'  right  an'  wrang 

By  square  an'  ml^ 
But,  u  tht  clegs  o'  feeling  itang, 

Are  wise  or  fool. 

My  hand-waled  curse  keep  hard  In  chase 
The  harpy,  hoodock,  purse-proud  rac^ 
Wha  count  on  poortith  as  disgrace ; 

Their  tuneless  heut^ 
May  fireside  diKords  jar  a  base 

To  •'  th«r  parts. 
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But  oMiie,  your  hatid,  in^r  careless  brititer, 
I'  th'  ither  warl'.  If  there's  anhher. 
An*  that  there  Is,  I've  little  swither 

About  the  matter; 
We,  cheek  for  chow,  shall  jog  thegither, 

I'se  ne'er  bid  better. 

We've  faults  and  fallings— granted  clearly. 
We're  frail  backsliding  mortals  merely. 
Eve's  bonie  squad,  priests  wyte  them  shccrly 

For  our  grand  fa'; 
But  smi,  but  itiQ,  I  like  them  dearly^ 

God  bless  them  a'l 

Ocbon  for  poor  Caetallan  drinkers. 
When  they  fa'  foul  o'  earthly  jlnkers  I 
The  witching,  cun'd,  delicious  blinkers 

Hae  put  me  hyte. 
And  gart  me  weet  my  waukrif «  winkers, 

Wi'  gimin  spite. 

But  by  yod  ilKxm  I — and  that's  high  swearii^— 
An'  every  star  within  my  hearin  I 
An'  by  her  cen  wha  was  a  dear  ane  1 

111  ne'er  forget; 
I  hope  to  ^e  the  Jads  a  clearin 

In  fair  play  yet 

My  loss  I  mourn,  but  not  repent  It ; 
III  seek  my  pursie  whare  I  tint  it; 
Anca  to  the  Indies  I  were  wcmted, 

Some  cantrip  hoar 
By  some  sweet  elf  111  yet  be  dinted; 

Then  vive  I'atmmrt 

Faitea  met  latssemaint  respectueiues. 

To  lentinKutal  sister  Stuie, 

And  honest  Lucky;  no  to  roose  you. 

Ye  may  be  proud. 
That  tic  a  couple  fate  allows  ye. 

To  grace  your  Uood. 


L,„,;,z...,  Google 


ROBERT  BURNS 

Nae  mair  at  present  can  I  measure, 

An'  trowth  my  rhymin  ware's  nae  treasure^ 

But  when  in  Ayr,  some  half-hour's  leisurci 

Bc't  light,  be't  dark, 
Sir  Bard  will  do  himself  the  pleasure 
To  call  at  Park. 

ROBEBT  BUKNS. 
Uotsgiel,  zotk  October,  1786- 


FRAGMENT  ON  SENSIBILITY 

RusrraTY's  ungainly  form 
May  cloud  the  highest  mind ; 

But  when  the  heart  is  nobly  warm. 
The  good  excuse  will  find. 

Propriety's  cold,  cautious  rules 
Warm  fervour  may  o'erlook: 

But  spare  poor  sensibility 
,Th'  ungentle,  harsh  rebuke. 


A  WINTER  NIGHT 

*  Foot  naked  wretclies,  wfaemoe'er  you  an. 
That  tnde  the  pelting  of  this  pitUeu  Btona  I 
How  shall  your  houieleM  heads,  uid  tmfed  side% 
Your  loop'd  ind  windoir'd  raggedneM,  defend  yon 
From  seaMiis  nch  as  these  ?  " — Shakesriuk, 

When  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  dour. 
Sharp  shivers  thro'  the  leafless  bow'r ; 
When  Phcebus  gics  a  short-liv'd  gloVr, 

Far  south  the  lift, 
Dim-^rk'ning  thro'  the  flaky  show'r. 

Or  whirling  drift: 

Ae  night  the  storm  the  steei>Ies  rodced. 
Poor  Labour  sweet  in  sleep  was  lodcet^ 
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While  burns,  wi'  snawy  wreaths  ap-choked. 
Wild- eddying  swirl; 

Or.  thro'  the  mining  outlet  bodced, 

Down  headlong  hurl : 

list'ning  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle^ 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle. 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  this  brattle 

O'  winter  war, 
Atid  thro'  the  drift,  deep-lairing,  sprattle 

Beneath  a  scar. 

Ilk  happing  bird, — wee,  helpless  thing! 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring. 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing, 

What  comes  o'  thee? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  cluttering  wing. 

An'  close  thy  e'e  ? 

EVn  you,  on  murdering  errands  toil'd. 

Lone  from  your  savage  homes  exil'd. 

The  blood-stain'd  roost,  and  sheep-cote  spoil'd 

My  heart  forgets. 
While  pityless  the  tempest  wild 

Sore  on  you  beats  I 

Now  Phcebe  in  her  midnight  reign, 
Dark-muffl'd,  view'd  the  dreary  plain; 
Still  crowdit^  thoughts,  a  pensive  train. 

Rose  in  my  soul. 
When  on  my  ear  this  plantive  strain. 

Slow,  solemn,  stole— 

"Blow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  heavier  guBtl 
And  freeze,  thou  bitter-biting  frost  I 
Descend,  ye  chilly,  smothering  snows  t 
Not  all  your  rage,  as  now  united,  shows 

More  bard  unkindness  unrelenting. 

Vengeful  malice,  unrepenting. 
Than  heaven-iUumin'd  Man  os  brother  Uan  bestowi  I 
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"  See  sterti  Owireasion'B  Uon  grip. 
Or  tnad  Ambition's  gory  hand. 
Sending,  lllce  blodd-hounda  from  the  slip, 
iVtX,  Want,  and  Murder  o'er  a  land  I 
Ev'n  in  the  peaceful  rural  vale, 
Truth,  weeping,  telle  the  mournful  talct 
How  pampcr'd  Luxury,  Flatt'ry  by  h*f  gld^ 
The  pariuite  empoisoning  her  ear, 
With  ail  the  servile  wrttches  in  the  rear, 
Latki  &ir  proud  Property,  extended  widei 
And  eyes  the  feimple,  rustic  hind, 

Whose  toil  upholds  the  glitt'ring  show — 
A  cfe«ture  6t  Another  kind, 
Some  (D&rser  substance,  unrefifl'd — 
Plac'd  for  her  lordly  Use,  thus  far,  thug  viU,  below  I 

"  Where,  where  is  Love's  fond,  tender  throe. 
With  lordly  Honour's  lofty  brow, 
The  pow'rs  you  proudly  own? 
Is  there,  beneath  Love's  nobte  name, 
Can  hat-bour  dark,  the  selfish  aim, 

to  bl^s  himself  alone  t 
Mark  m^den-{nn<)ceilce  a  prey 

To  iove-pretetiding  snares: 
This  boasted  Honour  turns  away. 
Shunning  soft  Pity's  rising  sway. 
Regardless  of  the  tears  and  unavailing  pray'rst 
Perhaps  this  hour.  In  Misery's  squalid  ntst, 
She  strains  your  infant  to  her  Joyless  breast. 
And  with  il  mother's  fears  shrinks  at  the  rocking  blast  I 

"  Oh  ye !  who,  Sutik  itt  beds  of  down, 

Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create. 
Think,  for  i  moment,  oH  hie  Wretched  fat^ 
Whom  fridnds  and  fortune  quite  disown  I 
Ill-satisfy'd  keen  nature's  clamoroua  Call, 

Stretch'd  oH  his  straw,  he  lays  hinuelf  to  filCep; 
While  through  the  ragged  roof  and  chinky  wall. 
Chill,  o'er  his  slumbers,  piles  the  drtf^  heapl 
thiHk  on  the  dungeon's  grim  eonfine. 
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Vniere  Guilt  and  poor  Misfortune  pine  I 
Gvllt,  erring  man,  relenting  view, 
But  thall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
The  wretch,  already  cnuhid  low 
By  cruel  Fortune's  undeserved  blow  ? 

Affliction's  tons  are  brothers  in  dtstreBs; 

A  brother  to  relieve,  how  exquisite  the  blisi  I " 

I  heard  nae  mair,  for  Chanticleer 
Shook  off  the  pouthery  snaw, 

And  hail'd  the  morning  with  a  cheer, 
A  cottage-rousing  craw. 

But  deep  this  truth  impresi'd  my  mind- 
Thro'  alt  His  works  abroad. 

The  heart  benevolent  and  kind 
The  moat  resembles  God. 


SONG— yON  WILD  MOSSY  MOUNTAINS 

YoK  wild  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide. 
That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  o'  the  Clyde, 
Where  the  grouse  lead  their  coveys  thro'  the  heather  to  feed, 
And  the  shepherd  tends  his  flock  as  h«  pipes  on  his  reed. 

Not  Cowrie's  rich  valley,  nor  Forth's  sunny  shores, 
To  me  hae  the  charms  o'  yon  wild,  mossy  moora ; 
For  there,  by  a  linely,  sequeaterM  stream. 
Besides  a  sweet  lassie,  my  thought  and  my  dream. 

Amang  thae  wikl  mountains  shall  stilt  be  my  path. 
Ilk  stream  foaming  down  Its  aln  green,  narrow  strath ; 
For  there,  wi'  my  lassie,  the  day  lang  I  rove, 
While  o'er  us  unheeded  file  the  swltt  hours  o'  love. 

She  is  not  the  fairest,  altho'  she  Is  fair; 
O*  nice  education  but  sma'  is  her  share; 
Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  be ; 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassie  because  she  lo'es  ML 


L,„,;,z....,  Google 


K  BOBKBT  BUBNS 

To  Beauty  what  man  but  maun  yield  him  a  priz^ 
In  her  armour  of  glances,  and  blushes,  and  sighs? 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  hae  polish'd  her  darts, 
They  dazzle  our  een,  as  they  flie  to  our  hearts. 

But  kindness,  sweet  kindness,  in  the  fond-spaikling  e'e. 
Has  lustre  outshining  the  diamond  to  me ; 
And  the  heart  beating  love  as  I'm  clasp'd  in  her  arms, 
O,  these  arc  my  lassie's  all-conquering  charms  1 


ADDRESS  TO  EDINBURGH 

Ediha  1  Scotia's  darling  seat  t 
All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs. 

Where  once,  beneath  a  Monarch's  feet. 
Sat  Legislation's  sovereign  pow'rs: 
From  marking  wildly  scatt'red  flow'rs. 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stra/d, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  lingering  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  honour'd  shade. 

Here  Wealth  still  swells  the  golden  tide. 
As  busy  Trade  his  labours  plies; 

There  Architecture's  noble  pride 
Bids  elegance  and  splendour  rise: 
Here  Justice,  from  her  native  skies. 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod; 
There  Learning,  with  his  eagle  tjes, 

Sedcs  Science  in  her  coy  abode. 

Thy  sons,  Edina,  social,  kind. 
With  open  anus  the  stranger  Hail ; 

Their  views  enlai^d,  their  liberal  miiM], 
Above  the  narrow,  rural  vale: 
Attentive  still  to  Sorrow's  wail. 

Or  modest  Merit's  silent  claim; 
And  never  may  their  sources  faill 

And  never  Envy  blot  their  name  1 
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Thy  daughters  bright  thy  walks  adorn. 
Gay  as  the  gilded  summer  sky. 

Sweet  as  the  dewy,  milk-white  thorn. 
Dear  as  the  raptur'd  thrill  of  joy  I 
Fair  Burnet  strikes  th'  adoring  eye. 

Heaven's  beauties  on  my  fancy  shine; 
I  see  the  Sire  of  Loveion  high. 

And  own  His  work  indeed  divine  t 

There,  watching  high  the  least  alarms. 
Thy  rough,  rude  fortress  gleams  afar; 

Like  some  bold  veteran,  grey  in  arms. 
And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar: 
The  pond'rous  wall  and  massy  bar, 

Grim-rising  o'er  the  rugged  rock. 
Have  oft  withstood  assailing  war, 

And  oft  repell'd  th'  invader's  shock. 

With  awe-struck  thought,  and  pitying  tears, 
I  view  that  noble,  stately  Dome, 

Where  Scotia's  kings  of  other  years, 
Fam'd  heroes!  had  their  royal  home: 
Alas,  how  chang'd  the  times  to  come  I 

Their  royal  name  low  in  the  dust  I 

Their  hapless  race  wild-wand'rittg  roami 

Tho*  rigid  Law  cries  out  "  'twas  just  1 " 

Wild  beats  my  heart  to  trace  your  steps, 
Whose  ancestors,  in  days  of  yore, 

Thro*  hostile  ranks  and  ruin'd  gaps 
Old  Scotia's  bloody  Hon  bore: 
Ev'n  I  who  sing  in  rustic  lore. 

Haply  my  sires  have  left  their  shed. 
And  fac'd  grim  Danger's  loudest  roar. 

Bold-following  where  your  fathers  led  I 

Bdinal  Scotia's  darling  seat! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs ; 
Where  once,  beneath  a  Monarch's  feet. 

Sat  L^iislation's  sovereign  pow'rs : 
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From  nuifcing  wiMly-Kitt'rfld  flow'r% 
As  on  the  bwka  of  Ayr  I  »tny'4, 

Aiu]  alnfincf  loiWi  tiie  Itngeriag  trami 
I  shelter  in  tl?  hopiMir'd  Bfaad& 


ADDRESS  TO  A  HAGGIS 

Faii  fa'  your  honest,  lonsie  face, 
Great  ehleltatn  o'  the  puddln^nec  t 
AbooB  them  a'  ye  tafc  your  plaee, 

Falneh,  tripa,  or  tiiairm; 
Wecl  are  ye  wordy  o'  a  grace 

As  land's  ray  arm. 

The  groaning  trencher  there  yo  fill. 
Your  hurdiea  like  a  distant  hill. 
Your  pin  wad  help  to  mepd  a  nilll 

In  tine  o'  need. 
While  thro'  your  pore§  the  dews  distil 

like  qmber  beaj. 

I]is  knife  $ee  rustic  Labour  dight, 
An'  cut  you  up  wl'  ready  sleight, 
Trenching  your  gushing  entrails  brlgb^ 

Like  ony  ditch; 
And  then,  0  yihat  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-recWn,  rich  I 

Then,  horn  for  hom,  they  stretch  an*  strive: 
Dcil  tak  the  hindmoft !  on  they  drive, 
Till  a'  their  weel-swall'd  kytes  belyve 

Are  bent  like  drums; 
Then  auld  Guidman,  maist  like  to  rive, 

"Beth3iifeitI"huo». 

Is  there  that  owre  his  French  rffgiwrf 
Or  olio  that  wad  staw  a  sow. 
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Or  fricauee  wad  tnak«  her  spew 

Wi'  perfect  sconner. 

Looks  dgwa  wi'  sneering,  scornfu'  view 
On  sic  a  dinner? 

Poor  devii !  see  him  owre  his  trash, 

As  feckless  as  a  wither'd  rash, 

Bis  spindle  shank,  a  guid  wbip-laah. 

His  nieve  a  nit; 
Thro'  Mody  flood  or  field  to  dash, 

Q  how  unfit  I 

But  muk  the  Rustic,  haggis-fed. 

The  trembliag  tarth  resounds  his  tread. 

Clap  in  hil  wUie  nieve  a  blade, 

He'll  mak  it  whlssle; 
All'  legs  an'  arms,  an'  heads  will  sned. 

Like  taps  o'  thrissle- 

■Ye  Pow'rs  wha  mak  mankind  your  care. 
And  di^  them  out  their  hill  o'  fare, 
Auld  Scotland  wants  nae  skinking  ware 

That  jaups  in  lug^es; 
But,  if  ye  mih  her  gratefu'  prayer 

Gie  her  a  haggis ! 


TO  MISS  LOGAN 
With  Beattie'i  FMnu  for  a  New-Year's  Gih,  Jan.  i 

Again  the  silent  wheels  of  time 
Their  annual  round  have  driven. 

And  yott,  tho'  acare«  In  maiden  prime. 
Are  so  much  nearer  Heaven. 

No  gift4  have  I  from  Indian  coast) 

11)«  infant  year  to  hail  i 
I  lend  you  more  than  India  boaatlk 

Id  Edwin's  simple  tale. 
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Oar  sex  with  guile,  and  faitblesi  love. 
Is  charg'd,  perhaps  too  true; 

But  may,  dear  msid,  eacb  lover  prove 
An  Edwin  still  to  you. 


MR.  WILLIAM  SMELUE— A  SKETCH 

Shrewd  Willie  Smellie  to  Crochallan  came; 
The  old  cock'd  hat,  the  grey  surtout  the  same ; 
His  bristling  beard  just  rising  in  its  might, 
'Twas  four  long  nights  and  days  to  shaving  ni^t: 
His  uncomb'd  grizzly  locks,  wild  staring,  thatch'd 
A  head  for  thought  profound  and  clear,  utuoatcb'd ; 
Yet  Iho'  his  caustic  wit  was  bidng-rude, 
His  heart  was  warm,  benevolent,  and  good. 


RATTLIN,  ROARIN  WILUff 

As  I  cam  by  Crochallan, 

I  cannilic  keekit  ben; 
Rattlin,  roarin  Willie 

Was  sittin  at  yon  boord-en'; 
Sittin  at  yon  boord-en'. 

And  amang  gude  companie ; 
Rattlin,  roarin  Willie, 

You're  welcome  hame  to  met 


SONG— BONIE  DUNDEE 

My  blessins  upon  thy  sweet  wee  lippiel 

My  blessins  tqion  thy  e'e-brie  1 
Tby  smiles  are  sae  like  my  blythe  sodger  laddie, 
Thou's  aye  the  dearer,  and  dearer  to  me  1 
*  ^Vmiam  DnDbar,  W.S.,  of  the  CrodulUn  Fendbki^  *  oomifiid  dob. 
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But  I'll  big  a  bow'r  on  yon  bonie  banks, 
Whare  Tay  rins  wimplin  by  sae  clear; 

An'  I'll  deed  thee  in  the  tartan  sae  fine. 
And  mdk  thee  a  man  like  thy  daddie  dear. 


EXTEMPORE  IN  THE  COUBT  OF  SESSION 

Ttme—"  Killiecrankie." 

Lord  Advocate 

He  clenched  his  pamphlet  in  his  fist. 

He  quoted  and  he  hinted. 
Till,  in  a  declamation-mist. 

His  argument  he  tint  it: 
He  gapM  for't,  he  graped  for't. 

He  fand  it  was  awa,  man ; 
But  what  his  common  sense  came  shor^ 

He  eked  out  wi'  law,  man. 

Mr.  Ersxine 

Collected,  Harry  stood  awee. 

Then  open'd  out  his  arm,  man; 
His  Lordship  sat  wi'  ruefu'  e'e, 

And  ey'd  the  gathering  storm,  man: 
Like  wind-driven  hail  it  did  assail. 

Or  torrents  owre  a  lin,  man : 
The  Bench  sae  wise  lift  up  their  eyes, 

Half-wauken'd  wi'  the  din,  man. 


INSC3UPTI0N  FOR  THE  HEADSTONE  OF  FERGUS- 
SON  THE  POET' 

No  sculptured  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay, 
"  No  storied  urn  nor  animated  bust ; " 
■The  itone  waa  erected  U  Bnnu*i  expense  in  Febrnkiy-Mlreh,  tjB^. 
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This  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia's  way. 
To  pour  her  torrows  o'er  thi  Poet'i  dust 

AmmONAI.  STAH2AE 

She  mourns,  sweet  tuneful  youth,  thy  hapless  fate ; 

Tho'  ^  the  powers  of  song  thy  fancy  fired. 
Yet  Luxury  and  Wealth  lay  by  in  state. 

And,  tfaankleu,  starv'd  what  diey  so  much  admired. 

This  tribute,  with  a  tear,  now  gives 
A  brother  Bard — ht  can  no  more  bestow: 

But  dear  to  fame  thy  Song  immortal  Ijves, 
A  DoMet  moQument  tl»n  Art  Can  sh«w. 


INSCRIBED  UNDER  FERGUSSON'S  PORTRAIT 

CuiSB  on  ungrateful  man,  that  can  be  pleased. 
And  yet  can  starve  tfa<a  author  of  the  pleasure. 
O  thou,  my  elder  brother  in  misfortune. 
By  far  my  elder  brother  in  the  Muses, 
With  tears  I  pity  thy  unhappy  fate  I 
Why  is  the  Bard  unpided  l^  the  world. 
Yet  has  so  keen  a  rdish  of  itt  fleasure^P 


EPISTLE  TO  MRS.  SCOTT 
Gudewife  of  Waudtopa-HouM,  RoJtlwxhshire; 

I  HIND  it  weel  in  early  date. 

When  I  was  bardless,  young,  and  hiate. 

An'  first  could  thresh  thfc  barn. 
Or  haud  a  yokin  at  the  picugh; 
An'  tho'  forfoughten  sair  eneugh. 

Yet  unco  proud  to  learn : 
When  first  amang  the  yellow  com 

A  man  I  reckon'd  was. 
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An'  wi'  the  lave  tUc  merry  morn 
Could  rank  my  rig  and  lass, 
Still  shearing,  and  clearing 

The  tither  atookwi  raw, 
Wi'  daivers,  an'  halvcri, 
Wearing  the  day  awa. 

E'en  then,  a  wish,  (I  mind  it*  pow'r,) 
A  with  that  to  my  lateit  hour 

Shall  strongly  heave  my  breast, 
That  I  for  poor  auld  Scotland's  sake 
Some  usefu'  plan  or  book  could  make, 

Or  sing  a  sang  atlleast. 
The  rough  burr-thistle,  spreading  wide 

Amang  the  bearded  bear, 

I  tum'd  the  weeder-clipa  aside. 

An'  spar'd  the  symbol  dear ; 

No  nation,  no  station, 

My  envy  e'er  could  raise; 
A  Scot  still,  but  blot  still, 
I  knew  nae  higher  praise. 

But  still  the  elements  a'  eang. 

In  formless  jumble,  right  an'  wrang. 

Wild  floated  in  my  brain ; 
Till  on  that  har'st  I  said  before. 
My  partner  in  the  merry  core, 

She  rous'd  the  forming  strain; 
I  see  her  yet  the  sonsic  quean. 

That  lighted  up  my  jtngle. 
Her  witching  smile,  her  pawky  een 
That  gart  my  heart-strings  tingle; 
I  fi;M,  inspired. 

At  every  kindling  keek, 

But  bashing,  and  dashing, 

I  feared  aye  to  speak. 

Health  to  the  sex !  ilk  guid  chiel  aaysx 
Wi'  merry  dance  in  winter  days, 
An'  we  to  share  in  commcHi; 
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The  gust  o'  joy,  the  balm  of  woe. 
The  Saul  o'  life,  the  heaven  below. 

Is  rapture-giving  woman. 
Ye  surly  sumphs,  who  hate  the  name, 

Be  mindfu'  o'  your  mither; 
She,  honest  woman,  may  think  shame 
That  ye're  connected  with  her: 
Ye'rc  wae  men,  ye're  nae  men 
That  slight  the  lovely  dears; 
To  shame  ye,  disclaim  ye, 
Uk  honest  birkic  swears. 


For  you,  no  bred  to  bam  and  byr^ 
Wha  sweetly  tune  the  Scottish  lyre. 

Thanks  to  you  for  your  line : 
The  marled  plaid  ye  kindly  spare. 
By  me  should  gratefully  be  ware; 

'Twad  please  me  to  die  nine. 
I'd  be  mair  vauntie  o'  my  hap. 

Douce  hingin  owre  my  curpl^ 
Than  ony  ermine  ever  lap. 
Or  proud  imperial  purple. 
Farewell  then,  lang  bale  then. 

An'  plenty  be  your  fa ; 
May  losses  and  crosses 
Ne'er  at  your  hallan  ca'  I 

R.  BuxNS. 

StarcM,  ijgf 


VERSES  INTENDED  TO  BE  WRITTEN  BELOW  A 
NOBLE  EARL'S  PICTURE' 

Whose  is  that  noble,  dauntless  brow? 

And  whose  that  eye  of  fire? 
And  whose  that  generous  princely  mieo. 

E'en  rooted  foes  admire? 

1  Tin  Noblcmia  ii  Junai,  Fourteenth  Eirt  of  Gleociliii. 
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Stranger  I  to  justly  show  that  brow, 

And  mark  that  eye  of  fire. 
Would  take  His  hind,  whose  vernal  tints 

His  other  works  admire. 

Bright  as  a  cloudless  summer  sun, 

With  stately  port  he  moves ; 
His  guardian  Seraph  eyes  with  awe 

The  noble  Ward  he  loves. 

Among  the  illustrious  Scottish  sons 
That  chief  thou  may's!  discern, 

Mark  Scotia's  fond-retuming  eye, — 
It  dwells  upon  Glencaim. 


Spoken  by  Mr.  Woods  on  his  benefit-night,  Monday, 
t6th  April,  17S7. 

When,  by  a  generous  Public's  Idnd  acclaim. 
That  dearest  meed  is  granted — honest  fame; 
When  here  your  favour  is  the  actor's  lot. 
Nor  even  the  man  in  private  life  forgot ; 
What  breast  so  dead  to  heavenly  Virtue's  glow. 
But  heaves  impassion'd  with  the  grateful  throe? 

Poor  is  the  task  to  please  a  barb'rous  throng, 
It  needs  no  Siddons'  powers  in  Southern's  song; 
But  here  an  ancient  nation  fam'd  afar. 
For  genius,  learning  high,  as  great  in  war. 
Hail,  Calzdonia,  name  for  ever  dear  I 
Before  whose  sons  I'm  honour'd  to  appear? 
TVherc  every  science,  every  nobler  art, 
That  can  inform  the  mind  or  mend  the  heart, 
Is  known;  as  grateful  nations  oft  have  found, 
Far  as  the  rude  barbarian  marks  the  boimd. 
Philosophy,  no  idle  pedant  dream. 
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Here  hold!  her  tearch  by  hetvan-taOfht  Rctxn'a  betoi; 

Here  History  pwnti  with  el^niMa  Md  force 

TIta  tide  of  Empire's  fluctuatipf  MurM  i 

Here  Douglas  fornu  wild  ShikMpfltrt  loto  plan, 

And  Harley  rouses  ail  the  God  in  man. 

When  weli-fonn'd  t«et«  »nd  BpaiUinc  wit  unite 

With  manly  lora,  qf  fcmtlfl  hwiuty  btif^t, 

(Beauty,  where  faultlesi  lymmctry  atid  (nee 

Can  only  charm  ua  ip  the  tecond  plac«). 

Witaess  my  heart,  how  oft  with  panting  fear. 

As  on  this  night,  I've  met  these  judgci  here  I 

But  still  the  hope  Experience  tvught  to  live. 

Equal  to  judge— -you're  candid  to  forgivt. 

No  hundred-headed  riot  here  we  meet, 

With  decency  and  law  beneath  his  feet ; 

Nor  Insolence  assumes  fair  Freedom's  name: 

Like  Caledonians,  you  applaud  or  blame. 

O  Thou,  dread  Power  I  whose  empire-giving  hand 

H«a  oft  been  atretch'd  to  thicld  the  henour'd  land  I 

Strong  may  she  glow  with  all  her  ancient  fire; 

May  every  son  be  worthy  of  his  sire; 

Firm  may  the  rite,  with  generous  dlidala 

At  Tyranny's,  or  direr  Pleasure's  ehain; 

Still  Self-dependent  in  her  native  shore. 

Bold  may  she  brave  grim  Danger's  loudest  Ttar, 

Till  Fate  the  curtain  drt^  on  worlds  to  he  no  more. 


THE  BONIE  MOOR-HEN 

The  heather  was  blooming,  the  meadows  were  qnwo, 
Our  lads  gaed  a-hmjUng  ae  day  at  the  dawn. 
O'er  moors  and  o'er  mosses  and  mony  a  glen. 
At  length  they  dlscover'd  a  bonie  moop-hen. 

Chorus.— I  reda  you,  beware  at  the  huntinf,  yeuag  naii, 
I  rede  you,  beware  at  the  hunting,  young  men; 
Take  some  on  the  wing,  and  aoni  as  they  aprfsgi 
But  cannily  steal  on  a  borne  moor-ben. 
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Sweet-brusbine  the  dew  from  tht  brown  he&tbcr  bells 
Her  colour!  betrty'd  b«r  on  ywi  moMy  fell* ; 
Her  plumage  outiustr'd  the  pride  e'  the  epring 
And  O I  as  she  wantoo'd  sae  gay  on  the  wing. 
I  rede  you,  &/i, 

Auld  Phoebus  himself,  as  he  peep'd  o'er  the  hill, 
In  spite  at  herplumage  he  triM  his  skill; 
He  levell'd  bis  rays  Where  she  bask'd  cm  the  brae — 
His  rays  were  outshone,  and  but  maik'd  where  |he  lay. 
I  rede  you,  &c. 

They  hunted  the  valley,  they  hunted  the  hill. 
The  best  of  our  lads  wi'  the  best  o'  their  skill ; 
But  still  as  th«  fairest  she  sat  |n  their  sight, 
Then,  whirr  1  she  V!»a  over,  a  mile  at  a  flight 
I  rede  ytu,  &c. 


SONG— MY  LORD  A-HUNTING 

Chorus — My  lady's  gown,  there't  gairs  upon't. 
And  gowden  flowers  s«e  rare  upon't; 
But  Jenny's  jimps  and  jirk^iet, 
My  lord  thinks  mcikle  nuir  upon't. 

My  lord  a-himting  be  is  ganc. 
But  hounds  or  hawks  wi'  him  ape  lane 
By  Colin's  cottage  lies  his  game. 
If  Colin'a  Jenny  he  at  hame. 
My  lady's  gown,  &c. 

My  lady's  white,  my  lady's  red. 
And  kith  and  kin  o'  Cassillis'  blude; 
But  her  ten-pund  lands  o'  tocher-gude; 
Were  a'  the  charms  his  lordship  lo'ed. 
My  lady's  gown,  &c. 
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Out  o'er  yon  muir,  out  o'er  yon  moss, 
Wbare  gor-codcs  thro'  the  heather  pu^ 
There  wons  auld  Colin's  bonie  lau, 
A  lily  in  a  wtldemeBS, 

My  ladjr's  gown,  &e. 

Sae  sweetly  move  her  genty  limbs. 
Like  music  notes  o'  lovers'  hymns : 
The  diamond-dew  in  her  een  sae  blue, 
Where  laughing  love  sae  wanton  swims. 
My  lady's  gown,  Ac 

My  lady's  dink,  my  lady's  drest. 
The  flower  and  fancy  o'  the  west ; 
But  the  lassie  that  a  man  lo'es  best^ 
O  that's  the  lass  to  mak  him  blest 
liy.  lady's  gown,  &c. 


EPIGRAM  AT  ROSLIN  INN 

My  blessings  on  ye,  honest  wife  I 

I  ne'er  was  here  before ; 
Ye've  wealth  o'  gear  for  spoon  and  kntf^- 

Heart  could  not  wish  for  more. 
Heav'n  keep  you  clear  o'  sturt  and  strife. 

Till  far  ayont  fourscore. 
And  while  1  toddle  on  thro'  life, 

I'll  ne'er  gae  by  your  door) 


EPIGRAM  ADDRESSED  TO  AN  ARTIST 

Dead ,  111  gie  ye  some  advice. 

You'll  tak  it  no  tmcivil : 
You  shouldna  paint  at  angels  malr. 

But  try  and  paint  the  devil 
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To  paint  an  Angfcl's  kittle  warl^ 
Wi'  Nick,  there's  little  danger: 

.You'll  easy  draw  a  laBg-4cent  face. 
But  no  sae  weel  a  stranger. — ^R.  B. 


THE  BOOK-WORMS 

Through  and  through  th'  inspir'd  leaves. 
Ye  maggots,  make  your  windings ; 

But  0  respect  his  lordship's  taste, 
And  spare  the  golden  bindings. 


ON  ELPHINSTONE'S  TRANSLATION  OF 
MARTIAL'S  EPIGRAMS 

O  THOU  whom  Poesy  abhors. 
Whom  Prose  has  turned  out  of  doors, 
Heard'st  thou  yon  groan? — proceed  no  further, 
Twas  laorel'd  Martial  calling  "  murther." 


SONG-A  BOTTLE  AND  FMEND 

"There's  nane  that's  blest  of  human  kind. 
But  the  cheerful  and  the  gay,  man, 

Fal.  1«.  la,"  &0. 

Here's  a  bottle  and  an  honest  friend  t 
What  wad  ye  wish  for  mair,  man? 

Wha  kens,  before  his  life  may  end. 
What  his  share  may  be  o'  care,  man  ? 

Then  catch  the  moments  ii  they  fly. 
And  use  them  as  ye  ought,  man: 

Believe  me,  happiness  is  shy. 
And  onnes  not  aye  when  sought,  maa. 
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LINES  WmTTEN  UNDER  THE  PICTURE  OF 
THE  CELEBRATED  MISS  BURNS 

Cease,  ye  prudes,  your  envious  railing. 
Lovely  Bums  has  charms — confess: 

True  it  is,  she  had  one  failing. 
Had  a  wonuto  ever  Icsa  }    ■ 


EPITAPH  FOR  WILUAM  NICOL.  OF  THE 
HIGH  SCHOOL,  EDINBURGH 

Ye  maggots,  feed  on  Nicol's  brain, 
For  few  siq  Eeaata  you'va  gotten  i 

And  fix  your  daws  in  Kind's  heart. 
For  ddl  a  bit  0*1*8  rotten. 


EPITAPH  FOR  MR.  WILLIAM  MICHIE 
Schoobnastcr  of  Oeish  Parish.  Fifeshire. 

Hut  lie  WilHe  Michic'»  banes, 

O  Satat\,  when  ye  tak  him, 
Gie  him  the  schulin  o'  your  weang, 

For  (lever  deils  he'll  mak  them  I 


BOAT  SONG— HEY.  CA'  THOR' 

Up  vi'  tbe  carls  o'  Dyfart, 
And  the  lads  o'  Budkhaveq. 

And  the  jciiiiniers  o'  Largo, 
And  the  lasses  o'  Levoi. 
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w.— H^,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro'. 
For  we  hit  mvekla  ada 
Her,  ca'  thro',  ca'  tbro', 
For  wo  hat  tnu^«  adoj 

We  hw  tales  to  tell, 

An'  we  bac  Mugs  to  ting; 
Wc  hs«  ponnics  tao  spent). 

An'  we  hae  pints  to  bring, 
H«y,  ca'  Uiro',  &c. 

We'll  liv«  a'  our  days. 

And  them  that  cornea  btMB*, 
Let  them  do  tha  like, 

An'  spend  the  gear  they  win. 
Hry, »'  thrfr',  ^ 


ADDRESS  TO  WM.  TYTLER,  ESQ., 

OF  WOODHOUSELEE 
With  an  Impression  of  the  Author's  JVrtrait 

Revered  defender  of  beauteous  Stuart, 

Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected; 
A  name,  which  to  love  was  the  mark  of  a  true  bear^ 

But  now  'tis  despis'd  and  neglected. 

Tbo'  something  like  moisture  cwigtobes  in  toy  eye, 

Let  no  one  misdeem  me  disloyal; 
A  poor  friendless  wand'rer  may  well  claim  a  sigh. 

Still  more  if  that  wand'rer  were  royal. 

My  fathers  that  name  have  rever'd  on  a  throne : 

My  fathers  have  died  to  right  it; 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  son. 

That  name  should  he  scoffingly  sli^t  it 
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Still  io  prayers  for  King  George  I  most  bcartily  }oin, 
The  Queen,  and  the  rest  of  the  gentry : 

Be  they  wise,  be  they  focdish,  is  nothing  of  mine; 
Their  title's  avow'd  by  my  country. 

But  why  of  that  epocha  make  such  a  fusi, 

That  gave  us  th'  Electoral  stem? 
If  bringing  them  over  was  lucky  for  as, 

I'm  sure  'twas  as  lucky  for  them. 

But  loyally  truce  I  we're  on  dangerous  ground; 

Who  knows  bow  the  fashions  may  alter  ? 
The  doctrine,  to-day,  that  is  I<^alty  sound, 

To-mwrow  may  bring  us  a  halter  I 

I  send  you  a  trifle,  a  head  of  a  bard, 

A  trifle  scarce  worthy  your  care; 
But  accept  it,  good  Sir,  as  a  marie  of  r^ard. 

Sincere  as  a  saint's  dying  prayer. 

Now  life's  chilly  evening  dim  shades  on  your  eyt^ 

And  ushers  the  long  dreuy  ni^t : 
But  you,  like  the  star  that  athwart  giMs  the  sky. 

Your  course  to  the  latest  is  bri^t 


EPIGRAM  TO  MISS  AINSUE  IN  CHURCH 

Fair  maid,  you  need  not  take  the  hint, 

Nor  idle  texts  pursue : 
Twai  guilty  sinners  that  he  meant. 

Not  Angels  such  as  you. 
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BURLESQUE  LAMENT  FOR  THE  ABSENCE  OF 
WILUAM  CREECH,  PUBUSHER 

Anu)  chudcic  Reekie's*  sair  distrest, 

Down  droops  her  ance  weel  barni^'d  crest, 

Nae  joy  ber  bonie  buskit  nest 
Can  yield  ava. 

Her  darling  bird  that  she  k>'es  best- 
Willie,  's  awa. 

0  Willie  was  a  witty  wi^t. 

And  had  o'  things  an  unco'  slight, 
Auld  Reekie  aye  he  keepit  ti^t. 

And  trig  an'  braw: 
Bat  now  they'll  bu^  her  like  a  frigfa^ — 

Willie's  awa  I 

The  stiffest  o'  them  a'  he  bow'd, 
The  bauldest  o"  them  a'  he  cow'd; 
Tfaey  durst  nae  mair  than  he  allow'd. 

That  was  a  law : 
We've  lost  a  birkie  weel  worth  gowd; 

Willie's  awa  I 

Now  gawkies,  tawpies,  gowks  and  fooll, 
Frae  colleges  and  boarding  schools. 
May  sprout  like  simmer  puddock-stooU 

In  glen  or  shaw  ; 
He  wha  could  brush  them  down  to  mocds — 

Willie,  's  awa  I 

The  breUiren  d'  the  Commerce-cbaumer 
May  mourn  their  loss  wi'  docdfu'  clamour; 
He  was  a  dictionar  and  grammar 
Among  them  a' ; 

1  fear  they'll  now  mak  mony  a  si 

Willie's  awa  I 
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Nae  mair  we  see  his  levee  door 

Philosophers  and  poets  pour, 

And  toothy  critics  hy  the  score. 
In  bloody  raw  I 

The  adjutant  o'  a'  the  core- 
Willie, 's  awa  I 

Now  worthy  Gregory's  Utin  face, 
Tytter's  atid  Greenfield's  modest  {race; 
M'Kentle,  Stewart,  such  a  brace 

As  Rome  ne'er  saw; 
They  a'  maun  meet  some  ithcr  place, 

Willie's  awa  I 

Poor  Burns  ev'n  Scotch  Drink  canna  quidcen. 
He  cheeps  like  some  bewilder'd  chicken 
Scar'd  frae  it's  minnle  and  the  cleckin. 

By  hoodie-craw ; 
Griefs  glen  his  heart  an  unco  kiclrin, 

Willie's  awa  I 

Now  ev*ry  sour-mou'd  girnin  blellum. 
And  Calvin's  folk,  are  fit  to  fell  him; 
Ilk  self-conceited  critic  skellum 

His  quill  may  draw ; 
He  wha  could  brawlie  ward  their  belluro — 

WiUic'sawal 

Up  wimpHng  stately  Tweed  I've  sped. 
And  Eden  scenes  on  crystal  Jed, 
And  EttHck  banks,  now  roaring  red. 

While  tempests  blaw; 
But  every  j<^  and  pleasure's  fled, 

Willie's  awa ! 

May  I  be  Slander's  common  speech ; 
A  text  for  Infamy  to  preach ; 
And  lastly,  streekit  out  to  bleach 
In  winter  snaw; 
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When  I  forget  thee,  WitliE  Crxech, 
Tho'UrfcWa! 

May  never  wicked  Fortune  touzle  him  I 
May  never  wicked  men  bamboozle  himl 
Until  a  I>ew  aa  auld's  Methtisalem 

He  canty  elaW  I 
Then  to  the  blessed  new  jeruS^etn, 

Fleet  wing  awl  f 


NOTE  TO  MR.  RENTON  OF  LAMERTON 

Your  billet,  Sir,  I  grant  receipt; 
Wi'  you  I'll  canter  ony  gate, 
Tho'  'twere  i  trij>  to  yoti  blue  Warl', 
Whare  birkies  march  on  burning  marl: 
Then,  Sir,  God  Willing,  I'll  attend  ye. 
And  to  his  goodness  1  commend  ye. 

R.  BCBNS. 


ELEGY  ON  "STELLA" 

The  following  po«m  ii  the  work  of  some  hapl«ss  son  of  the 
Muses  who  des«rv<td  a  better  fate.  There  is  a  great  deal  of 
"The  voice  of  Cona'*  in  his  solitary,  msuroful  notes;  and  had 
the  sentiments  been  clothed  in  Shenstone's  language,  they  would 
have  been  no  discredit  even  to  that  elegant  poet.^R.  B. 

STBAlt  is  the  spot  and  green  the  sod 
Ffotn  whence  ray  sorrows  flow ; 

And  soundly  Sleeps  the  ever  dear 
Inhabitant  below. 

Pardon  my  transport,  gentle  shade. 

While  o'er  the  tnrfl  bow; 
Thy  earthly  house  is  circumscrib'd. 

And  solitary  now. 
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Kot  one  poor  stone  to  tell  thy  nam^ 
Or  make  thy  virtues  known: 

But  what  avails  to  me — to  thee. 
The  sculpture  of  a  stone  ? 

I'll  sit  me  down  upon  this  turf. 

And  wipe  the  rising  tear : 
The  chill  blast  passes  swiftly  by, 

And  flits  around  thy  bier. 

Dark  is  the  dwelling  of  the  dead, 
And  sad  their  house  of  rest : 

Low  lies  the  head,  by  death's  cold  arms 
In  a^wful  fold  embrac'd. 

I  saw  the  grim  Avenger  stand 

Incessant  by  thy  side; 
Unseen  by  thee,  his  deadly  breath 

Thy  lingering  frame  destroy'd. 

Pale  grew  the  roses  on  thy  cheek, 
And  witber'd  was  thy  bloom. 

Tilt  the  slow  poison  brou^t  thy  youth 
Untimely  to  the  tomb. 

Thus  wasted  are  the  ranks  of  men- 
Youth,  health,  and  beauty  fall; 

The  ruthless  ruin  spreads  around. 
And  overwhelms  us  all 

Behold  where,  round  thy  narrow  house, 

The  graves  unnumbered  lie; 
The  multitude  that  sleep  below 

Existed  but  to  die. 

Some,  with  the  tottering  steps  of  ag^ 
Trod  down  the  darksome  way; 

And  some,  in  youth's  lamented  prime. 
Like  thee  were  torn  away : 
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Yet  these,  however  hard  their  fate. 

Their  native  earth  receives ; 
Amid  their  weeping  friends  they  died. 

And  fill  their  fathers'  graves. 

From  thy  lov'd  friends,  when  first  thy  he 
Was  taught  by  HeaVn  to  glow. 

Far,  far  remov'd,  the  mthless  strcdie 
Surpris'd,  and  laid  thee  low. 

At  the  last  limits  of  our  isle, 
Wash'd  by  the  western  wave, 

Touch'd  by  thy  fate,  a  thoughtful  bard 
Sits  lonely  by  thy  grave. 

Pensive  he  eyes,  before  him  spread 
The  deep,  outstrctch'd  and  vast; 

His  mourning  notes  are  borne  away; 
Along;  the  rapid  blast 

And  while,  amid  the  silent  dead 

Thy  hapless  fate  he  mourns. 
His  own  loT^  sorrows  freshly  bleed, 

And  all  bis  grief  returns : 

Like  thee,  cut  off  in  early  youth. 
And  flower  of  beauty's  pride. 

His  friend,  his  first  and  only  joy. 
His  much  lov'd  Stella  died. 

Him  too  the  stem  impulse  of  Fate 

Resistless  bears  along; 
And  the  same  rapid  tide  shall  whelm 

The  Poet  and  the  Song. 

The  tear  of  pity  which  he  sheds, 

He  asks  not  to  receive; 
I^t  but  his  poor  remains  be  laid 

Obscurely  in  the  grave. 
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His  grief-worn  heart,  with  tniest  joy. 
Shall  meet  the  welcome  shock: 

His  airy  harp  shall  lie  unstrung. 
And  silent  as  the  rode. 

O  my  dear  maid,  my  Stella,  when 
Shall  this  sick  period  cloM, 

And  Itad  tbt  tplitaiy  bard 
To  bia  belov'd  repoM? 


THE  BARD  AT  INVERARY 

Whoe'er  b«  be  that  sojourns  herct 

I  pity  much  his  case. 
Unless  he  tiomea  to  wait  tipoo 

The  Lord  tbdr  God,— His  Grac& 

There's  naetbing  hen  but  Highland  pride. 
And  Highland  scab  and  hunger: 

H  ProvidaiiM  has  sent  me  here, 
Twai  surely  in  an  an^^. 


EPIGRAM  TO  MISS  JEAN  SCOTT 

O  HAD  each  Scot  of  ancient  times 
Been  Jeanie  Scott,  as  thou  art; 

The  bravest  heart  on  English  ground 
Had  yielded  like  a  coward. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  JOHN  M'LEOD,  ESQ. 
Brother  to  a  young  Lady,  a  particular  friend  of  the  Author. 

Sad  thy  tale,  thou  idle  page. 

And  rueful  thy  alarms: 
Death  tears  the  brother  of  her  love 

From  Isabella's  arms. 
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Sweetly  dedrt  with  p«arly  dew 
The  mornfitg  row  may  blow; 

But  «>ld  flucceisive  noontide  blasti 
Miiy  lay  Iti  beauties  low. 

Fair  on  Isabelta's  morn 
tlie  lun  propitloui  «mird; 

But,  lonf  ere  tioon,  luccaedliig  clouds 
Succeeding  hope*  beguird. 

Fat«  oft  tear*  the  bosoni  diords 
That  Nature  ftnest  atnmg; 

So  iMbella'l  heart  wat  f  orm'd. 
And  So  that  heut  wai  wrung. 

Drlftd  Onmipoienec  ftlotie 
Cuk  htal  the  wound  he  gave— 

Cu  point  the  brimful  care-worn  eyes 
To  lomea  btyond  the  grave. 

Vinue'i  bleuomi  there  shall  blow, 
And  (eBr  no  withering  bhut; 

There  Iiabtlla'i  tpotlese  worth 
Shall  happy  bl  Bt  latt. 


ELEGV  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  JAMES 
HUNTER  BLAIR 

Tbe  lamp  o£  day  with  ill-presaging  glare. 
Dim,  cloudyi  sank  beneath  the  westem  wave ; 

Th'  inconstant  blast  howl'd  thro'  the  darkening  air, 
And  hollow  whistled  in  the  rocky  cave. 

Lone  as  I  wander'd  by  each  cliff  and  dell. 

Once  the  lov'd  haunts  of  Scotia's  royal  train;* 
Or  mus'd  where  limpid  streams,  once  hallow'd  well,*^ 
Or  mould'ring  ruins  mark  the  sacred  fane.' 
iTlwKiiu'tP*ik^HaliraodBMM.-jr.f.        .       ,  _ 
*  St.  AnthooT'l  wdimt.  M.  ■!(.  AfiOoBr't  Chtvd.-X.  S, 
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Th'  increasing  blast  roar'd  round  the  beetling  rocks. 
The  clouds,  swift-wing'd,  flew  o'er  the  starry  sky. 

The  groaning  trees  untimely  shed  their  locks. 
And  shooting  meteors  cau^t  the  startled  ey& 

The  paly  moon  rose  in  the  livid  east 
And  'mong  the  cliffs  disclos'd  a  stately  form 

In  weeds  of  woe,  that  frantic  beat  her  breast. 
And  mtx'd  her  waitings  with  the  raving  storm. 

Wild  to  my  heart  the  filial  pulses  glow, 
'Twas  Caledonia's  trophied  shield  I  view'd: 

Her  form  majestic  droop'd  in  pensive  woe. 
The  lightning  of  her  eye  in  tears  imbued, 

Revers'd  that  spear,  redoubtable  in  war. 
Reclined  that  banner,  erst  in  fields  unfurl'd. 

That  like  a  deathfiil  meteor  gleam'd  afar. 
And  brav'd  the  mighty  monarchs  of  the  world. 

"  My  patriot  son  fills  an  untimely  grave  I " 
With  accents  wild  and  lifted  arms — she  cried; 

"  Low  lies  the  hand  that  oft  was  strctch'd  to  save. 
Low  lies  the  heart  that  swell'd  with  honest  pride. 

"A  weeping  country  joins  a  widow's  tear; 

The  helpless  poor  mix  with  the  orphan's  cry; 
The  drooping  arts  surround  their  patron's  bier; 

And  grateful  science  heaves  the  heart-felt  sigh  I 

"I  saw  my  sons  resume  their  ancient  fire; 

I  saw  fair  Freedom's  blossoms  richly  blow: 
But  ah  I  how  hope  is  bom  but  to  e^^ire  1 

Relentless  fate  has  laid  their  guardian  low, 

"  My  patriot  falls,  but  shall  he  lie  unsung. 
While  empty  greatness  saves  a  worthless  name? 

No;  every  muse  shall  join  her  tuneful  tongue. 
And  future  ages  hear  his  growing  fam& 
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"  And  I  will  join  a  mother's  tender  cares, 
Thro'  future  times  to  make  his  virtues  last ; 

That  distant  years  may  boast  of  other  Blairs  I  "— 
She  said,  and  vaoish'd  with  the  sweeping  blast 


IMPROMPTU  ON  CARRON  IRON  WORKS 

Wr  cam  na  here  to  view  your  warks. 

In  hopes  to  be  tnair  wise. 
But  only,  lest  we  gang  to  hell. 

It  may  be  nae  surprise: 
But  when  we  tirl'd  at  your  door 

Your  porter  dought  na  hear  «s ; 
Sae  may,  shou'd  we  to  Hell's  yetts  come, 

Yow  billy  Satan  sair  ns  I 


TO  MISS  FERRIER 
Bncloaing  the  Elegy  on  Sir  J.  H.  Blair. 

Nae  heathen  name  shall  I  prefix, 

Frae  Findus  or  Parnassus ; 
Auld  Reekie  dings  them  a'  to  sticks. 

For  rhyme-inspiring  lasses. 

Jove's  tunefu'  dochters  three  times  three 
Made  Homer  deep  their  debtor; 

But,  ^en  the  body  half  an  e'e. 
Nine  Ferriers  wad  done  better  I 

I^ast  day  my  mind  was  in  a  bog, 
Down  George's  Street  I  stoited; 

A  creeping  cauld  prosaic  fog 
My  very  senses  doited. 
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Do  what  I  dought  to  B«  htr  inti 

My  Baul  lay  is  the  mire; 
Ye  turned  a  neuk — I  saw  your  e'*— 

She  took  the  witig  like  fir*  t 


The  mournfu'  sang  I  here  enclose. 

In  gratitude  I  send  you, 
And  pray,  in  rhyme  as  weel  as  prose, 

A'  gude  things  may  attend  you  I 


WRITTEN  BY  SOMEBODY  ON  THE  WINDOW 
Of  an  Inn  at  Stirling,  on  seeing  the  Royal  Palao*  in  ruin. 

Here  Stuai'ts  ofice  ta  glory  reigned, 

And  laws  for  Scotland's  weal  ordained; 

But  now  unroof  d  their  palace  stands. 

Their  sceptre's  sway'd  by  other  hands; 

Fallen  indeed,  and  to  the  earth 

Whence  groveling  reptiles  take  their  birth. 

The  injured  Stuart  line  is  gone, 

A  race  outlandish  fills  their  throne; 

An  idiot  race,  to  honour  lost; 

Who  know  them  best  despise  them  most 


THE  POETS  REPLY  TO  THE  THREAT  OF  A 
CENSORIOUS  CRITIC 


the  answer,  1  wrote  betow  : — 


With  Esop's  lion,  Bums  says,  sore  1  feel 
Each  other  blow,  but  d-nm  that  ass'l  heel ! 
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THE  UBELUER'S  SELF-REPROOF' 

Rash  nxHt»l,  aoi  ilnndeTons  po«t,  thy  niune 

SbttU  t)0  lonfcr  appear  in  the  records  of  Fame ; 

Dost  not  know  that  old  Mansfield,  who  writes  like  the  Bible. 

Says,  the  more  'tis  4  truth,  sir,  the  more  'tis  a  libel) 


VERSES  WRITTEN  WITH  A  PENQL 

Over  the  Chimney-piece,  in  the  Parlour  of  the  Inn  at  Kenmore, 
Taymouth. 

Aduibjhg  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace. 
These  northern  scenes  with  weary  feet  I  trace ; 
O'er  many  a  winding  dale  ?nd  painful  steep, 
Th'  abodes  of  covey'd  grquse  and  timid  sheep, 
My  savaga  journey,  cuHous,  I  pursue. 
Till  fam'd  Breadalfaane  cqwns  to  my  view. — 
The  meeting  cliffs  each  deep-sunk  glen  divides, 
The  woods  wJld  scatter'd,  clothe  their  ample  sides; 
Th'  outstretching  lake,  Imbosomed  'mong  the  hills. 
The  eye  with  wonder  and  amazement  fills; 
The  Tay  meand'ring  sweet  in  infant  pride. 
The  palace  rising  on  his  verdant  side. 
The  lawns  wood-'fring'd  in  Nature's  native  taste, 
The  hillocks  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste, 
The  arches  striding  o'er  the  new-bom  stream. 
The  village  glittering  in  the  noontide  beam — 


Poetic  ardours  in  my  bosom  swell, 

Lone  wand'ring  by  the  hermit's  mossy  cell; 

The  sweeping  theatre  of  hanging  woods, 

Th'  incessant  roar  of  headlong  tumbling  floods — 

Here  Poesy  might  wake  her  heav'n-taught  lyre. 
And  look  through  Nature  with  creative  fire; 
*TlK*a  are  rbjnes  of  duMoni  auOKntitAj.—Laite. 
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Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  Fate  half  reconcil'd, 
Misfortunes  lightcn'd  steps  might  wander  wild; 
And  Disappointment,  in  these  lonely  bounds. 
Find  balm  to  soothe  her  bitter  rankling  wounds: 
Here  heart-struck  Grief  might  heav'nward  stretch  her 

[scan, 
And  injur'd  Worth  f <»-get  and  pardon  man. 


SONG.— THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERFELDY 
Tun*—"  The  Birks  of  Abergeldie." 

Chorus. — Bonic  lassie,  will  ye  go. 
Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go, 
Bonie  lassie,  will  ye  go 
To  the  birks  of  Aberf eldy  I 

Now  Simmer  blinks  on  flowery  braes. 
And  o'er  the  crystal  streamlets  plays; 
Come  let  us  spend  the  li^^tsoine  day^ 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  little  birdies  blythely  sing. 
While  o'er  their  heads  the  hazds  blng^ 
Or  lightly  flit  on  wanton  wing. 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
BcMiie  lassie,  &c. 

The  braes  ascend  like  lofty  wa's, 
The  foamy  stream  deep-roaring  fa's, 
O'erhung  wi'  fragrant  spreading  shaw»<— 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
B<Hiie  lassie,  &c. 

The  hoary  cliffs  are  crown'd  wi'  flowei^ 
White  o'er  the  linns  the  bumie  pears. 
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And  rising,  weets  wi'  misty  showers 
Hie  birks  of  Aberfddy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

Let  Fortune's  gifts  at  random  flee. 
They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  wish  frae  me; 
Supremely  blest  wi'  love  and  thee. 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfcldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 


THE  HUMBLE  PETITION  OP  BRUAR  WATER 
To  the  noble  Duke  of  Athole. 

My  lord,  I  know,  your  noble  ear 

Woe  ne'er  assails  in  vain; 
Embolden'd  thus,  I  beg  you'll  hear 

Your  humble  slave  complain. 
How  saucy  Phoebus'  scorching  beams. 

In  flaming  summer-pride. 
Dry- withering,  waste  my  foamy  streamy 

And  drink  my  crystal  tide* 

The  lightly- jumpin,  glowrin  trouts, 

That  thro'  my  waters  play. 
If,  in  their  random,  wanton  spouts, 

They  near  the  margin  stray; 
If,  hapless  chancel  they  linger  ]ang, 

I'm  scorching  up  so  shallow, 
They're  left  the  whitening  stanes  amang. 

In  gasping  death  to  wallow. 

Last  day  I  grat  wi'  spite  and  teen. 

As  poet  Bums  came  by, 
That,  to  a  bard,  I  should  be  seen 

Wi'  half  my  channel  dry; 

«  •n'd'ihrubi.— S,  B. 
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A  panegyric  rhyme,  I  we«n, 
Ev'n  as  I  wu,  he  ■faor'd  me; 

But  had  I  in  my  ^ory  been. 
He,  kneeling,  wad  ador'd  me. 

Here,  foaminff  down  the  skelvy  rodca, 

In  twisting  strength  I  rin ; 
There,  high  my  boiling  torrent  smokei^ 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  linn; 
Enjoying  each  large  spring  and  well. 

As  Nature  gave  them  me, 
I  am,  altho'  I  say't  mysel', 

Worth  gaun  a  mile  to  see. 

Would  then  my  noble  master  i4etae 

To  grant  my  highest  wishes. 
Hell  shade  my  banks  wi'  tow'ring  treci^ 

And  bonie  spreading  bushes. 
Delisted  doubly  then,  my  lord, 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks, 
And  listen  mony  a  grateful  bird 

Return  you  tuneful  thanks. 

The  sober  lav'rock,  warbling  wild. 

Shall  to  the  skies  aspire ; 
The  gowdspink.  Music's  gayest  child, 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir; 
The  blackbird  strong,  the  lintwhite  cleu> 

The  mavis  mild  and  mellow; 
The  robin  pensive  Autumn  cheer. 

In  all  her  lodes  of  yellow. 

This  too,  a  covert  shall  ensure, 

To  shield  them  from  the  storm; 
And  coward  maukin  sleep  secure, 

Low  in  her  grassy  form: 
Here  shall  the  shepherd  make  his  seat; 

To  weave  his  crown  of  flow'rs; 
Or  find  a  shelt'ring,  sate  retreat. 

From  prone-descending  show'rs. 
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And  here,  by  sweet,  endearing  stealth. 

Shall  meet  tba  loving  (tair. 
Despising  worlds,  with  all  their  wealth. 

As  empty  idle  care; 
The  flQw'is  shall  vie  jn  ail  their  charms, 

The  hoar  of  heav'n  to  grace ; 
And  birks  extend  tb«ir  fragrant  trms 

To  Bcrten  the  dear  embrace. 

H<n  haply  too,  at  vernal  dawq. 

Some  muting  bard  may  strayi 
And  eya  the  smoking,  dewy  lawn. 

And  mirty  mountain  grey; 
Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam, 

Mild^hequering  thro'  the  trees, 
lUve  to  ny  darkly  dashing  stream, 

Hoarsfi-awelling  on  the  breere. 

Let  lofty  firs,  and  ashes  cool. 

My  lowly  banks  o'erspread. 
And  view,  deep-bending  in  the  pool. 

Their  shadows'  wat'ry  bed : 
Let  fragrant  birk),  in  woodbines  drest* 

My  cragi^  cliffs  adorn; 
And,  for  the  little  songster's  nest. 

The  close  embow'ring  tbom. 

So  may,  old  Scotia's  darling  hope. 

Your  little  angel  band 
Sprite,  like  their  fathers,  up  to  prop 

Their  honour'd  native  land  I 
So  may,  thro'  Albion's  farthest  ken, 

To  social-flowing  glaases. 
The  grace  be — "  Athole's  honest  men. 

And  Athole's  bonje  lasses  1 " 
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LINES  ON  THE  FALL  OF  FYERS 

Near  Loch-Ness. 

Written  witli  a  Pencil  on  the  Spot 

Among  the  heathy  hills  and  raggml  woods 

The  roaring  Fyers  pours  his  mossy  floods; 

Till  full  he  dashes  on  the  rocky  mounds. 

Where,  thro'  a  shapeless  breach,  his  stream  resounds. 

As  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow. 

As  deep  recoiling  surges  foam  below. 

Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  descends. 

And  viewless  Echo's  ear,  astonished,  rends. 

Dim-seen,  through  rising  mists  and  ceaseless  show'rs. 

The  hoary  cavern,  wide  surrounding  lours: 

Still  thro'  the  gap  the  struggling  river  toils. 

And  still,  below,  the  horrid  cauldron  boils — 


EPIGRAM  ON  PARTING  WITH  A  KIND  HOST 
IN  THE  HIGHLANDS 

When  Death's  darit  stream  I  ferry  o'er, 
(A  time  that  surely  shall  come). 

In  Heav'n  itself  111  ask  no  more, 
Than  just  a  Highland  welcome. 


STRATHALLAN'S  LAMENT' 

Thickest  night,  surround  my  dwelling  I 
Howling  tempests,  o'er  me  ravel 

Turbid  torrents,  wintry  swelling. 
Roaring  by  my  lonely  cave) 

It  confeiset  that  bii  Taeiitntiim  wai  merely  untimeatil  "etceptwhea 
lions  were  heated  t^  nme  icddental  cause,"  and  ■  tour  tbtough 
3UJ  where  Mantrase,  CIiTerhouse,  and  Prince  Qurlea  had  fought, 
M  eoouEh.    Stnthailut  Ml  gloriMUly  U  Collodau— L«i0. 
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Crystal  streamlets  gently  flowing. 
Busy  haunts  of  base  mankind. 

Western  breezes  softly  blowing. 
Suit  not  my  distracted  mind. 

lo  the  cause  of  Right  engaged. 

Wrongs  injurious  to  redress, 
Honour's  war  we  strongly  waged. 

But  the  Heavens  denied  success. 
Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  as. 

Not  a  hope  that  dare  attend. 
The  wide  world  is  all  before  us— 

But  a  world  without  a  friend. 


CASTLE  GORDON 

Stkxaus  that  glide  in  orient  plains. 
Never  bound  by  Winter's  chains; 

Glowing  here  on  golden  sands, 
There  tmmixed  with  foulest  stains 

From  Tyranny's  empurpled  hands; 
These,  their  richly  gleaming  waves, 
I  leave  to  tyrants  and  their  slaves ; 
Give  me  the  stream  that  sweetly  laves 
The  banks  by  Castle  Gordon. 

Spicy  forests,  ever  gay. 
Shading  from  the  burning  ray 

Hapless  wretches  sold  to  toil; 
Or  the  ruthless  native's  way. 

Bent  on  slaughter,  blood,  and  spoil: 
Woods  that  ever  verdant  wave, 
I  leave  the  tyrant  and  the  slave ; 
Give  me  the  groves  that  lofty  brave 
The  storms  by  Castle  GordoiL 

Wildly  here,  without  control, 
Natttre  reigns  and  rules  the  whole; 
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In  that  sober  pettitve  mood, 
DeareM  to  tha  feeling  soul, 

She  plants  the  foreot,  pours  the  flood: 
Life's  poor  Aiy  111  musing  rave 
And  find  at  night  a  sheltering  cave. 
Where  waters  flow  and  wild  woods  wave. 
By  botUe  Castle  Gordon. 


SONG-LADY  ONLIE,  HONEST  LUCKY 
rMit-— "Th*  Raf&u'i  Eaat." 

A'  THE  lads  o'  Thomiebank, 

When  they  gae  to  the  shore  o'  Bucl^, 
They'll  step  in  an'  tak  a  pint 

Wi'  Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky. 

Chorus. — ^Lady  Onlie,  hotieM  lucky, 

Brews  gude  ale  at  ehorv  fl'  Bucky; 
I  wish  her  sale  for  her  gude  ale. 
The  best  on  a'  liw  shore  o'  Bucky. 

H.er  house  sae  blen,  her  cured  sae  dean 
I  wat  she  is  a  daiiitie  chtickie; 

And  cheery  blinks  the  ingle-gleed 
O*  Lady  Onlie,  honest  luckie. 
Lady  Onlie,  &c 


THENIEL  MENZIES'  BONIE  MARY 
Air~"  The  ttufiiatt's  Rant,"  or  ttay's  Wift, 

In  comin  by  the  brig  o'  Jiyt, 
At  Darlet  we  a  blink  did  tarry; 

As  day  was  dawnin  in  the  akj, 
Wt  drank  a  health  to  home  Mary. 
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Chons. — Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Maryt 

Theniel  Merzies'  bonie  Mary, 

Charlie  Grigor  tint  his  plaidie, 

Kiiiin'  Themd's  bonie  Mary. 

.  Her  een  sac  bright,  her  brow  ue  whit^ 
Her  haffet  locks  as  brown's  a  berrf ; 
And  aye  they  dimpl't  wi'  a  smile, 
The  roiy  cheeks  o'  bonie  Mary. 

Theniel  Mcnzies'  bonie  Mary,  8». 

We  lap  a'  danc'd  the  lee-lan^f  day. 
Till  piper  lads  were  wae  and  weary; 

.  But  Charlie  gat  the  spring  to  pay 
For  kissin  Thcnicl's  bonie  Mary. 
Theniel  Meaiies'  bonie  Mary,  &c. 


THE  BONIE  LASS  OF  ALBANY* 
Tune — "  Uarr's  Dream." 

My  heart  is  wae,  and  unco  wae. 

To  think  upon  the  raging  sea. 
That  roars  between  her  gardens  green 

An'  Uie  bonie  Lass  of  Albany. 

This  lovely  maid's  of  royal  blood 
That  rul^d  Albion's  kingdoms  three. 

Bat  oh,  alas !  for  her  bonie  face. 
They've  wrang'd  the  Lass  of  Albany. 

In  the  rolling  tide  of  spreading  Clyde 
There  sits  an  isle  of  high  degree, 

And  a  town  of  fame  whose  princely  name 
Should  grace  the  Lass  of  Albany. 

But  there's  a  youth,  a  witless  yootb. 
That  fills  the  place  where  she  should  be; 
<  NUural  dutchttr  of  Prince  Cbailet  Edward. 
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Well  send  him  o'er  to  his  native  ahor^ 
And  bring  our  ain  sweet  Albany, 

Alas  the  day,  and  woe  the  day, 
A  false  usurper  wan  the  gree. 

Who  now  commands  the  towers  and 
The  royal  right  ol  Albany. 

Well  daily  pray,  we'll  nightly  pray. 
On  bended  knees  most  fervently. 

The  time  may  come,  with  pipe  an'  drum 
We'll  welcome  hame  fair  Albany. 


ON   SCARING  SOME  WATER-FOWU 

IN  LOCH  TURIT 
A  wild  scene  among  the  Hills  of  Ougbtert^rre. 

"This  was  the  production  of  a  solitary  forenoon's  walk  from 
Onghtertyre  House.  I  lived  there,  the  guest  oi  Sir  William  Mur- 
ray, (or  two  or  three  weeks,  and  was  much  flattered  by  my 
hospitable  reception.  What  a  pity  that  the  mere  emotions  of 
gratitude  are  so  impotent  in  this  world.  Tis  lucky  that,  as 
we  are  told,  they  will  be  of  some  avail  in  the  world  to  corner" 
r^R.  B.,  GlenriddeU  MSS. 

Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake. 
For  me  your  wat'ry  haunt  forsake? 
Tell  me,  fellow-creatures,  why 
At  my  presence  thus  you  fly? 
Why  disturb  your  social  joys. 
Parent,  filial,  kindred  ties? — 
Common  friend  to  you  and  me, 
Nature's  gifts  to  all  are  free: 
Peaceful  keep  your  dimpling  wav^ 
Busy  feed,  or  wanton  lave; 
Or,  beneath  the  sheltering  rock. 
Bide  the  surging  billow's  shock. 
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Conscious,  blushing  for  our  race, 
Soon,  too  soon,  your  fears  I  trace. 
Man,  your  proud  usurping  foe, 
Would  be  lord  of  all  below : 
Flumes  himself  in  freedom's  prid^ 
Tyrant  stem  to  all  beside. 

The  eag;le,  from  the  cliffy  brow. 
Marking  you  his  prey  below, 
la  his  breast  no  pi^  dwells. 
Strong  necessity  compels: 
But  Man,  to  whom  alone  is  giv*!! 
A  ray  direct  from  pitying  Heav'n, 
Glories  in  bis  heart  humane — 
And  creatures  for  his  pleasure  slunl 

In  these  savage,  liquid  plains, 
Only  known  to  wand'ring  swains. 
Where  the  mossy  riv'lct  strays. 
Far  from  human  haunts  and  ways ; 
All  on  Nature  yon  depend, 
And  life's  poor  season  peaceful  spend 

Or,  if  man's  superior  mi^t 
Dare  invade  your  native  right. 
On  the  lofty  ether  borne, 
Man  with  all  his  pow'rs  you  scora; 
Swiftly  seek,  on  clanging  wings. 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs; 
And  the  foe  you  cannot  brave. 
Scorn  at  least  to  be  his  slave. 


BLYTHE  WAS   SHE* 
Tun* — "  Andra  and  hit  Cot^  Gun." 

Chorm — Blythe,  blythe  and  merry  was  she, 
Blythe  was  she  hut  and  ben; 
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BIjths  bjr  the  banki  o<  Birn, 
And  blythc  in  Glenturit  t^«Q> 

Br  OiigbtetVfn  gfows  the  tik, 
On  Yarrow  banks  the  biriten  ihtw; 

But  Fhemie  wai  ft  bonier  lass 
Than  braes  o'  Yarrow  ever  saw. 
Blythe,  blythe,  &c. 

Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  Ma/, 
Her  smile  was  like  X  simmer  taomt 

She  trippM  bj  the  hanks  o'  Earn, 

As  light's  a  bird  upon  a  tlioro. 

Blythe,  blyihe,  &c. 

Her  bonie  face  it  waa  as  meek 

As  tmy  lamb  Upon  a  leai 
The  evening  sun  was  ne'er  tae  iweCt, 

As  was  the  blink  O'  Phenuc's  e'e. 
Blythe,  blytiie,  ftc. 

The  Highland  hills  I've  wander'd  wide, 
And  o'er  the  Lawlands  \  hae  beent 

6at  Phemte  was  the  biythest  lasa 
That  ever  trod  the  dewy  green. 
Blythe,  blythe,  Ac 


A  ROSE-BUD  BY  MY  EARLY  WALK 

A  Rose-bud  by  my  early  walk, 
Adown  a  corn-encloicd  bawk, 
Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk, 

All  on  a  dewy  morning. 
Ere  twice  the  shades  o'  dawn  are  fle^ 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread, 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head, 

It  scents  the  early  morninK. 
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Within  tha  bi)sh  her  covert  ne«t 
A  little  liqpct  fondly  prest; 
Th^  dew  t9t  chilly  on  her  brnMt, 

Sae  early  in  tba  morning. 
Shs  toon  Bhall  set  her  tender  brood, 
The  pride,  the  pleasure  o'  the  wood, 
Amang  the  fresh  green  leaver  bedew'd, 

Awake  the  early  pioming. 

So  thou,  dear  bird,  young  Jeany  fair. 
On  trembling  string  or  vocal  air, 
Shall  sweetly  pay  the  tender  care 

That  tents  thy  early  morning. 
So  thou,  sweet  Rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 
Shalt  beautc«rai  blase  upon  the  day. 
And  btess  the  parent's  eveping  ray 

That  watch'd  thy  early  morning. 


EPITAPH  FOR  MR.  W.  CRUIKSHANI^ 

HoHEST  Will  to  Heaven's  away 
Aqd  mony  shall  lament  him ; 

His  fau'ts  they  a'  in  Latin  Uy, 
In  En^ish  nane  e'er  kent  them. 


SONG— THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEVON 

Tunf—"  Bhv>»racli   dboqo  a'  cjiniidli." 

How  pleasant  the  banks  of  the  clear  winding  Devon, 

With  green  spreading  bushes  and  flow'rs  blooming  fairl 
But  the  bonieit  flow'r  on  the  b^nkg  of  the  peyon 

Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  bracE  of  the  Ayr. 
Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet  blushing  flower. 

In  the  gay  rosy  mom,  as  it  bathes  in  the  4'w ; 
And  gentle  the  fall  of  the  soft  vernal  shower, 

That  steals  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  rei)«w! 
•Of  t|i(  f^iaboTtti  iUi^  fi^M). 
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O  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breezes, 

With  chill  hoary  wing  as  ye  usher  the  dawn; 
And  far  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seizes 

The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  or  lawn  I 
Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  lilies. 

And  England  triumphant  display  her  proud  rose: 
A  fairer  than  either  adorns  the  green  valleys. 

Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flows. 


BRAVING  ANGRY  WINTER'S  STORMS 
TwM— "  Neil  Gow'a  Lament  for  Abercaimir.'' 

Wher£,  braving  angry  winter's  storms. 

The  lolty  Ochils  rise. 
Far  in  their  shade  my  Ptggfs  charms 

First  blest  my  wondering  eyes; 
As  one  who  by  some  savage  stream 

A  lonely  gem  surveys, 
Astonish'd,  doubly  marks  it  beam 

With  art's  most  polish'd  blaze. 

Blest  be  the  wild,  sequester'd  shade, 

And  blest  the  day  and  hour. 
Where  Peggy's  charms  I  first  survey'd. 

When  first  I  felt  their  pow'r  I 
The  tyrant  Death,  with  grim  control, 

May  seize  my  fleeting  breath ; 
But  tearing  Peg^  from  my  soul 

Must  be  a  stronger  death. 


SONG— MY  PEGGY'S  CHARMS 
Tune — "  Tha  a'  chailleaeh  air  mo  dheigb." 

Mv  Peggy's  face,  my  Peggy's  form, 
The  frost  of  hermit  Age  might  warm; 
My  Peggy's  worth,  my  Peggy's  mind, 
Mi^t  charm  the  first  of  human  kind. 
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I  love  Diy  Peggy's  ang«l  air. 
Her  face  so  truly  heavenly  fair. 
Her  native  grace,  so  void  of  art, 
But  I  adore  my  Peggy's  heart 

The  lily's  hue,  the  rose's  dye. 
The  kindling  lustre  of  an  eye; 
Who  but  owns  their  magic  sway  I 
Who  but  knows  they  all  decay ! 

The  tender  thrill,  the  pitying  tear, 
The  generous  purpose  nobly  dear. 
The  gentle  look  that  rage  disarms^ 
These  are  all  Immortal  charms. 


THE  YOUNG  HIGHLAND  ROVER 
Thw* — "  Moi^f," 

Loud  blaw  the  frosty  breezes. 

The  snaws  the  mountains  cover ; 
Like  winter  on  me  seizes. 

Since  my  young  Highland  rover 

Far  wanders  nations  over. 
Where'er  he  go,  where'er  he  stray, 

May  heaven  be  his  warden; 
Return  him  safe  to  fair  Strathspey, 

And  bonie  Castle-Gordon  1 

The  trees  now  naked  groaning. 
Shall  soon  wi'  leaves  be  hinging, 

The  birdies  dowie  moaning. 
Shall  a'  be  blythely  singing. 
And  every  flower  be  springing; 

Sae  111  rejoice  the  lee-lang  day. 
When  by  his  mighty  Warden 

My  youth's  return'd  to  fair  Strathspey, 
And  bonie  Castle-Gordon. 
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Avar  the  illiutrieiu  Exile  roanu. 

Whom  kingdoms  oa  this  day  should  hail; 
An  inmate  in  the  cuiial  sbed. 
On  transient  pity's  tmun^  fed. 

Haunted  by  busy  memory's  bitter  tain ! 
Beasts  of  the  forest  have  their  savage  homes. 

But  He,  who  should  imperial  purple  wear. 
Owns  not  t)ie  lap  of  earth  where  rests  his  royal  head  I 

His  wretched  refu^,  darl;  despair, 
While  ravening  wrongs  and  woes  pursue, 
And  distant  far  the  faithful  few 

Who  would  his  sorrows  share. 


False  flatterer,  H(^,  away  1 

Nor  think  to  lure  us  as  in  days  of  yofe: 
We  solemnize  this  sorrowing  natal  day. 

To  prove  our  loyal  truth — we  can  no  more. 
And  owning  Heaven's  mysteriom  sway. 

Submissive,  low  adore. 
Ye  honored,  migh^  Dead, 

Who  nobly  perished  in  the  gloriogs  cause. 

Your  King,  your  Country,  *nd  her  laws. 
From  great  Dckdee,  who  sailing  Victory  led. 
And  fell  a  Martyr  in  her  arras, 
(What  breast  of  northern  ice  but  warms  I) 
To  bold  Balmerino's  undying  name, 
Whose  soul  of  fire,  lighted  at  Heaven's  high  flame. 
Deserves  the  proudest  wreath  departed  hero«  claim: 
Not  unrevenged  your  fate  shall  He, 

It  only  lags,  the  fatal  hour, 
Your  blood  shall,  with  incessant  cry, 

Awake  at  last,  th'  unsparing  Power; 
As  from  the  cliff,  with  thundering  course, 

The  snowy  nrin  smokes  alopg 
With  doubling  speed  pnd  gathering  force, 

iTbe  hit  UrthdiT  ol  Mnce  Otrie*  Edvird. 


D,=,l,z.d=;G00gIe 


POBMS  AND  tOMCS  31 

Till  deep  it,  cnuhing',  wh«ln»  die  cotuge  is  the  Vftle; 
So  Ven|;euice'  arm,  enBCUiguIn'd,  strong, 
Shall  with  resistlesi  tnij^t  asull. 
Usurping  BrunBWlck'i  pride  ahBll  Ity, 
And  Stewart's  wrongs  and  yours,  with  tdiMd  wtight 
repay. 

Pekdition,  baleful  child  of  night  t 
Rise  and  revenge  the  injured  right 

Of  Stewakt's  I'oyal  race: 
Lead  on  the  unmuzzled  hounds  of  tieD, 
Till  all  the  frighted  echoes  tell 

The  blood-notes  of  the  chase  t 
Full  on  the  quarfy  point  fheii"  view. 
Full  on  the  base  usuqiing  crew. 
The  tools  of  factim,  and  the  natidu's  curse  I 
Hark  how  the  cry  grows  on  tb«  wind; 
They  leave  th«  lagging  gdle  bdiirtd. 
Their  savage  fury,  pitiless,  they  pour; 
With  murdering  tycs  alreadj  they  devoitf  • 

See  Brunswick  spent,  t  wretched  fr<y, 
His  life  one  poor  despairing  day. 
Where  each  avenging  hdur  still  ushers  In  b  wdFH  t 

Such  havock,  hdwliitg  all  abroAd, 
Thcii"  utttr  tuiil  bring. 

The  base  apostatts  to  their  Gm, 
Of  f«bels  m  their  Kiho. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  DUNDAS.  ESQ., 

OF  ARNISTON 

Late  Lord  Presid«)t  of  the  Court  t>t  Session. 

Lone  on  th4  bleaky  hills  the  straying  flocks 
Shun  the  fierce  storms  among  the  sheltering  todrtj 
Down  from  the  rivultts,  red  with  dashing  rains, 
The  gathering  floods  burst  o'ct  the  distant  plains; 
Beneath  the  blast  the  leafless  forests  groan; 
The  hollow  caves  return  a  hollow  moaiL 
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Ye  hills,  ye  plains,  ye  forests,  and  ye  caves. 
Ye  howling  winds,  and  wintry  swelling  waves  1 
Unheard,  unseen,  by  human  ear  ot  eye, 
Sad  to  your  sympathetic  glooms  I  fly; 
Where,  to  the  whistling  blast  and  water's  roar. 
Pale  Scotia's  recent  wound  I  may  deplore. 

O  heavy  loss,  thy  country  ill  could  bear  t 

A  loss  these  evil  days  can  ne'er  repair  1 

Justice,  the  high  vicegerent  of  her  God, 

Her  doubtful  balance  eyed,  and  sway'd  her  rod: 

Hearing  the  tidings  of  the  fatal  blow. 

She  sank,  abandon'd  to  the  wildest  woe. 

Wrongs,  injuries,  from  many  a  darksome  den. 

Now,  gay  in  hc^e,  explore  the  paths  of  men: 

See  from  his  cavern  grim  Oppression  rise, 

And  throw  on  Poverty  his  cruel  eyes; 

Keen  <»i  the  helpless  victim  see  him  Sy, 

And  stifie,  dark,  the  feebly-bursting  cry: 

Mark  Ruffian  Violence,  distained  with  crimes. 

Rousing  elate  in  these  degenerate  times. 

View  unsuspecting  Innocence  a  prey, 

As  guileful  Fraud  points  out  the  erring  way: 

While  subtle  Litigation's  pliant  tongue 

The  life-blood  equal  sucks  of  Ri^t  and  Wrong: 

Hark,  injur'd  Want  recounts  th'  unlisten'd  talc, 

And  much-wrong'd  Mis'ry  pours  the  unpitied  wail  1 

Ye  dark  waste  hills,  ye  brown  unsightly  plains. 
Congenial  scenes,  ye  soothe  my  mournful  strains : 
Ye  tempests,  ragel  ye  turbid  torrents,  roll  I 
Ye  suit  the  joyless  tenor  of  my  soul. 
Life's  social  haunts  and  pleasures  I  resign; 
Be  namdess  wilds  and  lonely  wanderii^  mine. 
To  mourn  the  woes  my  country  must  endure- 
That  wound  degenerate  ages  cannot  cure. 
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SYLVANDER    TO    CLARINDA' 

Exten^on  Reply  to  Verses  addrcEsed  to  the  Author  br  a  Laij, 
under  the  signature  of  "  Clarinda." 

When  dear  Clarinda,  matchless  fair. 
First  struck  Sylvander's  raptur'd  view. 

He  gaz'd,  be  listened  to  despair, 
Alas  I  'twas  all  he  dared  to  do. 

Love,  from  Clarinda's  heavenly  tyea, 
Transfixed  his  bosom  thro'  and  thro' ; 

Bat  still  in  Friendship's  guarded  guis^ 
For  more  the  demon  f  ear'd  to  do. 

That  heart,  already  more  than  lost. 

The  imp  belcaguer'd  all  perdue; 
For  frowning  Honour  kept  his  post — 

To  meet  that  frown  he  shrunk  to  da 

His  pangs  the  Bard  refused  to  own, 
Tho"  half  he  wish'd  Clarinda  knew ; 

But  Anguish  wrung  the  unweeting  grosa — 
Who  blames  what  frantic  Pain  must  doll 

That  heart,  where  motley  follies  blend. 

Was  sternly  still  to  Honour  true: 
To  prove  Clarinda's  fondest  fnend. 

Was  what  a  lover  sure  might  do. 

The  Muse  his  ready  quill  employed. 

No  nearer  bliss  he  could  pursue; 
That  bliss  Clarinda  cold  den/d — 

"Send  word  by  Charles  how  you  do  I" 

The  chill  behest  disarm'd  his  mtise. 

Till  passion  all  impatient  grew : 
He  wrote,  and  hinted  for  excuse, 

Twas,  'cause  "  he'd  nothing  else  to  do.** 
lA  gnw-widow,  lin.  MXeluM. 
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But  by  those  hopes  I  have  above  I 
And  by  tfiose  faultt  I  deariy  ruel 

The  deed,  the  boldest  mark  of  love. 
For  tbee,  that  deed  I  dare  to  do  1 

O  conid  the  Fates  bat  name  the  price 
Would  bleM  me  with  your  charms  and  you  I 

With  frantic  joy  I'd  pay  it  thrice. 
If  human  art  aad  power  could  do  t 

Then  take,  Clarinda,  friendship's  hand. 

(Friendship,  at  least,  I  may  avow;) 
And  lay  no  more  your  chill  command,^ 

VU  writ^  whatever  I've  to  do. 

Sylvander. 


LOVE  IN  THE  GUISE  OF  FRIENDSHIP 

Your  friendship  much  can  make  me  blest, 

O  why  that  bliss  destroy  1 
Why  urge  the  only,  one  requeit 

Yon  know  I  will  deny  I 

Your  thoaght,  if  Love  must  harbour  there. 

Conceal  it  in  that  thoti^t ; 
Nor  cause  me  from  my  boson  tear 

The  very  friend  I  sought 


GO  ON.  SWEET  BIRD,  AND  SOOTH  MY  CARE 

For  thee  is  laughing  Nature  gay. 
For  thee  she  pours  the  vernal  day; 
For  mc  in  vain  is  Nature  drest. 
While  Joy's  a  stranger  to  my  breast 
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CtARINDA.   MISTRESS   OF   kY   SOUL 

Claumda,  tnistreaB  6{  tnj^  bdUI, 

The  mtusur'd  dtne  fa  run  I 
I'he  wr«tch  beneath  tha  dreary  ptdtf 

So  nurka  bis  latest  eUn. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie; 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  his  life  and  light, 

The  sun  of  all  his  joy. 

W«  part — but  by  these  prtciaue  drops. 

That  fill  thy  lovely  tye», 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  steps. 

Till  tl^  bright  beams  arise  I 

She,  the  fair  sun  of  all  her  sex, 
Has  blest  nty  glorious  day ; 

And  shall  a.  glimmering  planet  fix 
Uy  yvorship  to  its  ray  7 


TM  O'ER  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  YET 

Chorus. — I'm  o'er  young,  I'm  o'er  yoUhg, 
I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ; 
I'm  o'er  youn^  'twad  be  a  sin 
To  tak  me  f rac  my  mamUy  ytt, 

I  AM  my  mammy's  ae  balm, 
Wi'  unco  folk  t  Weary,  sir; 

And  lying  in  a  strange  bed, 
I'm  fiey'd  it  mak  me  eerie,  sir. 
I'm  o'er  young,  &c. 

Hallofftnau  Is  ccrnie  and  gane, 

The  night*  are  l4ng  Ih  winter,  ^f^ 
And  you  an'  I  ib  u  bed, 
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In  trowth,  I  dare  ns  venture,  sir. 
I'm  o'er  young,  Ac 

Pa'  loud  an'  shin  the  frosty  wind 
Blaws  thro'  the  leafless  tinmicr,  nr; 

But  if  ye  come  this  gate  again, 
I'll  auMer  be  gin  simmer,  sir. 
I'm  o'er  young,  4c 


TO  THE  WEAVERS  GIN  YE  GO 

My  heart  was  ance  as  blithe  and  free 
As  simmer  days  were  lang; 

But  a  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 
Has  gart  me  change  my  sang. 

C*«nM.— To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go,  fair  maids, 
To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go; 
I  rede  you  right,  gang  ne'er  at  ni^ 
To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go. 

My  mither  sent  me  to  the  town. 

To  warp  a  ptaiden  wab ; 
But  the  weary,  weary  warptn  o't 

Has  gart  me  sigh  and  sab. 
To  the  weaver's,  &c. 

A  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Sat  working  at  his  loom; 
He  toc^  my  heart  as  wi'  a  att. 

In  every  knot  and  thrum. 
To  the  weaver's,  &c. 

I  sat  beside  my  warpin-whee). 

And  ayt  I  ca'd  it  roun' ; 
But  every  shot  and  every  knod^ 

My  heart  it  gae  a  stoun. 
To  the  weaver's,  Ac 
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Hie  moon  was  sinking  in  the  wtat, 

Wi'  visage  pale  and  wan, 
As  my  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Convoy'd  me  thro'  the  glen. 
To  the  weaver's,  8k. 

But  what  was  said,  or  what  was  done, 

Shame  fa'  me  gin  I  tell; 
But  Oh  1 1  fear  the  kintra  soon 

Will  ken  as  weel's  mysel  I 
To  the  weaver's,  te. 


M'PHERSON'S  FAREWELL 

Tune—"  M'Pherwin'B  Rant" 

Farewell,  ye  dungeons  datk  and  strong. 

The  wretch's  dcstiniel 
M'Pherson's  time  will  not  be  long 

On  yonder  gallows-tree. 

Chonu. — Sae  rantingly,  sae  wantonly, 
Sae  dauDtingly  gaed  he; 
He  play'd  a  spring,  and  danc'd  it  round, 
Below  the  gallows-tree. 

O  what  is  deadi  but  parting  breath? 

On  many  a  bloody  plain 
I've  dared  his  face,  and  in  this  place 

I  acom  him  yet  again  I 

Sae  rantingly,  &c. 

Untie  these  bands  from  off  n^  hand^ 

And  bring  me  to  my  sword; 
'And  there's  no  a  man  in  all  Scotland 

But  I'll  brave  him  at  a  word. 
Sae  raotinj^,  &C 
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I'vft  liv'd  a  life  of  iturt  and  strife; 

I  die  by  trcaehcric: 
It  burni  my  heart  I  must  deport. 

And  not  avcngM  be. 

Sae  rantio^Iy,  &c. 

Now  farewell  light,  thou  sunshine  brj^t, 

And  all  beneath  the  sky] 
May  coward  shame  distain  his  Tia,m% 

The  wT9tch  that  dare  not  die  1 
Sae  rantin^I^,  &c 


STAY  MY  CHARMER 
Tunt — "An  gille  dabh  ciar-dhnbh." 

Stay  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me  I 

Cruel,  cn»]  to  deceive  me ; 

Well  you  know  how  much  you  grieve  me; 

Cruel  channer,  can  you  go ! 

Cruel  charmer,  can  yon  go  I 

By  my  love  so  ill-reqgited. 

By  the  faith  you  fondly  plighted, 

By  the  pangs  of  lovers  slighted. 

Do  not,  dt)  not  leave  me  » I 
Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  so  I 


SONG-MY  HOGGIK 

What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hog^e  die? 

My  joy,  my  pride,  my  Hog^e ! 
My  only  beast,  I  had  nae  mae. 

And  vow  but  I  was  vogie  I 
The  lee-Iang  nl^t  wo  watch'd  the  fanid. 

Me  and  my  f althfu*  doggie ; 
We  heard  nocht  but  the  roaring  linn, 

Amang  the  hraei  aat  icroggie. 
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But  the  houlet  cry*!]  frae  the  castle  ws', 

The  blittcr  frae  the  boggle; 
The  tod  reply'd  upon  the  hill, 

I  trembled  for  my  Hog^e, 
When  day  did  daw,  and  cocks  did  craw. 

The  morning  it  was  foggie ; 
An  unco  tyke,  lap  o'er  the  dyke. 

And  maiat  has  kill'd  nry  Hog^e  t 


RAVING   WINDS    AROUND   HER   BLOWING 
Tune—"  W  Grigor  of  Hon'*  Lament" 

I  composed  these  veriM  on  Mill  Isabella  M'Leodof  Raza, 
alluding  to  her  feelings  on  the  death  of  her  liiter,  and  the  still 
more  melancholy  death  of  her  sister's  husband,  the  late  Earl  of 
Loudoun,  who  shot  btmtclf  ont  of  ifieer  heart-break  at  some 
mortifications  he  suffered,  owing  to  the  deranged  state  of  bif 
finances.— J?.  B.,  1791. 

Raving  winds  around  her  blowing. 
Yellow  leaves  the  woodlands  atrowin^ 
By  a  river  hoarsely  roaring, 
Isabella  stray'd  deploring — 

"  Farewell,  hours  that  late  did  measure 
Sunshine  days  of  joy  and  pleasure; 
Hail,  thou  gloomy  night  of  sorrow. 
Cheerless  night  that  knows  no  morrow  I 

"  O'er  the  past  too  fondly  wandering. 
On  the  hqKlesg  future  pondering; 
Chilly  grief  my  life-blood  freezes. 
Fell  despair  my  fancy  seizes. 


*  Life,  thou  soul  of  every  blessing. 
Load  to  misery  most  distressing. 
Gladly  how  would  I  resign  thee. 
And  to  dark  oblivion  jdn  thee  1 " 
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UP  IN  THE  MORNING  EARLY 

Caold  blaws  the  wind  frae  east  to  westv 

The  drift  is  driving  sairly; 
Sae  loud  and  shill's  I  hear  the  blast — 

I'm  sure  it's  .winter  fairly. 

Chorus.— Vp  in  the  morning's  no  (or  me, 
Up  in  the  morning  early ; 
When  a'  the  hills  are  covered  wi'  snaw, 
I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 

The  birds  sit  chittering  in  the  thorn, 
A'  day  they  fare  but  sparely ; 

And  tang's  the  night  frae  e'en  to  mont— 
I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 
l^  in  the  morning's,  &c. 


HOW  LONG  AND  DREARY  IS  THE  NIGHT 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night. 

When  I  am  frae  my  dearie  I 
I  sleepless  lie  frae  e'en  to  mom, 

Tho'  I  were  ne'er  so  weary: 

I  sleepless  lie  frae  e'en  to  mom, 

Tho'  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary ! 

When  I  think  on  the  happy  days 

I  spent  wi'  you  my  dearie: 
And  now  what  lands  between  us  It^ 

How  can  I  be  but  eene ! 
And  now  what  lands  between  us  lie. 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie! 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  houra, 
As  ye  were  wac  and  weary  I 
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It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by, 
When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie! 

It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by. 
When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie  t 


HEY.  THE  DUSTY  MILLER 

Hey,  the  dusty  Miller, 

And  his  dusty  coat, 
He  win  win  a  shilling. 

Or  he  spend  a  groat: 
Dusty  was  the  coat. 

Dusty  was  the  colour, 
Dusty  was  the  kiss 

That  I  gat  frae  the  Miller. 

Hey,  the  dusty  Miller, 

And  his  dusty  sack; 
Leeze  me  on  the  calling 

Pills  the  dusty  peck: 
Fills  the  dusty  peck. 

Brings  the  dusty  siller; 
I  wad  gie  my  coatie 

For  the  dusty  Milter. 


DUNCAN  DAVISON 

There  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg, 

And  she  held  o'er  the  moors  to  spin ; 
There  was  a  lad  that  foUow'd  her, 

They  ca'd  him  Duncan  Dawson. 
The  moor  was  dreigh,  and  Meg  was  skeigh. 

Her  favour  Duncan  could  na  win; 
For  wi'  the  rock  she  wad  him  knock, 

And  aye  she  shook  the  temper-[un. 
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As  o'er  the  moar  thoy  lightly  foar, 

A  burn  was  dear,  a  glen  was  green. 
Upon  Ibe  banks  they  eu'd  their  shanks. 

And  aye  ihe  set  the  wheel  between : 
But  Duncan  swoor  a  haly  aith, 

That  Meg  should  be  a  bride  the  mom; 
Tbea  Meg  took  up  her  spinning-graith, 

Aa4  fl»iig  th«p]  $'  out  o'ef  the  burn. 


We  will  big  a  wee,  wee  house. 

And  we  win  live  like  king  and  qneen; 
Sae  blj^e  and  merry's  we  will  be, 

When  ye  set  by  the  wheel  at  e'en. 
A  man  may  drink,  and  no  be  drunk ; 

A  man  m^y  fight,  and  no  b^  slain; 
A  man  may  kiss  a  banie  lass. 

And  aye  be  weltKmie  back  again  I 


THE  LAD  THEY  CA*  JUMPIN  JOHN 

Her  daddie  forbad,  her  minnie  forbad. 

Forbidden  she  wadna  be: 
She  wadna  trow't,  the  browst  she  brew'd, 

Wad  taste  sae  bitterlie. 


Chorus. — The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin  John 
BeguII'd  the  bonie  lassie, 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jumpin  John 
Beguil'd  the  bonie  lassie. 

A  cow  and  a  cauf,  a  yowe  and  a  hanf. 
And  thretty  gude  shillins  and  three; 

A  vera  gude  tocher,  a  cotter-man's  dochter. 
The  lass  wi'  the  bonie  black  c'o. 
The  lang  lad,  &c. 
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TALK  OF  HIM  THAT'S  FAR  AWA 

MusiNo  oit  the  roafing  ocean, 
Which  dirldes  mj  loro  and  me ; 

Wearying  hcav'n  in  warm  devotioDt 
F«r  hie  weal  where'er  he  be. 

Hope  and  Fear's  altei^ate  billow 
Yidding  late  to  Nature's  law, 

Whispering  ipirits  round  my  pillow. 
Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa. 

Ye  Whom  boitdw  nevef  woundA^ 
Ye  who  never  shed  a  tear, 

Cira-untroubled,  joy-surroUridcd, 
Gaudy  day  to  you  is  dear. 

Gentle  night,  do  thou  befriend  me. 
Downy  sleep,  the  curtain  draw; 

Spirits  kind,  again  attehd  me, 
Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa  I 


TO  DAUNTON  HE 

Thb  blude-red  rote  at  Yule  may  blaw, 
Hia  limmer  lilies  bloom  in  snaw, 
The  f r«at  may  f  rceae  the  deepest  sea ; 
But  an  auld  man  shall  never  dauntoi)  me. 
RefratM. — To  daunton  me,  to  dannton  me, 

An  auld  man  shall  never  dannton  me. 

To  daunton  me,  and  me  sae  young, 
Wi'  ilia  f  ause  heatt  and  flatf  ting  tongue. 
That  is  the  thing  you  shall  nevet  lee. 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  datmton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 
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For  a'  his  meal  and  a'  his  mant, 
For  a'  his  fresh  beef  and  his  saut, 
For  a'  his  gold  and  white  monie. 
An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 

His  gear  nay  buy  him  kye  and  yowes, 
His  gear  may  buy  him  glens  and  knowes; 
But  me  he  shall  not  buy  nor  {ee. 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  dauntoo  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 

He  hirples  twa-fauld  as  he  dow, 
Wt'  his  teethless  gab  and  bis  auld  held  pow. 
And  the  rain  rains  down  frae  his  red  blear'd  0*6; 
That  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me; 
To  daunton  m^  &c. 


THE  WINTER  IT  IS  PAST 

Thb  winter  it  is  past,  and  the  summer  comes  at  last 
And  the  small  birds,  they  sing  on  ev'ry  tree; 

Now  ev'ry  thing  is  glad,  while  I  am  very  sad. 
Since  my  true  love  is  parted  from  me. 

The  rose  upon  the  breer,  by  the  waters  running  clear. 
May  have  charms  for  the  linnet  or  the  bee ; 

Their  little  loves  are  blest,  and  their  little  hearts  st  res^ 
But  my  true  love  is  parted  from  me. 


THE  BONIE  LAD  THAT'S  FAR  AWA 

O  BOW  can  I  be  biytbc  and  glad. 
Or  how  can  I  gang  brisk  and  braw, 

When  the  bonie  lad  that  I  lo'e  best 
Is  o'er  the  hOls  and  far  awa  1 
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It's  no  the  frosty  winter  wind. 
It's  no  the  driving  drift  and  snaw; 

But  aye  the  tear  conies  in  my  c'e. 
To  think  on  him  that's  far  awa. 

My  father  pat  me  frae  his  door. 
My  friends  they  hae  disown'd  me  »'; 

But  I  hae  ane  will  tak  my  part, 
The  bonic  lad  that's  far  awa. 

A  pair  o'  glooves  he  bought  to  me. 
And  silken  snoods  he  gae  me  tws; 

And  I  will  wear  them  for  his  sake. 
The  borne  lad  that's  far  awa. 

O  weary  Winter  soon  will  pass, 
And  Sprii^  will  deed  the  birken  shaw; 

lAnd  ray  young  babie  will  be  born. 
And  hell  be  htune  that's  far  awa. 


VERSES  TO  CLARINDA 
Sent  with  a  Pair  of  Wine-Glasses. 

IFaix  Empress  of  the  poet's  sool. 

And  Queen  of  poetesses; 
Clarinda,  take  this  little  boon. 

This  humble  pair  of  glasses: 

And  Gil  them  up  with  generous  juic^ 
As  generous  as  your  mind; 

And  pledge  them  to  the  generous  toast, 
"  liie  whde  of  human  kind  I " 

"To  those  who  love  us  I"  second  fiflj 
But  not  to  those  whom  we  love; 

XiCst  we  love  those  who  love  not  u^- 
A  third—"  to  thee  and  me^  love  1 " 
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THE  CHEVAUEH'S  LAMBMT 

Thi  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  leaves  returnii^, 
The  murmuring  streamlet  winds  dear  thrt^  the  vale; 
The  primroses  blow  in  the  dews  o!  the  msrning, 
And  wild  scatter'd  cowslips  bedeck  the  fitaa  dale: 
But  what  can  give  pleasure,  or  «4iat  can  seem  fair. 
When  the  lingering  moments  are  numbered  by  care? 
No  birds  sweetly  tinging,  nor  flow'rs  gaily  springing, 
Can  soothe  the  sad  bosom  of  joyless  despair. 

The  deed  that  I  dared,  oould  It  merit  their  malice? 
A  king  and  a  father  to  place  on  his  throne  I 
His  right  are  these  hills,  and  his  right  arc  these  valleys. 
Where  the  wild  beasts  find  shelter,  tho'  t  can  Gnd  none  I 
But  'tis  not  my  sufT'rings,  thus  wretched,  forlorn. 
My  brave  gallant  frisnds,  'tis  your  ruin  I  mourn; 
Your  faith  proved  so  loyal  in  hot  bloody  trial, — 
Alas  I  I  can  make  it  no  better  return  I 


EKSTLE  TO  HUGH  PARKER 

Ik  this  strange  land,  this  uncouth  clime, 

A  land  unlpiown  to  prosf  or  rhyme; 

Where  words  ne'er  cross't  the  Muse's  heckles. 

Nor  limpit  in  poetic  shackles: 

A  land  that  Prose  did  never  view  it, 

Eitcept  when  drunk  he  stacher't  thro'  it; 

Here,  ambush'd  by  the  chimla  cheek. 

Hid  in  an  atmosphere  of  reek, 

I  hear  a  wheel  thrum  i'  the  neuk, 

I  hear  it — for  in  vain  I  leuk. 

The  red  peat  gleams,  a  fiery  kemd, 

Enhuaked  by  a  fog  infernal : 

Here,  for  my  wonted  rhyming  riptnres, 

I  sit  antf  ccmtU  my  tim  by  chapters; 
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For  life  wul  sfiiwk  likv  it^r  Christiani, 

I'm  dwindled  dow)  tq  mere  existence. 

W>'  nta  cpttverte  l|ut  CaHqw^'  bodies, 

Wi'  nae  kenn'^J  (»«:»  httt  Jenny  Gtddes, 

Jeniij,  my  Ffgapcfq  Blifle ' 

Dowie  she  saunters  ^wn  Nitheidf, 

And  aye  a  westtin  leuk  she  throws. 

While  tear§  \^p  o'pr  h«'  !tul(|  hrqvvn  pqse  I 

Was  it  for  thjs,  ^Y''  cannje  cqre, 

Thou  bure  the  B^rd  thrqugf)  njtny  ^  ^ire? 

At  howes,  or  llillppV^  peyPT  )itl1''*yed, 

And  lilte  ef  carlj  pey^f  ^uip))lc(i?-w 

O  had  I  BPWf r  lil^e  itic^mation, 

I'd  her.ft;  tfi?«  Wp  9  cqflstpllatiRfi, 

To  canter  witfi  fhf  S^gitsftB, 

Or  loup  the  ecliptic  like  a  bar; 

Or  turn  the  pole  hke  any  arrow; 

Or,  when  auld  Phcebus  bids  good-morrov, 

Down  the  zodiac  urge  the  race, 

Atd  ca^  ^r*  W  tii»  §»>d5t>ip'^  *ii»j 

For  I  could  lay  my  bread  and  kail 

He'd  ne'er  oj^i  s^Vit  upq'  thy  Mii.-r 

Wi'  a'  this  c^ip  and  a'  th>s  grief, 

And  stna',  Em§'  project  of  relief. 

And  nqiij^t  tiuf  RMt  r*elt  i'  piy  bead. 

How  can  I  write  what  ye  can  read  ? — 

Tarbolton,  t^mty-fourUi  t>'  JuttP, 

Yell  ^d  roe  in  a  better  tunc; 

But  till  we  n^eef  and  mett  our  whistle, 

Tak  this  fi^fiufi  ^9?  nao  epUtle. 

Robert  Burns. 


OF  A'  THE  AIRTS  THE  WINP  CAN  BLAW* 
Tito* — '  Miss  Admiral  Gordon's  Strathspey" 

Of  a'  the  aitts  the  wind  can  blaw, 
I  dearly  like  the  wait, 

>  Written  dnrins  a  teftn^oa  froBi  Vn.  Budh  Id  tbdr  hoDcynii 

, —  i-,^  ^  EiitoUwJj  Wn.  (unti  w»  m  Mo«gicU- 
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For  there  the  bonie  lassie  lives. 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  best: 
There's  wild-woods  grow,  and  rivers  row. 

And  mony  a  hill  between : 
But  day  and  night  my  fancy's  fiight 

Is  ever  wi'  my  Jean. 

I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers, 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair: 
I  hear  her  in  the  tunefu'  birds, 

I  hear  her  chEimi  the  air: 
There's  not  a  bonie  flower  that  springs 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green ; 
.There's  not  a  bonie  bird  that  sings, 

But  minds  me  o'  my  Jean. 


SONG— I  HAE  A  WIFE  O*  MY  AIN 

I  HAE  a  wife  of  my  ain, 
111  partake  wi'  nacbody; 

III  take  Cuckold  frae  nane, 
I'll  gie  Cuckold  to  naebo^. 

I  hae  a  penny  to  spend. 
There — thanks  to  naebodyl 

I  hae  naething  to  lend, 
I'll  borrow  frae  naebody. 

I  am  nacbody's  lord, 
I'll  be  slave  to  naebody; 

I  hae  a  gude  braid  sword, 
m  tak  dunts  frae  naebo^jr. 


ni  be  merry  and  free, 
I'll  be  sad  for  naebody; 

Naebody  cares  for  me, 
I  care  for  naebody. 
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VERSES  IN  FRIARS'  CARSE  HERMITAGE 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed. 
Be  thou  deckt  in  silken  stole, 
Grave  these  maxims  on  thy  sotd. 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most, 
Sprung  from  night,  in  darkness  lost: 
Hope  not  sunshine  every  hour. 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour. 

Happiness  is  but  a  name. 
Make  content  and  ease  thy  aim. 
Ambition  is  a  meteor-gleam; 
Fame  a  restless  idle  dream ; 

Peace,  the  tend'reat  flow'r  of  spring; 
Pleasures,  insects  on  the  wing; 
Those  that  sip  the  dew  alone — 
Make  the  butterflies  thy  own; 
Those  that  would  the  bloom  devour~i 
Crush  the  locusts,  save  the  flower. 

For  the  future  be  prepar'd. 
Guard  wherever  thou  can'st  guard; 
But  thy  utmost  duly  done. 
Welcome  what  thou  can'st  not  shun. 
Follies  past,  give  thou  to  air. 
Make  their  consequence  thy  care: 
Keep  the  name  of  Man  in  mind, 
And  dishonour  not  thy  kind. 
Reverence  with  lowly  heart 
Him,  whose  wondrous  work  thou  art; 
Keep  His  Goodness  still  in  view. 
Thy  trust,  and  thy  example,  too. 

Stranger,  go  I  Heaven  be  thy  guide  I 
Quod  the  Beadsman  of  Nidside. 
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TO  AWX.  CyNNINGHAM,  ESQ,  WRITER 
EDINBURGH 

My  godlilt*  frieRd-^nay,  iJq  not  stare; 

You  think  tlie  phrase  is  otj^-likci 
But  "  God  is  love,"  the  saints  declare^ 

Then  surely  thQW  !trt  gofj-likf. 

And  is  thy  «f4o«r  Ki)l  fyf  itwi«? 

And  kiiidl«d  stJU  At  Anma? 
Others  may  boast  a  partial  flame. 

But  thou  5111  «  vfll?MiQl 

Ev'n  WedledE  aiki  not  love  beyond 

Death's  tie-dissolving  portal; 
But  thou,  omnipotently  f<»id, 

Uay'st  premfsa  love  imiiiortv]  I 

Thy  weuRdB  sueh  healing  powers  defy. 
Such  symptoms  dJre  attend  them. 

That  last  great  antiheetlc  try — 
Mabsiaqb  perhaps  may  mend  them. 

Sweet  Anna  has  a"  a'' — 1  gftfi^i 

Divine,  magnetic,  touching: 
She  talks,  jhe  charms — but  who  can  trace 

The  process  o(  be^yitching? 


SOt^O— ANMA,  THV  CHASMS 

Ansa,  thy  charms  my  bosgm  in^ 
And  waste  my  soul  with  care; 

But  ah  I  haw  hootlesi  to  »4ninb 
Whia  fated  to  deipsirl 
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Yet  in  thy  presence,  lovely  Fair, 
To  hope  may  be  forgiven ; 

For  sure  'twere  impious  to  deipalr 
So  much  in  ligbt  of  heaven. 


THE  fStE  CHAMPfeTRE 

ri(«*— "  KiUiacrantM,'* 

O  WHA  will  to  Saint  Stephen's  Honae, 

To  do  our  errands  there,  man  ? 
O  wha  will  to  Saint  Stephen's  House 

O"  th"  merry  lads  of  Ayr,  man? 
Or  will  we  send  a  man  o'  law? 

Or  wilt  we  send  a  sodger? 
Or  him  wha  led  o'er  Scotland  a' 

The  meikle  Ursa-Major?" 

Come,  will  ye  court  a  noble  lord. 

Or  buy  a  score  o'  lairds,  man? 
For  worth  and  honour  pawn  their  w(m4 

Their  vote  shall  be  Glencaird's,'  man. 
Ane  gies  them  coin,  ane  gies  them  winc, 

Anilher  gies  them  clatter : 
Annbank,*  wha  guessed  the  ladies'  taste, 

He  gies  a  Fete  Champetre. 

When  Love  and  Beauty  heard  the  ncw^ 

The  gay  green  woods  amang,  man; 
Where,  gathering  flowers,  and  busking  bowery 

They  heard  the  blackbird's  sang,  man: 
A  vow  tbey  sealed  it  with  a  kiss, 

Sir  Politics  to  fetter; 
As  their's  alone,  the  patent  bliss. 

To  hold  a  Fete  Champetre. 

n  BoiiTctI,  the  biographer  of  Dr.  Johmon. 

[ohD  Whitefoord,  tbcD  reniduiK  U  Clcmcaird  or  ''  QenednL" 
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Then  motmted  Mirth  on  gleesome  -mag. 

O'er  hill  and  dale  she  flew,  man; 
Ilk  wimpling  bum,  ilk  crystal  spring. 

Ilk  glen  and  shaw  she  knew,  man: 
She  sununon'd  every  social  sprite. 

That  sports  by  wood  or  water. 
On  th'  bonie  banks  of  Ayr  to  meet. 

And  keep  this  Fete  Giampetre. 

Cauld  Boreas,  wi'  his  boisterous  crew, 

Were  bound  to  stakes  like  kye,  man. 
And  Cynthia's  car,  o'  silver  fu', 

Oamb  up  the  starry  sky,  man : 
Reflected  beams  dwell  in  the  streams. 

Or  down  the  current  shatter; 
The  western  breeze  steals  thro'  the  trees. 

To  view  this  Fete  Champetre. 

How  many  a  robe  sae  gaily  floats  1 

What  sparkling  jewels  glance,  man! 
To  Harmony's  enchanting  notes. 

As  moves  the  mazy  dance,  man. 
The  echoing  wood,  the  winding  flood. 

Like  Paradise  did  glitter. 
When  angels  met,  at  Adam's  yett. 

To  hold  their  Fete  Champetre. 

When  Politics  came  there,  to  mix 

And  make  his  ether-stane,  man  I 
He  circled  round  the  magic  ground, 

But  entrance  found  he  nane,  man: 
He  blush'd  far  shame,  he  quat  his  name, 

Forswore  it,  every  letter, 
Wi'  humble  prayer  to  johi  and  share 

This  festive  F2te  Champetre. 
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EPISTLE  TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  ESQ.,  OF  FINTRY 
Reqaotiiig  a  Favour 

When  Nature  her  great  master-piece  design'd. 
And  fram'd  her  last,  best  work,  the  human  mtndi 
Her  eye  intent  an  all  the  mazy  plan, 
She  form'd  of  various  parts  the  various  Man. 

Then  first  she  calls  the  useful  many  forth; 
Plain  plodding  Industry,  and  sober  Worth: 
Thence  peasants,  farmers,  native  sons  of  earth, 
And  merchandise'  whole  genus  take  their  birth: 
Each  prudent  cit  a  warm  existence  finds. 
And  ail  mechanics'  many-aprou'd  kinds. 
Some  other  rarer  sorts  are  wanted  yet, 
The  lead  and  buoy  are  needful  to  the  net: 
The  caput  tnortuum  of  gross  desires 
Makes  a  material  for  mere  knights  and  squtrei; 
The  martial  phosphorus  is  taught  to  flow. 
She  kneads  the  lumpish  philosophic  dough. 
Then  marks  th'  unyielding  mass  with  grave  designs. 
Law,  physic,  politics,  and  deep  divines; 
Last,  she  sublimes  th'  Aurora  of  the  poles. 
The  flashing  elements  of  female  souls. 

The  order'd  system  fair  before  her  stood, 
Nature,  well  pleas'd,  pronounc'd  it  very  good ; 
But  ere  she  gave  creating  labour  o'er. 
Half-jest,  she  tried  one  curious  labour  more. 
Some  spumy,  fiery,  ignis  fatuui  matter. 
Such  as  the  slightest  breath  of  air  might  scatter; 
With  arch-alacrity  and  conscious  glee, 
(Nature  may  have  her  whim  as  well  as  we. 
Her  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  to  show  it), 
She  forms  the  thing  and  christens  it— a  Poet: 
Creature,  tho*  oft  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrow. 
When  blest  to-day,  unmindful  of  to-morrow; 
A  being  form'd  t*  amuse  his  graver  friends. 
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Admir'd  and  prais'd — and  there  the  homage  ends; 

A  mortal  quite  unAt  for  Fortunc'a  itrife, 

Yet  oft  the  sport  of  all  the  ills  of  life ; 

Prone  to  enjoy  each  pleasure  riches  give, 

Yet  haply  wanting  wherewithal  to  live ; 

Longing  to  wipe  each  tear,  to  heal  each  groan. 

Yet  frequent  all  unheeded  In  his  own. 

But  honest  Nature  is  not  quite  a  Turk, 

She  laugh'd  at  first,  then  felt  for  her  poor  work: 

Pitying  the  propless  climber  of  mankind. 

She  cast  about  a  standard  tree  to  find; 

And,  to  support  his  helpless  woodbine  state, 

Attach'd  him  to  the  generous,  truly  gr«at: 

A  title,  and  the  only  one  I  claim. 

To  lay  strong  hold  for  help  on  bounteous  Graham. 

Pity  the  tuneful  Mttses'  hapless  train, 
Weak,  timid  landsmen  on  life's  stormy  main  I 
Their  hearts  no  selfish  stern  absorbmt  stuff, 
That  never  gives — tho'  humbly  takes  enough  j 
The  little  fate  allows,  they  share  as  soon. 
Unlike  eage  proverb'd  Wisdom's  hard-wrung  boon: 
The  world  were  blest  did  bliss  on  them  depeiid. 
Ah,  that  "the  friendly  e'er  should  want  a  frieirii" 
Let  Prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son, 
Who  life  and  Wisdom  at  one  race  begun. 
Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule, 
(Instinct's  a  brtite,  and  aentimmt  a  fool  I) 
Who  make  poor  "  will  do  "  wait  upon  "  I  sbotlld  " — 
We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  feels  th^re  good? 
Ye  wise  ones  hence  I  ye  hurt  the  social  eye  1 
God's  image  nidcly  etch'd  on  base  alloy  I 
Btit  come  ye  who  the  god-like  pleasure  know. 
Heaven's  attribute  distinguished — to  bestow  I 
Whose  arms  of  love  would  grasp  the  human  rac«; 
Come  thtm  who  gtv'st  with  all  a  courtier's  grace ; 
FxiBHo  OF  MT  LIFE,  trtie  patroo  of  my  liiymet  I 
Prop  of  my  dearest  hopes  for  future  times. 
Why  shrinlcs  my  soul  half  blueing,  half  afnud. 
Backward,  abash'd  to  ask  thy  friendly  aid? 
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I  knoiv  Dit  neM,  I  kno^  thy  giving  hand» 

I  crave  tb^  friendship  &t  thy  kind  cbtetfiind; 

But  there  are  suth  who  court  the  tuneful  Nine — 

Heavens  1  shoiild  thti  branded  chantdtcr  be  mine  I 

Whose  versi  ih  ihiiihood's  pride  stllillineljr  Sows, 

Yet  vileat  reptiles  in  their  bagging  pfvtt, 

Mark,  ht>w  their  lofty  Indepehdettt  Bpttil 

S^an  Dta  the  spuming  wing  of  injured  tberitl 

Seek  you  the  proofs  in  private  life  to  find  ? 

PiQf  the  best  of  words  should  be  but  wind  t 

So,  to  heaven's  gates  the  lark's  shrill  song  asceodl^ 

idut  grovelling  on  the  eafth  tht  cdrtil  felids. 

In  all  the  clam'rous  cry  of  starving  want. 

They  dun  Benevolence  with  shameless  front; 

Oblige  them,  pattohise  their  tirtutl  lays— 

They  persecute  you  all  your  fUtUrS  days  1 

Ere  my  poor  joUl  luch  deep  damnation  stain, 

My  homy  fist  asailnie  the  plough  again. 

The  pie-bald  jacket  \H  me  patch  once  m^t-ei 

On  eighteenpenee  u  week  I've  liv'd  before. 

Tho',  thanks  tti  Hcaven,  I  ddre  even  that  last  shift, 

I  trust,  meantime,  my  boon  ts  in  thy  gift: 

That,  plac'd  by  thee  upon  the  wish'd-for  height. 

Where,  man  and  nature  fairer  En  her  aifht, 

My  Muse  nuy  imp  htr  Witlg  fi>r  sOme  lubliUer  flight 


S6>iG.-trtE  DAY  EEttmKS 

T«w>— "  Betenth  of  HovrnW." 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns. 

The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet: 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd, 

Ne'er  summer-Gun  was  half  sae  sweet 
Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tide. 

And  crosses  o'er  the  sultry  line; 
Than  liingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globeSh 

Heav'n  iiave  me  more — it  nude  thee  mine! 
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While  day  and  night  can  bring  deUgbt, 

Or  Nature  aught  of  pleasure  give; 
While  joys  above  my  mind  can  move. 

For  thee,  and  thee  alone  I  live. 
When  that  grim  foe  of  life  below 

Comes  in  between  to  make  vts  part. 
The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band. 

It  breaks  my  bliss — it  breaks  my  heart  t 


SONG.— O  WERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS  HUL 
Tim*— "  Hr  love  is  loU  to  me." 

0  WERE  I  on  Parnassus  hill. 
Or  had  o'  Helicon  my  fill, 
That  I  might  catch  poetic  skill. 

To  sing  how  dear  I  love  thee  I 
But  Nith  maun  be  my  Muse's  well. 
My  Muse  maun  be  thy  bonie  sel'. 
On  CorsinccMi  I'll  glowr  and  spell, 

And  write  how  dear  I  love  thee. 

Then  come,  sweet  Muse,  inspire  my  layt 
Fw  a'  the  lee-lang  simmer's  day 

1  couldna  sing,  I  couldna  say. 

How  much,  how  dear,  I  love  thee, 
I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green. 
Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  deai^ 
lliy  tempting  lips,  thy  n^ish  een — 

By  Heaven  and  Earth  I  bve  thee  1 

By  nigbt,  by  day,  a-field,  at  hame. 

The  thoughts  o'  thee  my  breast  inflame: 

And  aye  I  muse  and  sing  thy  nam^^ 

I  only  live  to  love  thee. 
Tho'  I  were  doom'd  to  wander  on, 
Bo^nd  the  sea,  beyond  the  sun, 
Till  my  last  weary  sand  was  run; 

Till  then— and  then  I  love  theel 
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A  MOTHER'S  LAMENT 
For  the  Death  of  Her  Soa 

Fate  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  sped. 
And  pierc'd  my  darling's  heart ; 

And  with  him  all  the  joys  are  fled 
Life  can  to  me  impart. 

By  cruel  hands  the  sapling  drops. 

In  dust  dishonour'd  laid ; 
So  fell  the  pride  of  all  my  hopes, 

My  age's  future  shade. 

The  mother-linnet  in  the  brake 
Bewails  her  ravish'd  young; 

So  I,  for  my  lost  darling's  sake. 
Lament  Uie  live-day  long. 

Death,  6ft  I've  feared  thy  fatal  blow. 

Now,  fraid,  I  bare  my  breast; 
O,  do  thou  kindly  lay  me  low 

,Wkh  him  I  love,  at  rest  I 


THE  FALL  OF  THE  LEAF 

Ths  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill. 
Concealing  the  course  of  the  dark  winding  rill; 
How  languid  the  scenes,  late  so  sprightly,  appear  I 
As  Autumn  to  Winter  resigns  the  pale  year. 

The  forests  are  leafless,  the  meadows  are  brown. 
And  all  the  gay  foppery  of  summer  is  flown: 
Apart  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  muse, 
How  quick  Time  is  flying,  how  keen  Fate  pursues  I 

How  long  I  have  liv'd — but  how  much  liv'd  in  vaiOi 
Hov  little  of  life's  scan^  span  may  remain, 
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What  aspects  old  Time  in  his  progress  has  wont, 
What  ties  cruel  t^'ate,  in  my  bssom  has  tbm. 

How  foolish,  or  worse,  lill  our  sutntnil  is  gain'd  1 

And  downward,  how  weaken'd,  how  darken'di  how  pain'd  I 

Life  is  not  worth  having  with  all  tt  can  give — 

For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sure  mtist  live. 


I  RfeIGN  IN  JEANIE'S  BOSOM 

U)uis,  what  reck  I  by  tfiee. 

Or  Geordie  on  his  oceafir 
Dyvor,  beg^r  lou^s  to  ine,_ 

I  reign  in  Jeanie's  bosom ! 

Let  her  criwn  my  love  her  taw. 
And  ih  her  breast  enmrohe  nic. 

Kings,  and  nations— swith  awa'  I 
Reif  raiidies,  I  disown  je  1 


IT  IS  NA,  JEAN,  THY  BONIE  FACE 

It  U  na,,  Jean,  thy  bonie  faeej 
Nor  shape  that  I  admire; 

Altho'  thy  beauty  and  tHy  grace 
Mi^t  wcel  awai^  desirt. 

Somcthingj  ih  ilka  pati  b'  thec) 
To  praise,  to  love,  I  find. 

But  d^ar  as  is  thy  fbnii  to  n^ 
Stili  dearei-  is  thy  mind 

Nae  miiT  utigcnerdus  wisH  I  hks^ 
Nor  stronger  in  my  breast, 

That!,  If  I  tinfia  irfafce  thri  htH), 
At  least  td  see  thee  blest. 
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Cohtent  *m  I,  if  htxiett  Iball  gjre 

But  happineu  to  ibbej 
Aod  as  wi'  thte  I'd  wish  to  live. 

For  tbee  I'd  bear  to  die. 


AULD  LANG  SYNE 

Should  auld  ocqualntsnce  be  torgot. 
And  never  brodght  to  midd  ? 

Should  anid  acquaintance  bfl  fbrgot, 
And  auM  iatig  syne  I 

Chorus.— Fot  auld  lang  syhe,  my  iiiti. 
For  atild  lang  syne. 
We'll  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet, 
F6r  Atild  lang  ayne. 

And  surely  ye*!!  be  youf  ^Iiit  stbwpl 

And  surely  I'D  be  mind! 
And  we'll  t^  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet. 

For  auld  lan^  sytiC 
For  auld,  &c. 

We  twa  bae  run  about  tbe  braes, 
And  pou'd  the  gowans  fine; 

But  we've  wander'd  mony  a  weary  fi^ 
3IH'  abld  lahg  synb. 
For  auld,  &c. 

We  twa  bae  paidl'd  in  the  bum, 
Frae  morning  sun  till  dine; 

But  seas  between  us  braid  bae  roar'd 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 
For  auld,  Sk. 

(And  there's  a  habd,  ffly  trusty  (o-el 
And  gte'B  a  hand  o'  thine  I 
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And  we'll  tak  a  right  gode-wiUie  waugh^ 
For  anld  lang  syne. 
For  auld,  &C. 


MY  BONIE  MARY 

Go,  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine, 

And  fill  it  in  a  silver  tassie; 
That  I  may  drink  before  I  go, 

A  service  to  my  bonie  lassie 
The  boat  rocks  at  the  pier  o'  Leith ; 

Fu'  loud  the  wind  blaws  frac  the  Ferry; 
The  ship  rides  by  the  Berwick-law, 

And  I  maun  leave  my  bonie  Mary. 

The  trumpets  sound,  the  banners  fly. 

The  glittering  spears  are  ranked  ready: 
The  shouts  o'  war  are  heard  afar. 

The  battle  closes  deep  and  bloody ; 
It's  not  the  roar  o'  sea  or  shore, 

Wad  mak  me  langer  wish  to  tarry  I 
Nor  shouts  o'  war  that's  heard  afar — 

It's  leaving  thee,  my  bcmie  Maiy  I 


THE  PARTING  KISS 

HuHtD  seal  of  soft  affections, 
TenderesI  pledge  of  future  bliss, 

Dearest  tie  of  young  connections, 
Love's  first  snowdrop,  virgin  kiss  I 

Speaking  silence,  dumb  confession. 
Passion's  birth,  and  infant's  play. 

Dove-like  fondness,  chaste  concession^ 
Glowing  dawn  of  future  day  I 
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Sorrowing  joy,  Adieu's  last  action, 
(Lingering  lips  must  now  disjoin). 

What  words  can  ever  speak  affection 
So  thrilling  and  sincere  as  thine  I 


WRITTEN  IN  FRIARS  CARSE  HERMITAGE 
ON  NITHSIDE 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed, 
Be  thou  deckt  in  silken  stole. 
Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  soul. 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most. 
Sprung  from  night, — in  darkness  lost; 
Hope  not  sunshine  ev'ry  hour, 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour. 

As  Youth  and  Love  witb-sprightly  dance, 
Beneath  thy  morning  star  advance. 
Pleasure  with  her  siren  air 
May  delude  the  thoughtless  pair; 
Let  Prudence  bless  Enjoyment's  cup. 
Then  raptur'd  sip,  and  sip  it  up. 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high, 
Life's  meridian  flaming  nigh, 
Dost  thou  spurn  the  humble  vale? 
Ijfe's  proud  summits  would'st  thou  scale? 
Check  thy  climbing  step,  elate, 
Evils  lurk  in  felon  wait : 
Dai^ers,  eagle-pinioned,  bold. 
Soar- around  each  cliffy  hold  I 
While  cheerful  Peace,  with  linnet  song. 
Chants  the  lowly  della  among. 

As  the  shades  of  ev'ning  close, 
Bedt'ning  thee  to  long  repose; 
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Ai  life  itKlf  McoHi^i  diacsie* 

Seek  thi  chimtuy^noek  of  oua ; 

Thtrc  nuAiiiale  with  Mbct-  thought, 

Ob  111  tbnu'tt  Kta,  and  htiii^i  uA  wron^t. 

And  teach  the  sportive  younkers  round, 

Saws  of  experience,  sage  and  sound: 

Say,  man's  true,  genuine  estimate, 

THt;  grand  cfitei'toh  bt  his  faU, 

Is  not,  art  thdu  hig'Ii  or  tO«r  ? 

Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow  ? 

Did  nlany  tal6nts  Jftld  thy  Ittati? 

Or  frugal  NAtdre  ghiA^t  tM«  Mef 

Tell  them,  arid  (M-fesk  it  Ml  thdr  tUilid, 

As  tkoti  thyself  mttst  lihortty  fliM, 

The  smile  or  frown  of  awful  Heav'n, 

To  Virtu«  W  to  Vice  Is  giV'M, 

Bay,  ta  be  jtMt,  and  kind,  Mid  WiM<^ 

There  iAlid  Mlf-efljoyntmt  liisi 

That  (ocdlsh,  selftsh,  filthltsl  wayg 

Lead  to  be  wretched,  vile,  and  base. 

Thus  t-esign'd  arid  quiet,  ertcp 
To  the  bed  of  laMing  slc^,— ' 
Sleep*  whence  thou  shalt  nti'er  awiW^ 
Night,  where  da*n  shall  neVer  bteall, 
TiU  future  life,  future  no  more, 
To  light  and  joy  the  good  restore. 
To  light  and  joy  unknown  before. 
Stranger,  go!  Hcav'n  be  thjr  guldll 
Quod  the  Beodiman  af  Nittuitfei 


THE  POET'S  PftdGRfiSS 
A  Potia  ib  Embtyo. 

Thou,  Nature,  partial  Natttre,  I  arraign ) 
Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain. 

The' peopled  fold  thy  kindly  care  ttift  found. 
The  hornM  bidl,  tremcndOut,  kptinia  thl  ^und; 
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The  liirdiy  lio«  has  ttiongh  aHd  mate^ 

the  forest  trfetntties  4t  BiS  TferJ  tt)4r ; 

Thou  giv'st  tttft  als  HIS  hidt,  tH«  gh^il  Afs  «Ml)[ 

The  piiny  Wdilil,  tlttc^oitS,  ginl-d^  tii9  till: 

Thy  miHiUrii,  ftlftfeS  dbfetW,  cdrtthiilli  (ifcWJUr, 

In  all  th' omnipotence  of  hile  and  i>ower: 

Foxes  ttii  atiVamin  SUHtlt  m\ii  t^MHi 

The  cit  add  p'ot«e6t  jlihit>  aHd  «H>  b#c4r(i: 

Toads  with  thiiir  ^ISbht  tlOctOH  «rltH  thtllt  drUg, 

The  prieit  ttnd  Hddjthb*,  in  thHr  t-ilbes,  ilrt  Shag: 

E'en  sill)-  VrdtJibil  HaVe  defensive  aMi; 

Their  ej-fei;  their  HrtgUeS— ahd  HahlelISS  OthiB*  pirU. 

But  O  thda  Ctm  ^tep)ttttth)«r  ftnd  HOrdi 
To  thy  podr  tt>hbl:l«sa,  kikki  thild,  the  BbH  I 
A  thing  uiiW&chihlt!  Id  v^ldiy  ikik 
And  half  in  idibt  tbd;  fttrt-b  hfclplfaS  Still: 
No  heel^  td  beHl'  hitii  fhihi  the  bp'dfhg  dUn, 
No  claws  to  dig,  hid  hdt)»l  £lght  to  Ihlitt : 
No  horns,  but  those  bjf  lUckles*  HyiHiti  Warn, 
And  thd^fe,  ilds  !  not  AmEllthei'i  Htltil: 
No  nerves  olfact'ry,  true  to  Mariimon's  f6ot. 
Or  granting',  gruh  sagacious,  evil'5  root : 
The  Sill^  bheep  iHat  wandtrs  wild  astray, 
IS  h6t  hibrc  fi-ieHdltiS;  i!i  not  niUrb  &  ftfti^i 
Vampyft-bOok^ellVr^  dfaitl  hiW  b  the  hfeil^ 
And  Tipfef-cHtifcfe  cUt-elbas  venbtM  dati. 

CHtieK  I  A^piM'A  I  TehtUtt  oh  tHe  hftttlf, 
Thosi:  blii-tHr»3^  Hbhdtt9  id  thfe  pkm  df  {ahl«} 
Bloody  diK^e'ctorl)  #drte  than  tett  MddfoiiSt 
He  haeia  tbteatfi,  thay  Wangle  t»  gftptfife: 
by  blockhead's  daring  into  niadnesS  stung. 
His  heart  by  Wanloili  CailScleSS  rllttlicfe  Irttoij, 
His  well-wdil  hAyt^thAn  lif«  Hiiil  ittbte  'dbat— 
By  thiacreadtd  tdni  wHo  ne'er  OtlC  Sttrlg  ttlMt  Vrsir; 
Foil'd,  bH-editig^  tbrthfr'd  in  th'  Unfequil  strife, 
The  hapleSi  Puet  A'duhcbt  on  tHtoUgh  life, 
Till,  fled  each  Hdpfe  thit  bricC  hii  bogoffl  fit*di 
Am  fled  tiich  MU^e  that  glorious  brtcb  iMBpir'd) 
Lo«-3t)hk  iU  squalid^  Uhprotected  ag:ti 
Dead  eteti  hiSIMtnietlt  for  his  injur'd  pt.^i 
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He  heeds  no  more  the  ruthless  critics'  rage. 

So  by  some  hedge  the  guierous  steed  dcceas'd, 
Fot  half-statVd,  snarling  curs  a  dainty  feast ; 
By  toil  and  famine  worn  to  skin  and  bone. 
Lies,  senseless  of  each  tugging  bitch's  son. 

****** 
A  little  upright,  pert,  tart,  tripping  wight. 
And  still  hiB  precious  self  his  dear  delight; 
Who  loves  his  own  smart  shadow  in  the  streets. 
Better  than  e'er  the  fairest  she  he  meets ; 
Much  specious  lore,  but  little  nnderstood, 
(Veneering  oft  outshines  the  soUd  wood), 
His  solid  sense,  by  inches  you  must  tell. 
But  mete  his  cunning  by  the  Scottish  eUI 
A  man  of  fashion  too,  he  made  his  tour, 
Learn'd  "  vive  la  bagatelle  et  vive  ramour;" 
So  travell'd  monkeys  their  grimace  improve, 
Polish  their  grin — nay,  sigh  for  ladies'  love  I 
His  meddUng  vanity,  a  busy  fiend. 
Still  making  woric  his  selfish  craft  must  mend. 


*  *  •  Crochallan  came, 

The  old  cock'd  hat,  the  brown  surtout — the  same; 
His  grisly  beard  just  bristling  in  its  might — 
'Twas  four  long  nights  and  days  from  shaving-night; 
His  uncomb'd,  hoary  locks,  wild-staring,  thatch'd 
A  head,  for  thought  profound  and  clear,  unmatch'd; 
Yet,  tho'  his  caustic  wit  was  biting-rude. 
His  heart  was  warm,  benevolent  and  good. 

****** 
O  I>ulness,  portion  of  the  truly  blest  I 
Calm,  sheltered  haven  of  eternal  rest  I 
Thy  sons  ne'er  madden  in  the  fierce  extremes 
Of  Fortune's  polar  frost,  ot  torrid  beams ; 
If  mantling  high  she  fills  the  golden  cup. 
With  sober,  sdfish  ease  they  sip  it  up ; 
Conscious  the  bounteous  meed  they  well  deaerr^ 
They  only  wonder  "  some  fdks  "  do  not  starve  I 
The  grave,  sage  hern  thus  easy  pidcs  his  frog. 
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And  thinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
When  disappointment  snaps  the  thread  of  Hope, 
When,  thro'  disastrous  night,  they  darkling  grope. 
With  deaf  endurance  slu^shly  they  bear. 
And  just  conclude  that  "  fools  are  Fortune's  care:" 
So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempest's  shocks, 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  ox. 

Not  so  the  idle  Muses'  mad-cap  train, 
Not  such  the  workings  of  their  moon-struck  brain; 
In  equanimity  they  never  dwell. 
By  turns  in  soaring  heaven,  or  vaulted  hell  1 


ELEGY  ON  THE  YEAR  1788 

For  lords  or  kii^  I  dinna  mourn. 
E'en  let  them  die — for  that  they're  homi 
But  oh  I  prodigious  to  reflec'  I 
A  Towmont,  sirs.  Is  gane  to  wreck] 
O  Eighty-eight,  in  thy  sma'  space. 
What  dire  events  hae  taken  place  I 
Of  what  enjoyments  thou  bast  reft  us  I 
In  what  a  pidcle  thou  hast  left  us ! 

The  Spanish  empire's  tint  a  head, 
And  my  auld  teethlcss  Bawtie's  deaJd : 
The  tulyie's  tcugfa  'tween  Pitt  and  Fox, 
And  'tween  our  Maggie's  twa  wee  cocks ; 
The  tane  is  game,  a  bluidy  devil, 
But  to  the  hen-birds  unco  civil ; 
The  tither'a  scnnething  dour  o'  treadin. 
But  better  stuff  ne'er  claw'd  a  middin. 

Ye  ministers,  come  mount  the  poupi^ 
An'  cry  till  ye  be  hearse  an'  roupit. 
For  Eighty-eight,  he  wished  you  weel, 
An'  gied  ye  a'  baith  gear  an*  meal ; 
E'en  mony  a  plack,  and  mony  a  pecl^ 
Ye  ken  yoursels,  for  little  feck  I 
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Yc  boaje  iMf  e^,  dight  jMr  e'cA, 
FM-  soitac  o'  jred  bae  tint  a  Irich' ) 
In  Eighty-ughti  ye  ken,  wa*  tmUt, 
Wlut  r<c'U  he'^r  Bm  to  gie  agiitL 

ObMTrt  the  ylry  dbwt  an'  aftetp, 
How  d9irff  An'  darife^  th^  creep } 
Najr,  even  th«  yitth  itael'  doe*  ery. 
For  E'nbur^h  wfeUa  are  grUltcB  irjf, 

O  Eighty-nine,  titoti'a  tnit  t  baiftli 
Afl'  nA  bwta  anMt  I  hops,  ts  lUM  t 
Thou  beardless  boy,  I  pray  tak  care. 
Thou  now  hast  got  thy  Daddy's  chair ; 
Nae  handcufFd,  mizl'd,  hap-shackl'd  Regent, 
Btit,  like  hinml,  a  full  frtt  kfrtnt. 
Be  sure  ye  follow  out  the  plan 
Nae  waur  than  ht  did,  hiNicftt  Man  I 
Ai  nuddt  better  Al  ydu  cah. 

/MHta'T  1, 1799. 


)t06lN  StiXmU  m  HAIRSt 

Chorus. — Roiun  shnre  in  hairst, 
I  shvra  *i'  hiiit 
Fibit  »  heidt  bad  I, 
Yet  I  Itack  by  him. 

I  gled  hp  to  I>unse, 
To  wirp  a  wab  o'  plaide^ 

At  hii  daddle'i  yett, 
Wha  Act  ihe  but  RMia: 
Robin  shure,  &c. 

Vfka  na  Robin  baiild. 

tlio'  I  wa4  a  cdttei^ 
Plir'd  lilt  BIO  a  tri&. 

An'  Die  thi  EVefs  dochtfrl 
RdUli  •htttei  ftc 
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Robin  promis'd  me 

A'  my  winter  Tittle ; 
Fient  haet  he  had  but  three 

Guse-feathers  and  a  whittle  I 
Robin  shure,  Ac. 


THE  HENPECKED  HUSBAND 

Cubs'd  be  the  man,  the  poorest  wretch  in  lifc^ 
The  crouching  vassal  to  a  tyrant  wife  I 
Who  has  no  will  bat  by  her  high  t>eniilsGi(»i, 
Who  has  not  sixpence  but  in  her  possession ; 
Who  must  to  her  his  dear  friend's  secrets  tell. 
Who  dreads  a  curtain  lecture  worse  than  helL 
Were  such  the  wife  had  fallen  to  my  part, 
I'd  break  her  spirit  or  I'd  break  her  heart ; 
I'd  charm  her  with  the  magic  of  B  switch, 
I'd  kiss  her  maids,  and  kick  the  perverse  b 


VERSICLES  ON  SIGN-POSTS 

His  face  with  smile  eternal  drest. 

Just  like  the  landlord  to  his  guest, 

High  as  they  hang  with  creaking  din. 

To  index  out  the  Country  Inn. 

He  locdced  just  as  your  sign-post  Lfons  <lo. 

With  aspect  fierce,  and  qtiite  as  harmless  too. 


A  head,  pure,  sinless  quite  of  brain  and  loni. 
The  very  image  of  a  barber's  Poll; 
It  shews  a  human  face,  and  wears  a  wig, 
'And  looks,  when  well  preserv'd,  amazing  Ug. 
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OSWALD  OF  AUCHENCRUIVE 

Dweller  in  yoa  dungeon  dark. 
Hangman  of  creation !  mark, 
Wbo  in  widow-weeds  appears, 
I^en  with  unhonour'd  years. 
Noosing  with  care  a  bursting  puTs^ 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curse? 

Stbophb 

View  the  witber'd  Beldam's  face; 

Can  thy  keen  inspection  trace 
Aught  of  Humanity's  sweet,  melting  grace? 

Note  that  eye,  'tis  rheum  o'erflows; 

Pity's  flood  there  never  rose. 

Sec  these  hands  ne'er  stretched  to  save. 

Hands  that  took,  but  never  gave : 

Keeper  of  Mammon's  iron  chest, 

Lo,  there  she  goes,  unpitied  and  unblcst, 
She  goes,  but  not  to  realms  of  everlasting  rest  I 

Antisthophe 

Plunderer  of  Annies  I  lift  thine  eyes, 
(A  while  forbear,  ye  torturing  fiends;) 

Seest  thou  whose  step,  unwilling,  hither  beods? 

No  fallen  angel,  hurl'd  from  upper  skies ; 
'Tis  thy  trusty  quondam  Mate, 
Doom'd  to  share  thy  fiery  fate; 
She,  tardy,  hell-ward  pliea. 

Efodb 

%nd  are  they  of  no  more  avail. 
Ten  thousand  glittering  pounds  a-year? 
In  other  worlds  can  Mammon  &ul» 
Omnipotent  as  be  is  here  1 
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O,  bitter  mockery  of  the  pompous  bier, 
Wbile  down  the  wretched  Vital  Part  is  driven  I 

The  cave-lodged  Be^ar,  with  a  c«isdence  clear. 
Expires  in  rags,  unknown,  and  goes  to  Heaven. 


PEGASUS  AT  WANLOCKHEAD 

With  Pegasus  upon  a  day, 

Apollo  weary  flying. 
Through  frosty  hills  the  journey  lay, 

On  foot  the  way  was  plying. 

Poor  slipshod  giddy  P^asus 
Was  but  a  sorry  walker ; 

To  Vulcan  then  Apollo  goes. 
To  get  a  frosty  caulker. 

Obliging  Vulcan  fell  to  work. 
Threw  by  his  coat  and  bonnet, 

And  did  S^'s  business  in  a  crack; 
Sol  paid  him  with  a  sonnet: 

Ye  Vulcan's  sons  of  Wanlockhead, 

Pity  my  sad  disaster; 
My  Pegasus  is  poorly  shod, 

I'll  pay  you  like  my  master. 


SAPPHO  REDIVIVUS— A  FRAGMENT 

By  all  I  lov'd,  neglected  and  forgot, 
No  friendly  face  e'er  lights  my  squalid  cot; 
Shunn'd,  hated,  wrong'd,  unpitied,  unredrest. 
The  mock'd  quotaticm  of  the  scomer's  jest  1 
Ev'n  the  poor  stipport  of  my  wretched  lifCr 
Snatched  by  the  violence  of  legal  strife. 
Oft  frateful  for  my  very  daily  bread 
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To  those  my  family's  onc«  large  bounty  fed ; 

A  welcome  inmate  at  their  homely  fare, 

My  griefs,  my  woes,  my  si|1is,  my  tears  they  share: 

(Their  vulgar  souls  unlike  the  souls  refln'd. 

The  fashioned  marble  of  the  polished  mind). 

In  vain  wouU  Prudence,  with  decorous  sneer, 
Point  out  a  censuring  world,  and  bid  me  fear; 
Above  the  world,  on  wings  of  Love,  I  rise — 
I  know  its  worst,  and  can  that  worst  despise; 
Let  Prudence'  direst  bodements  oq  me  fall, 
M[cratgomer]y,  rich  reward,  o'erpaya  them  all ! 

Mild  zcirfiyrs  waft  thee  to  life's  farthest  shore, 
Nor  think  of  me  and  my  distresses  more, — 
Falsehood  accurst  I    No  I  still  I  beg  a  place. 
Still  near  thy  heart  some  little,  little  trace: 
For  that  dear  trace  the  world  I  would  resign: 
O  let  me  live,  and  die,  and  think  it  mine  I 


"  I  bum,  1  bum,  as  when  thro'  ripen'd  com 

By  driving  winds  the  crackling  flames  arc  borne;" 

Now  raving-wikl,  I  curie  that  fatal  night, 

Then  bless  the  hour  that  chann'd  my  guilty  sight: 

Id  vain  the  laws  their  feeble  force  oppose, 

Chain'd  at  Love's  feet,  they  groan,  Ms  vanquish'd  foes. 

In  vain  Religion  meets  my  shrinking  eye, 

I  dare  not  combat,  but  I  turn  and  fly: 

Conscience  in  vain  upbraids  th'  unhallow'd  fire. 

Love  grasps  her  scorpions — stifled  they  expire  1 

Reason  drops  headlong  from  his  sacred  throne. 

Your  dear  idea  reigns,  and  reigns  alone ; 

Each  thought  intoxicated  homage  yield). 

And  riots  wanton  in  forbidden  leMs. 

By  all  on  high  adoring  mortals  know  1 

By  all  the  conscious  villain  fears  below ! 

By  your  dear  self  I — ^the  last  great  oath  I  swear. 

Not  life,  nor  sou),  were  ever  half  so  dear  I 
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SONG-SHE'S  FAIR  ANO  FAUSE 

She's  fair  and  UW  t)i«t  WWtet,  my  smart, 
I  lo'ed  her  m^le  npi  liag ; 

SMt  tirolnfi  b«r  T9w<  sti»'s  brvkm  my  )ieA>% 

And  I  may  e'en  gae  hang. 
A  coof  cam  in  wi'  routh  o'  gear. 
And  I  bae  tint  my  dearest  dear ; 

Sae  let  t)ifl  bwi^  'mb  ^»i, 

Whae'cr  ye  be  that  woman  love. 

To  tbi^  b«  neyer  blind ; 
Nae  fcrlte  'tis  tho'  flckle  ^hq  prpvp, 

A  wonmi  has't  by  kind. 
O  Womaq  jpvely,  ^oman  fair ! 
An  angel  form's  faun  to  thy  share, 
Twad  bteij  9'cr  mplfle  to  gi'cii  thc«  iwdr— 

I  mean  an  aqgel  inlnd. 


IMPROMPTU  LINES  TO  CAPTAIN  RIDDELL 

Youa  News  and  Review,  sir, 

I've  read  tfirot^  ^nd  throufi;l)|  sir, 
With  little  admirltig  or  blaniing ; 

The  Pa{>4rs  arf  barren 

0!  home-news  or  (orelgn. 
No  murd^r^  or  ry^ies  wtnlb  the  tanAjig. 

Our  friends,  the  Reviewers, 

Those  cbippers  and  hewer^ 
Are  judges  of  mortar  and  stone,  sir; 

But  of  meet  or  unmeet. 

In  a  fabric  complete, 
lit  boldly  pronounce  they  are  none,  fir ; 
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My  goose-quill  too  rude  is 

To  tell  all  your  goodness 
Bestow'd  on  your  servant,  the  Poet; 

Would  to  God  I  had  one 

Like  a  beam  of  the  sun, 
And  then  all  the  world,  sir,  should  know  it  I 


UNES  TO  JOHN  MTtfURDO,  ESQ. 

OF  DRUMLANRIG 
Sent  with  some  of  the  Author's  Poems. 

O  COULD  I  give  thee  India's  wealth. 

As  I  this  trifle  send; 
Because  thy  joy  in  both  would  be 

To  share  them  with  a  friend. 

But  golden  sands  did  never  grace 

The  Heliconian  stream ; 
Then  take  what  gold  could  never  buy^ 

An  honest  bard's  e 


RHYMING  REPLY  TO  A  NOTE  FROM 
CAPTAIN  RIDDELL 

Deab  5ir,  at  ony  time  or  tide, 
I'd  rather  sit  wi'  you  than  ride, 

Thou^  'twere  wi'  royal  Geordie: 
And  trowth,  your  kindness,  soon  and  late. 
Aft  gars  me  to  mysel'  lo<A  blate — 

The  Lord  in  HeaVn  reward  ye  I 

R.  BuxNs. 
Ellislahd. 
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CALEDONIA— A  BALLAD 
Tun*—"  Qtledoniui  Hunts'  Delight "  of  Ur.  Gow. 

THXitr  was  once  a  dme,  but  old  Time  was  then  young, 

That  brave  Caledonia,  the  chief  of  her  line, 
From  some  of  your  northern  deities  sprung, 

(Who  knows  not  that  brave  Caledonia's  divine?) 
From  Tweed  to  the  Orcades  was  her  domain. 

To  hunt,  or  to  pasture,  or  do  what  she  would ; 
Her  heav'niy  relations  there  fixM  her  reign. 

And  pledg'd  her  their  godheads  to  warrant  it  good. 

A  lamUdn  in  peace,  but  a  lion  in  war. 

The  pride  of  her  kindred,  the  heroine  grew: 
Her  grandsire,  old  Odin,  triumphantly  swore, — 

"  Whoe'er  shall  provoke  thee,  th'  encounter  shall  rue  I " 
With  tillage  or  pasture  at  times  she  would  sport. 

To  feed  her  fair  flocks  by  her  green  rustUng  corn; 
Bnt  chiefly  the  woods  were  her  fav'rite  resort. 

Her  darling  amusement,  the  hounds  and  the  horn. 

Long  quiet  she  reigned;  till  thitherward  steers 

A  flight  of  bold  eagles  from  Adria'a  strand : 
Repeated,  successive,  for  many  IcMig  yean. 

They  daricen'd  the  air,  and  they  plunder'd  the  land ; 
Their  pounces  were  murder,  and  terror  their  cry. 

They'd  conquer'd  and  ruin'd  a  world  beside; 
She  took  to  her  hills,  and  her  arrows  let  fly. 

The  daring  invaders  they  fled  or  they  died. 

The  Caroeleon-Savage  disturb'd  her  repose. 

With  tumult,  disquiet,  rebellion,  and  strife; 
Provdc'd  b^ond  bearing,  at  last  she  arose. 

And  robb'd  him  at  once  of  his  hopes  and  his  life : 
The  Anglian  lion,  the  terror  of  France, 

Oft  prowling,  ensanguin'd  the  Tweed's  silver  flood; 
But,  taught  by  the  bright  Caledonian  lance. 

He  leamid  to  fear  in  his  own  native  wood. 
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The  fetl  Harpy-raven  took  wing  from  the  north. 

The  scoui^  of  tl^e  teas,  sqd  tb^  ^re{k4  of  the  shore; 
The  wild  Scandinavian  boar  issued  forth 

To  wantcHi  in  cania|;e  and  wallow  in  gore : 
O'er  countries  and  kili^Qins  thejr  fiiry  prev^U'd, 

No  arts  could  ^Hpe^se  thefp,  i;\q  ^rtfis  cg^]^  '(P*ls 
Bat  brave  C^ledoiii^  jn  vai^  fbf?  ^ssail'd, 

A>  Lar^  ^ejl  p§ii  y^iitness^  fui  t^ncEtffi^  tfH. 

Thus  bold,  Indepcndflnt,  unconquei^,  and  free. 

Her  bright  couna  of  glory  for  ev«r  shall  run ; 
For  br^ve  Caladmiia  immortal  must  b«; 

I'll  prove  it  from  Euclid  as  clear  as  die  sun: 
Rectangle-trianglp,  the  figure  we'll  chtiae: 

The  upright  ja  Ch»RCf,  and  pU  Time  U  the  tiaM; 
But  brave  g^iledopia's  the  bypothwuse; 

ThvR)  efV<l  iH^'U  mafcb  tbtm,  an4  nitch  them  lUways. 


TO  MISS  CRUICKSHANK 
A  very  Voups  Lady 

Written  on  ^  %pfc  Loaf  of  a  Book,  presented  to  hpr 
bf  tbe  Author. 

BwDTEflV?  BctseliHd.  yfiHBg  and  g«y, 
Blooming  ^n  thy  early  Vw. 
Never  nmy'st  liiQii,  lqre)y  f1(tver> 
Chilly  shrink  in  sleety  shower  I 
Never  Rorcas'  hoary  path, 
Jffvgr  purus'  ppis'pous  bre^tb. 
Never  baleful  stellfr  Ugjits, 
T-aini  (hf*  iivith  untimely  blights  I 
Never,  pever  reptile  thief 
"^ot  DQ  thy  vir^  leaf  t 
Nor  eiipfi  §8l  too  fiercely  vie^ 
Thy  MJsani  blHshin^  stjll  yii\ii  4ew  ( 
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May'it  thou  loaf,  iwwt  erlrPKNi  ttm. 
Richly  dccl(  thy  mtive  itom; 
Till  aoffw  tv'ning,  aober,  oiin. 
Drqpgioff  dnva,  and  bfCBthtnf  bftln. 

Whiltt  «ll  apoiuul  Mw  vrBodlwud  ringti 
And  Qv'ry  UtA  thy  nsuifltn  Rinya; 
Thou,  taai  th«  dirfsful  wund. 
Ehid  %  dying  bgneur*  rouml. 
And  resign  to  pufnt  Earth 

Th^  iw^cit  forn  iko  «'«r  8«v«  Urth. 


B^w*rfi  o'  tifinje  Aim; 

Her  comely  face  p^e  fu'  p'  gr^e. 

Your  hcftTt  itifi  will  trppPB; 

Her  een  sfte  tjrjehf,  lijce  itar?  by  nigjjt, 

HerskifliBiilf^tllSPwafli 
Sae  jimply  l3c'4  h?r  gcnty  waist, 

That  sweetly  y«  ffii^lit  span. 

Youth,  Grace,  amj  ^ve  atten4ant  iqove. 

And  pleasure  |«^$  (he  y»i}: 
In  a'  their  charni^r  ^^i  cpit^yerjng  ^rnu. 

They  wait  on  tipnis  A^Tl- 
The  captive  ban45  niay  chain  th^  b^d^ 

Bat  lovf  ensbves  the  man : 
Ye  gallant)  br^w.  I  re^e  ya)i  a,', 

Bewarf  o'  fKW«  Api?  I 


ODE  ON  THE  DEPAltTED  REGENCY  BILL 

Daughter  of  Chaos*  doting  years. 
Nurse  of  %eu  thenaand  bop«f  luW  f«?r>> 
Wbttthtr  thy  airy,  ntHuhotvntial  sh^f 
(The  rigkta  ot  aipultim  now  dubr  mi) 
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Spread  abroad  its  hideous  fonn 

On  the  roaring  dvit  stonn. 

Deafening  din  and  waning  rage 

Factions  wild  with  factions  wage; 
Or  under-ground,  deep-sunk,  profound, 

Among  the  demons  of  the  earth. 
With  groans  that  make  the  mountains  shaken 

Thou  mourn  thy  ill-starr'd,  blighted  birth; 
Or  in  the  uncreated  Void, 

Where  seeds  of  future  being  fight. 
With  lessen'd  step  thou  wander  wide. 

To  greet  thy  Mother — Ancient  Night 
And  as  each  jarring,  monster-mass  is  past. 
Fond  recollect  what  cmce  thou  wast: 
In  mamief  due,  beneath  this  sacred  oak. 
Hear,  Spirit,  hear  t  thy  presence  I  invoke  I' 

By  a  Monarch's  heaven-struck  fate. 

By  a  disunited  State, 

By  a  generous  Prince's  wrongs. 

By  a  Senate's  strife  of  tongues. 

By  a  Premier's  sullen  pride, 

Louring  on  the  changing  tide ; 

By  dread  Thurlow's  powers  to  awe 

Rhetoric,  blasphemy  and  law; 

By  the  turbulent  ocean — 

A  Nation's  commotion, 

By  the  harlot-caresses 

Of  borough  addresses. 

By  days  few  and  evil, 

(Thy  portion,  poor  devil  I)' 
By  Power,  Wesilth,  and  Show, 

(The  Gods  by  men  adored,) 
By  nameless  Poverty, 

(Their  hell  abhorred,) 

By  all  they  hc^e,  by  all  they  fear. 

Hear  1  and  Appear  1 

Stare  not  on  me,  thou  ghastly  Power  I 
Nor,  grim  with  chained  defiance,  lour; 
No  Babel-structure  would  /  buikl 
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Where,  order  exil'd  from  his  native  svay, 
Confusion  may  the  SEGENT-sceptre  wield. 

While  all  would  rule  and  none  obey: 

Go,  to  the  world  of  man  relate 

The  story  of  thy  sad,  eventful  fate; 

And  call  presumptuous  Hope  to  hear 

And  bid  him  check  his  blind  career; 

And  tell  the  sore-prest  sons  of  Care, 
Never,  never  to  despair  1 

Faint  Charles's  speed  on  wings  of  fir^ 

The  object  of  his  fond  desire, 

Beyond  his  boldest  hopes,  at  hand: 

Paint  all  the  triumph  of  the  Portland  Band; 

Mark  how  they  lift  the  joy-exulting  voice. 

And  how  their  num'rous  creditors  rejoice ; 

But  just  as  hopes  to  warm  enjoyment  rise, 

Cry  Convalescence  !  and  the  vision  flies. 
Then  next  pour  tray  a  dark'ning  twilight  gloom. 

Eclipsing  sad  a  gay,  rejoicing  morn. 
While  proud  Ambition  to  tb'  untimely  tomb 

By  gnashing,  grim,  despairing  Sends  is  borne: 
Faint  rum,  in  the  shape  of  high  D[undas] 

Gaping  with  giddy  terror  o'er  the  brow; 
In  vain  he  struggles,  the  fates  behind  him  press. 

And  clam'rous  hell  yawns  for  her  prey  below: 
How  fallen  That,  whose  pride  late  scaled  the  skies  I 
And  TkiSj  like  Lucifer,  no  more  to  rise  I 

Again  pronounce  the  powerful  word ; 
See  Day,  triumphant  from  the  night,  restored. 

Then  know  this  truth,  ye  Sons  of  Men  I 

(Thus  ends  thy  moral  tale,) 
Your  daikest  terrors  may  be  vain, 

Your  brightest  hopes  may  fail. 


EPISTLE  TO  JAMES  TENNANT  OF  GLENCONNER 

AliLD  comrade  dear,  and  brither  sinner. 
How's  a'  the  k^  about  GlenconnerS 

HC— -TeL*  L 


^lailizodbvGoOglc 


EGBERT  EUEm 

How  do  yoa  thii  Mat  cftstlln  wind, 
That's  Uke  to  bUw  a  body  blind  F 
For  me,  my  faculties  are  froxen. 
My  dearest  member  nearly  dozen'd. 
IVe  Bent  you  here,  by  Jotinte  Sfmioa, 
Twa  B^i;e  philosophers  to  glimpse  on; 
Smith,  wi'  bis  sympathetic  feeling, 
An'  Raid,  to  common  sense  ai^ealing:. 
Philosophers  have  fought  and  wrangled. 
An'  meikle  Gredi  an'  Latin  mangled, 
Till  wi'  their  logic-Jargon  tir'd. 
And  in  the  depth  of  science  mtr'd, 
To  common  sense  they  now  appeal, 
What  wives  and  wabsters  see  and  feel. 
But,  haric  ye,  friend!  I  charge  you  strictly. 
Peruse  them,  an'  return  them  quiclcly : 
Pm*  now  I'm  grown  sae  cursed  douce 
I  pray  and  ponder  butt  tha  house ; 
My  shins,  my  lane,  I  there  sit  roastin, 
Perusing  Bunyan,  Brorni  an'  Boston, 
Till  by  an'  by,  if  I  baud  on, 
I'U  grant  a  real  gospel  groan : 
Already  I  begin  to  try  it. 
To  cast  my  e'en  op  tike  a  pyet. 
When  by  the  gon  she  tumbles  o'er 
Flutt'ring  an'  gasping  in  her  gore: 
Sae  shortly  you  shall  see  me  bri^^ 
A  bondng  an'  a  shining  light 

My  heart-warm  love  to  guid  auld  Gltim, 
The  ace  an'  wale  of  honest  men: 
When  bending  down  wi'  auld  grey  hairs 
Beneath  the  load  of  years  and  cares. 
May  He  who  made  bim  still  support  him. 
An'  views  beycmd  the  grave  comfort  him; 
His  worthy  fam'Iy  far  and  near, 
God  bless  them  a'  wi*  grace  and  gear  I 

My  auld  schoolfellow,  preacher  Willi^ 
The  manly  tar,  my  masoB-billi^ 
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And  Auchcnbay,  I  wish  him  joy. 

If  he's  &  parent,  laas  or  boy, 

May  he  be  dad,  ud  Me£  tfie  raither. 

Just  five-and-forty  years  thegitherl 

And  no  forj^etting  wabster  CharUe, 

I'm  tauld  he  offers  very  fairly. 

An'  Lord,  remember  singing  Sannock, 

Wi'  hale  breeks,  saxpence,  an'  a  bannock  I 

And  next,  my  auld  acquaintance,  Nancy, 

Since  she  is  fitted  to  her  fancy. 

An'  her  kind  stars  bae  airted  till  her 

A  guid  chiel  Wi'  a  pickle  siller. 

My  kindest,  best  respects,  I  sen'  it, 

To  cousin  Kate,  an'  sister  Janet: 

Tel!  them,  frae  me,  wi'  chiels  be  cautions. 

For,  faith,  they'll  aibltns  fin'  them  fashious; 

To  grant  a  heart  is  fairly  civil. 

But  to  grant  a  maidenhead's  the  devil. 

An'  lastly,  Jamie,  for  yoursel. 

May  guardian  angels  tak  a  spell. 

An'  steer  you  seven  miles  south  o'  hell: 

But  first,  before  you  see  heaven's  glory. 

May  ye  get  mony  a  merry  Story, 

Mony  a  laugh,  and  mony  a  drink. 

And  aye  eneugh  o'  needfu'  clink. 

Now  fan  ya  w«el,  on'  jov  be  yn'  you: 
For  my  sake,  this  I  beg  it  o'  you. 
Assist  poor  Simson  »'  ye  can, 
Ye'll  fin'  him  jtMt  an  bon«st  man ; 
Sae  I  conclude,  and  quat  my  chanter, 
Your't,  Mint  or  linner, 

Rob  the  Rahtir. 
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;  FOR  THE  CHAPEL  OF 

LMARNOCK 

Day  for  Hia  Majestjr'a  Recomy. 

tig  to  the  Lord, 

every  one, 

nren  for  the  king 


ial  in  the  land 
leads  together; 
;ep  them  off,  said  they, 
)wing  river. 

eads  together,  I  say, 

heads  together; 
:,  OR  every  hand, 

to  deliver, 

ong  two  chosen  ones 
k'icked's  pride ; 
□,  great  in  IssaduUT, 
taring  tribe 

i  the  Princes,  chief 
em, 

I  mighty  in  thy  Iaw» 
fears  thy  name. 

[ley,  with  all  their  strei^ftb, 
:  and  fail : 

vUng,  ravenous  wolves 
m  their  tail 

:  the  just  prevail'd, 
adst  appointed; 
:'st  greater  glory  give 
rn  anointed. 
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And  now  thou  hast  restored  our  State, 

Pity  our  Kirk  also; 
For  she  by  tribuladons 

Is  now  brought  very  low. 

Consume  that  high-place,  Patronage, 

From  off  thy  holy  hill; 
And  in  thy  fury  bum  the  book — 

Even  of  that  man  M'Gill.* 

Now  hear  our  prayet,  accept  our  song. 
And  fight  thy  chosen's  battle : 

We  seek  but  litUe,  Lord,  from  thee, 
Tbou  kens  we  get  as  Httle. 


SKETCH  IN  VERSE 
Inscribed  to  the  Right  Hon.  C.  J.  Fox. 

HtfW  Wisdom  and  Folly  meet,  mix,  and  unite. 

How  Virtue  and  Vice  blend  their  black  and  their  white. 

How  Genius,  th'  illustrious  father  of  fiction. 

Confounds  rule  and  law,  reconciles  contradiction, 

I  sing:  If  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should  bustle, 

I  care  not,  not  I — let  the  critics  go  whistle. 

But  now  for  a  Patron  whose  name  and  whose  glory, 
At  once  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits; 
Yet  whose  parts  and  acquirements  seem  just  lucky  hits; 
With  knowledge  so  vast,  and  with  judgment  so  strong, 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'cm  e'er  could  go  wrong; 
With  passions  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright. 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e'er  could  go  right ; 
A  sorry,  poor,  misbegot  son  of  the  Muses, 
For  using  thy  name,  offers  fifty  excuses. 

>  Dr.  Wlllitm  M'Gill  of  Ayr.  whoie  "  Practical  Esair  on  tbc  Death  d 
Jemii  Chtnt "  led  to  ■  charge  of  hereur  aeainit  hitn.  Bums  took  up  hi 
cuiM  in  "  The  Sltk  of  Scotund'*  Alvin  "  (p.  M3}.~Lafw. 
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Good  L — d,  what  is  Han  t  for  as  simple  he  looks, 
Do  but  try  to  develop  his  hooks  snd  his  crook) ; 
With  his  depths  and  his  shallows,  his  good  and  his  evil, 
All  in  all  he's  a  problem  must  purile  the  devil. 

On  his  one  ruling  passion  Sir  Pope  hugely  labours, 
That,  like  th'  old    Hebrew    walking- switch,  eats  up  its 

neighbours : 
Mankind  are  his  show-box — a  friend,  would  you  know  him? 
Pull  the  string.  Ruling  passion  the  picture  will  show  him. 
What  pity,  in  rearing  so  beauteous  a  system. 
One  trifling  particular,  Truth,  should  have  tniss'd  bim; 
For,  spite  of  his  fine  theoretic  positions, 
Mankind  is  a  science  defies  definitions. 

Some  sort  all  our  qualities  each  to  its  tribe. 
And  think  human  nature  they  truj^  describe; 
Have  you  found  this,  or  f other?   There's  more  tn  the  wind; 
As  by  one  drunken  fellow  his  comrades  yvn'll  find. 
But  such  is  the  flaw,  or  the  depth  of  the  plan. 
In  the  make  of  that  wonderful  creature  called  Man, 
No  two  virtues,  whatever  relation  they  claim. 
Nor  even  two  different  shades  of  the  same. 
Though  like  as  Was  ever  twin  brother  to  brother, 
Possessing  the  oat  shall  imply  you've  the  other. 

Bat  truce  with  abstraction,  and  truce  with  a  Muse 
Whose  rhymes  you'll  perhaps,  Sir,  ne'er  deign  to  peruse : 
Will  you  leave  your  justbigs,  your  jars,  and  your  quarrels. 
Contending  with  Billy  for  proud-nodding  laurels? 
My  much-honour'd  Patron,  believe  your  poor  poet. 
Your  courage,  much  more  than  your  prudence,  you  show  it; 
In  vain  with  Squire  Billy  for  laurels  you  struggle; 
He'll  have  them  by  fair  trade,  if  not,  he  will  smuggle : 
Not  cabinets  even  of  kings  would  conceal  'Cm, 
He'd  up  the  back  stairs,  and  by  G —  he  would  steal  'em. 
Then  feats  like  Squire  Billy's  you  ne'er  can  achieve  'em; 
It  is  not,  out-do  him— the  task  is,  out-thleve  hlmt 
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THE   WOUNDED  HARE 

iNHuif  AK  man  I  curio  on  tby  barb'roua  art. 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder-aiming  eye; 
May  nevar  pity  coothe  thee  with  «  (ij^, 

Nor  ever  plsawra  sUd  thy  cruel  heart  I 

Go  live,  poor  wand'rer  of  the  wood  and  field  I 

The  bitter  little  that  of  life  remains: 

No  more  tbo  tbiclfenln?  brskea  and  verdant  plains 
To  thee  a  home,  or  food,  or  pastime  yield. 

Seek,  mangled  wretch,  some  place  of  wonted  rest. 
No  more  of  rest,  but  now  thy  djang  bed ! 
The  sheltering  ruihes  whistling  o'er  thy  head. 

The  cold  earth  with  thy  bloody  bosom  prcst. 

Perhaps  a  mother's  anguish  adds  Its  woe ; 

The  playful  pair  crowd  fondly  by  thy  side ; 

Ah  I  helpless  nurslings,  who  will  now  provide 
That  life  a  mother  (»ity  can  bestow  1 

Oft  as  by  winding  Nith  I,  musing;  wait 
The  sober  eve,  or  hail  the  cheerful  dawn, 
111  mJM  thes  sporting  o'er  the  dewy  lawn. 

And  CHTM  tlW  TV^n'i  vnn,  nod  mourn  thy  hapless  fate. 


DELIA,  AN  ODE 

"To  the  Editor  of  The  i'Jar.—Mr.  Printstw-If  the  productions 
of  a  simple  ploughman  can  merit  k  place  in  the  same  paper  with 
Sylvester  Otway,  and  the  other  favourites  of  the  Muses  who  illu- 
minate the  Stur  with  the  luitre  of  genius,  yarn  insertion  of  the 
enclosed  trifle  will  be  succeeded  by  future  coiwnuni cations  from 
— Yours,  ftc,  R.  BuKMS. 

£Uulamd,  mtar  Umm/^iu,  itik  Mtgi,  vflq." 
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Faik  the  face  of  orient  day. 
Fair  the  tints  of  op'ning  rose ; 

But  fairer  still  my  Delia  dawns. 
More  lovely  far  her  beauty  shows. 

Sweet  the  lark's  wild  warbled  lay. 
Sweet  the  tinkling  rill  to  hear; 

But,  Delia,  more  delightful  stiQ, 
Steal  thine  accents  on  mine  ear. 

The  flower-enamour'd  busy  bee 
The  rosy  banquet  loves  to  sip ; 

Sweet  the  streamlet's  limpid  lapse 
To  the  sun^brown'd  Arab's  lip. 

But,  Delia,  on  thy  balmy  lips 
Let  me,  no  vagrant  insect,  rove; 

O  let  me  steal  one  liquid  kiss, 
For,  Oh  I  my  loul  is  parch'd  with  lora 


THE  GAED'NER  WI'  HIS  FAIDLE 

Tant—"  The  Gardtaei'a  Mardi." 

When  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers. 
To  deck  her  gay,  green-spreading  bowers, 
Then  busy,  busy  are  his  hours. 

The  Gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

The  crystal  waters  gently  fa*. 
The  merry  bards  are  lovers  a', 
The  scented  breezes  round  him  btaw— 

The  Gard'ner  wi'  his  patdle. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare ; 
Then  thro'  the  dews  he  maun  repair — 
The  Gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 
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When  day,  expiring  in  the  west. 
The  curtain  draws  o'  Nature's  rest. 
He  flies  to  ber  arms  he  lo'es  the  best, 

Tbe  Gard'ner  wi'  bis  paidle. 


ON  A  BANK  OF  FLOWERS. 

Oh  a  bank  of  flowers  on  a  summer  day, 

For  summer  lightly  drest. 
The  youthful,  blooming  Nelly  lay. 

With  love  and  sleep  opprest ; 
When  Willie,  wand'ring  thro'  the  wood. 
Who  for  her  favour  oft  had  sued; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd 
He  fear'd,  he  blush'd. 
And  trembled  where  he  stood. 

Her  clos&l  eyes,  like  weapons  sheath'dt 

Were  seal'd  in  soft  repose; 
Her  lip,  still  as  she  fragrant  breath'd, 

It  richer  dyed  the  rose ; 
The  springing  lilies,  sweetly  prcst, 
Wild-wanton  kissed  her  rival  breast; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd. 
He  fear'd,  he  blush'd. 
His  bosom  ill  at  rest 

Her  robes  light-waving  in  the  breeze; 

Her  tender  limbs  embrace; 
Her  lovely  form,  her  native  ease, 

All  harmony  and  grace; 

Tumultuous  tides  his  pulses  roll, 

A  faltering,  ardent  kiss  he  stole; 

He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd. 

He  fear'd,  he  blush'd. 

And  sigh'd  his  very  soul. 

As  flies  the  partridge  from  the  brake; 
On  fear-inspired  wings, 
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So  Ntl]3r  surtlng,  half-awalM, 

AwK]r  oilFriglitod  springt ; 
But  Willie  {ftlloWd— as  ha  thbM. 
Hfe  overtddt  h«r  It)  tiie  wood ; 

He  vow'd,  he  pray'd. 

He  found  the  maid 
Forgiving  all  and  good. 


YOUNG  JOCKIE   WAS   THE   BLVTHEST  LAD. 

YouKG  Jockie  was  the  Mytftest  lad. 

In  a'  our  town  or  here  awa; 
Fn'  blythe  he  whistled  at  the  giiid, 

Fq'  lightly  d^c'd  be  in  the  ha'. 

He  roos'd  my  een  sae  bcmie  blue. 
He  roos'd  my  waist  sae  gcnty  snia'; 

An*  aye  my  heart  cam  to  tr^  mou'. 
When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or  saw. 

My  Jockie  toils  upon  the  plain, 

Thro'  wind  and  weet,  thro'  frott  and  snaw: 
And  o'er  the  lea  I  leuk  fu'  fain. 

When  Jockie's  owsen  homeward  ca'. 

An'  aye  the  night  comes  round  again, 

Wben  in  his  amts  he  taki  me  a' ; 
An'  aye  he  tows  he'll  be  my  ain. 

As  lane's  he  has  a  breath  to  dnWt 


THE  BANKS  OF  NITtt 

The  Thames  flows  proudly  tt>  tbt  sea. 
Where  royal  cities  stately  stand; 

But  sweeter  flows  the  Nitb  to  m», 
Where  Comyns  ance  had  Hi|^  awumand. 
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When  shall  I  see  that  honour'd  land. 
That  winding  stream  I  love  so  dear  1 

Must  wayward  Fortune's  adverse  hand 
For  ever,  ever  keep  me  here  I 

How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  fruitful  vales, 

Where  bounding  hawthorns  gaily  bloom; 
And  sweetly  spread  thy  sloping  dates, 

Where  lambkins  wanton  through  the  broom. 
Tho'  wandering  now  must  be  my  doom. 

Far  from  thy  bonie  banks  and  braes, 
May  there  my  latest  hours  consume, 

Amang  the  friends  of  early  daya  I 


JAMIE,    COME    TRY    ME 

Chorus. — Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 
If  thou  would  win  my  1ot<^ 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 

If  thou  shoidd  ask  my  love. 

Could  J  deny  thee? 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 

Jamie,  come  try  me  I 
Jamie,  come  try  me,  &e. 

If  thou  should  kiss  me,  lov^ 
Wha  could  espy  thee  ? 

If  thou  wad  be  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me  I 
Jamie,  come  try  mc,  &c 


I  LOVE  MY  LOVE  IN  SECRET 

My  Sandy  gicd  to  me  a  ring. 
Was  a'  beset  wt'  diamonds  fine; 
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But  I  gied  him  a  far  better  thing, 

I  gied  my  heart  in  pledge  o'  his  ring. 

Chorus.— Uy  Sandy  O,  my  Sandy  O, 
My  bonie,  bonie  Sandy  O ; 
Tho'  the  love  that  I  owe 
To  thee  I  dare  na  show. 
Yet  I  love  my  love  in  secret,  my  Sandy  O. 

My  Sandy  brak  a  piece  o'  gowd. 
While  down  his  chedcs  the  saut  tears  row'd ; 
He  took  a  hauf,  and  gied  it  to  me. 
And  I'll  keep  it  till  the  hour  I  die. 
My  Sandy  0,  &c 


SWEET  TIBBIE  DUNBAR 

O  WILT  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar? 

0  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar? 
Wilt  thou  ride  on  a  horse,  or  be  drawn  in  a  car. 
Or  walk  by  my  side,  O  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 

1  care  na  thy  daddie,  his  lands  and  his  money, 
I  care  na  thy  kin,  sae  high  and  sae  lordly ; 
But  sae  that  thoult  hae  me  for  better  or  waur. 
And  come  in  thy  coatie,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar. 


THE  CAPTAIN'S  LADY 

Chorus. — O  mount  and  go,  mount  and  make  yott  ready, 
O  mount  and  go,  and  be  the  Captain's  lady. 

When  the  drums  do  beat,  and  the  cannons  rattle. 
Thou  shalt  sit  in  state,  and  see  thy  love  in  battle: 
When  the  drums  do  beat,  and  the  cannons  ratle. 
Thou  shalt  sit  in  state,  and  see  thy  love  in  battle* 
0  mount  and  go,  &c. 
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When  the  vanquish'd  foe  sues  for  peace  and  quiet. 
To  the  shades  we'll  go,  and  in  love  enjoy  it : 
When  the  vanquish'd  foe  sues  for  peace  and  quiet. 
To  the  shades  we'll  go,  and  in  Iov«  enjoy  it 
O  mount  and  go,  &c 


JOHN  ANDERSON,   MY  JO 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acquent; 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven. 

Your  bonie  brow  was  brent ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  betd,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw ; 
But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither; 
And  mony  a  cantte  day,  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  anither: 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John, 

And  band  in  hand  we^I  go. 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson,  my  ja 


MY  LOVE,  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  YET 

My  love,  she's  but  a  lassie  yet. 
My  love,  she's  but  a  lassie  yet; 

We'll  let  her  stand  a  year  or  twa, 
She'll  no  be  half  sae  saucy  yet; 
I  rue  the  day  I  sought  her  O  t 
I  rue  the  day  I  songht  her  01 

Wha  gets  her  needs  na  say  he's  woo'd. 
But  he  may  say  he  has  bought  her  O. 
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Come  df aw  a  drap  e'  the  best  oH  y«l^ 
Come  dr»w  »  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet, 

Gm  seek  for  pleuure  whare  you  will, 
But  here  I  never  m«s"d  it  yet. 
We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinkin  o't, 
We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinkin  o't; 

The  minister  kiss'd  the  fiddler's  wife ; 
He  could  na  preach  for  tbinkin  o't 


SONG— TAM  GLEN 

My  heart  is  a-breaking,  dear  tltde. 
Some  counsel  unto  me  come  len'. 

To  anger  them  a'  is  b  pity. 
But  what  will  I  do  wi'  Tam  Glen'r 

I'm  thinking,  wi'  sic  a  braw  fellow. 
In  poortith  I  might  inak  a  fen ; 

What  care  I  in  ri^es  to  wallow. 
If  I  maunna  marry  Tarn  Glen  I 

There's  Ix>wrte  the  Laird  o'  Dumeller — 
"  Gude  day  to  you,  brute  I "  he  comes  ben : 
He  bragi  and  he  blawt  o'  his  atllcr. 
But  when  will  be  dance  like  Tan  Qen  I 

My  Minnie  does  constantly  deave  me. 
And  bids  me  beware  o'  young  men ; 

They  flatter,  she  layi,  to  d«c«ve  m% 
But  wha  can  think  sac  o'  Tam  Gleol 

My  daddie  says,  gin  111  forsake  hint. 
He'd  gic  me  gude  hunder  marks  tmi 

But,  if  it's  ordain'd  I  maun  take  VxOt 
O  wha  will  I  get  but  Tam  Glen  I 

Yestreen  at  the  valentines'  dealing. 
My  heart  to  my  mou'  gted  a  Mri/i 
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For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  failing. 
And  thrice  it  wa>  written  "  Tarn  Glen  "  I 

The  last  Halloween  I  was  wankln 
My  droukit  urit-ileevc,  as  ye  Iren, 

Hi*  lilrenou  came  up  the  house  ataakin. 
And  die  very  grey  breek*  o'  Tam  Glen  I 

Come,  counsel,  dear  tlttie,  don't  tarry; 

I'll  gte  ye  my  bonie  black  hen, 
Glf  ye  will  advise  me  to  marry 

The  lad  I  lo'e  dearly,  Tam  Glen. 


CARLE.  AN  THE  KING  COME 

CAonfj.— Carle,  an  the  King  come. 

Carle,  an  the  King  come, 

Thou  shall  dance  and  I  will  sing, 

Carle,  an  the  King  come. 

Am  somebody  were  come  again. 
Then  somebody  maun  cross  the  main, 
And  every  nun  shall  hae  his  ain. 
Carle,  an  the  King  come. 

Carle,  an  the  King  come,  &c. 

I  trow  we  swapped  for  the  worse, 
We  gae  the  boat  and  better  horse; 
And  that  we'll  tell  them  at  the  cross. 
Carle,  an  the  King  come. 

Carle,  an  the  King  come,  &C 

Coggie,  an  the  King  come, 
Coggie,  an  the  King  come, 
I'se  be  fou,  and  thou'se  be  toom 
Coggie,  an  the  King  come. 

Coggie,  an  the  King  come,  &c. 
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THE  LADDIE'S  DEAR  SEL* 

Thire's  a  youth  in  this  city,  it  were  a  great  pity 
That  he  from  our  lassies  should  winder  awa'; 

For  he's  bonie  and  braw,  weel-favor'd  witha'. 
An'  his  hair  has  a  natural  buckle  an'  a'. 

His  coat  is  the  hue  o'  his  bonnet  sac  blue. 
His  fecket  is  white  as  the  new-driven  snaw ; 

His  hose  they  are  blae,  and  his  shoon  like  the  Blae, 
And  his  dear  siller  buckles,  they  dazzle  ns  a'. 

For  beauty  and  fortune  the  laddie's  been  courtin ; 

Weel-featur'd,  weel-tocher'd,  weel-mounted  an'  braw; 
But  chiefly  the  siller  that  gars  him  gang  till  her, 

The  penny's  the  jewel  that  beautifies  a'. 

There's  Meg  wi'  the  mailen  that  fain  wad  a  haen  him. 
And  Susie,  wha's  daddie  was  Uird  o'  the  Ha'; 

There's  lang-tocher'd  Nancy  maist  fetters  his  fancy. 
But  the  laddie's  dear  sel',  he  loes  dearest  of  a'. 


WHISTLE  O'ER  THE  LAVE  OT 

First  when  Maggie  was  my  care, 

Heav'n,  I  thought,  was  in  her  air. 

Now  we're  raarriwl — spcir  nae  mair. 

Bat  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o'tt 

Meg  was  meek,  and  Meg  was  mild. 
Sweet  and  harmless  as  a  chilt^ 
Wiser  men  than  me's  beguii'd; 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't  I 

How  we  live,  my  Meg  and  me. 
How  we  love,  and  how  we  gree, 
I  care  na  by  how  few  may  see — 
WhisUe  o'er  the  lave  o't  I 
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Wha  I  wish  were  maggof  s  meat, 
Dish'd  up  in  her  winding-sbeet, 
I  could  write — but  Meg  maun  see't 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o'tl 


MY  EPPIE  ADAIR 

Chonu. — ^An'  O  my  "Eppie,  mj  jewel,  my  Eppie, 

Wha  wad  na  be  happy  wi'  Eppie  Adair? 

By  love,  and  by  beauty,  by  law,  and  by  duty, 
I  swear  to  be  true  to  my  Eppie  Adair  I 
By  love,  and  by  beauty,  by  law,  and  by  du^, 
I  swear  to  be  true  to  my  Eppie  Adair  I 
And  O  my  Eppie,  &c. 

A'  pleasure  exile  me,  dishonour  defile  me. 
If  e'er  I  beguile  ye,  my  Eppie  Adair! 
A'  pleasure  exile  me,  dishonour  defile  me. 
If  e'er  I  beguile  thee,  my  Eppie  Adair) 
And  O  my  Eppie,  ^ 


ON  THE  LATE  CAPTAIN  GROSE'S 

Feresrinations  thro'  Scotland,  collecting  the  Antiqntties  of 
that  Kingdom. 

HxAS,  land  o'  Cakes,  and  brither  Scots, 
Frae  Maidenkirk  to  Johnie  Groat's; — 
If  there's  a  hole  in  a'  your  coats, 

I  rede  you  tent  it: 
A  cbield*8  amang  you  takin  notes. 

And  faith  hell  prent  it: 

If  in  your  bounds  ye  chance  to  light 

Upon  a  fine,  fat,  fodgcl  wight, 

O'  stature  shor^  but  genius  bright. 

That's  he,  mark  weel; 
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And  wow  I  1m  hu  an  unctt  ticicht 
0'  cauk  and  keel. 

By  some  auld,  boulet-haunted  Unin, 

Or  kirk  deserted  by  its  riggin. 

It's  ten  to  ane  ye'il  find  him  snug  in 

Some  eldritch  part, 
Wi'  detis,  they  say,  L— d  save's  coUeaguin 

At  some  black  art 

Ilk  ghaist  that  haonts  auld  ha'  or  chaumer. 

Ye  gipsy-gang  that  deal  in  glamour. 

And  you,  deep-read  in  hell's  black  grammar. 

Warlocks  and  witghcs, 
Ye'lI  quake  at  his  conjuring  hammer. 

Ye  midnight  bitches. 

It's  tauld  he  was  a  sodger  bred, 
And  ane  wad  rather  fa'n  than  Ht4', 
But  now  he's  quat  the  spurtle-blade. 

And  dog-skin  walle^ 
And  taen  the — Antiquarian  trade. 

I  think  they  call  it. 

He  has  a  fouth  o'  auld  nick-nackets : 
Sufity  aim  caps  and  jinglin  jacket*. 
Wad  baud  the  Lothtans  three  in  tackets, 

A  towmont  gude ; 
And  parritch-pats  and  auld  saut-backets. 

Before  the  ilood- 

Of  Eve's  first  fire  he  has  a  cinder ; 
Auld  Tubalcain's  fire-shool  and  fender; 
That  which  distinguished  the  gender 

O'  Balaam's  ass: 
A  broomstick  o'  the  witch  of  Endor, 

Weel  shod  wi'  bras*. 

Forbye,  he'll  shape  you  afli  f  u'  gleg 
The  cut  of  Adam's  philibeg; 
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The  knife  that  nickit  Abel'i  cralg 

He'll  prove  you  fully. 

It  wa)  a  favldinf  joctelcg. 

Or  laog-kail  gullie. 

But  wsd  ye  see  him  in  his  glee. 
For  meikle  glee  and  fun  haa  he, 
Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  three 

Gude  fellows  wi'  him  i 
And  port,  O  port!  shine  thou  a  wee, 

And  THiir  yell  see  hlmt 

Now,  hy  the  Pow'rs  o'  verse  and  prose  t 
Thou  art  a  dainty  chicid,  O  Grose  t— 
Wbac'er  o'  thee  shall  ill  suppose. 

They  salr  misca'  thee; 
I'd  take  the  rascal  by  the  nose. 

Wad  say,  "  Shame  fa'  thee." 


EPIGRAM  ON  FRANCIS  GROSE  THE  ANTIQUARY 

The  Devil  got  notice  that  Grose  was  a-dyin; 

So  whip  1  at  the  summons,  old  Satan  came  flying  r 

But  when  he  approached  where  poor  Francis  lay  moaning, 

And  saw  each  bed-post  with  its  burthen  a-groaning, 

Astonish'd,  confounded,  cries  Satan — "  By  G— , 

m  want  Km  ere  take  such  a  damnable  load  I " 


THE  KIRK  OF  SCOTLAND'S  ALARM 

A  Ballad. 

T*HM — "  Come  rome.  Brother  SporlaauU)  t " 

OiTHODOxl  orthodox,  who  believe  In  John  Knox, 
Let  me  sound  an  alarm  to  your  conscience : 

A  heretic  blast  has  been  blown  in  the  West, 
That  what  is  no  sense  must  be  nonsense, 

Orthodox!    That  what  is  no  sense  must  be  tHmsenitt. 
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I>oetor  Mac!  Doctor  Mac,  yoa  thould  streek  on  a  rad^ 

To  strike  evil-doers  wi'  terror: 
To  join  Faith  and  Sense,  upon  any  pretence, 

Was  heretic,  damnable  error. 
Doctor  Mac  I  *    'Twas  heretic,  damnable  error. 

Town  of  Ayr  I  town  of  Ayr,  it  was  rash,  I  declare. 

To  meddle  wi'  mischief  a-brewing,' 
Provost  John*  is  still  deaf  to  the  Church's  relief, 

And  Orator  Bob*  is  its  ruin. 
Town  of  Ayrt    Yes,  Orator  Bob  is  its  ruin. 

D'rymple  mild !  D'rymple  mild,  the' your  heart's  like  a  child'^ 

And  your  life  like  the  new-driven  snaw. 
Yet  that  winna  save  you,  auld  Satan  must  have  you. 

For  preaching  that  three's  ane  an'  twa, 
D'ryn^le  mild  f    For  preaching  that  three's  ane  an'  twa. 

Calvin's  sons  1  Calvin's  sons,  seize  your  spiritual  guns, 

Ammunition  yon  never  can  need; 
Your  hearts  are  the  stuff  will  be  powder  enough, 

And  your  skulls  are  a  storehouse  o'  lead, 
Calvin's  sons  I    Your  skulls  are  a  storehouse  o'  lead 

Rumble  John  t  rumble  John,  mount  the  steps  with  a  groan, 
Cry,  "  the  Book  is  with  heresy  cramm'd ; " 

Then  out  wi'  your  ladle,  deal  brimstone  like  aidle. 
And  roar  ev'ry  note  of  the  D — 'd. 

Rumble  John !"    And  roar  ev'ry  note  of  the  D — 'd. 

Simper  James !  simper  James,  leave  your  fair  Killie  dames. 

There's  a  holier  chase  in  your  view : 
III  lay  on  your  head,  that  tfie  pack  youll  soon  lead. 

For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few. 
Simper  James  f    For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few, 

Stnget  Sawnie  t  singet  Sawnie,  are  ye  huirdin  the  penny. 
Unconscious  what  danger  awaits? 

>  Dr.  M-Cm.  Ayr.~R.  B.         ■  See  the  tdvertiKment.— Jl.  B. 
■  Lobn  Ballutine.— R.  B.       *BolMrtA-'—    "   " 
•Dr.  Djlmaole,  Ayz.—R.  B.       •  jolii 
*JaiBM  UidBnliVi  Kilnunutck.— K.  B 
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With  a  jump,  yell,  and  howl,  alarm  ev'ry  bouI, 

For  Hannibal's  just  at  your  gates, 
Singct  Sawnie  I'    For  Huraibal's  just  at  your  gates. 

Poet  'Wlliel  poet  Willie,  gie  the  Doctor  a  volley, 
Wi'  your  "Liberty's  Chain"  and  your  wit; 

O'er  Peg;asus'  side  yc  ne'er  laid  a  stride, 
Ye  but  smelt,  man,  the  place  where  he  sh-t 

Poet  Willie  I'    Ye  but  smdt  man,  the  place  where  he  sh-t 

Barr  Steeniel  Bair  Steenie,  what  mean  ye,  what  mean  ye? 

If  je  meddle  nae  mair  wi'  the  matter, 
Ye  may  hae  some  pretence,  man,  to  havins  and  sense,  man, 

Wi'  people  that  ken  ye  nac  better, 
Barr  Steeniel"    Wi'  people  that  ken  ye  nae  better. 

Jamie  Goose  I  Jamie  Goose,  ye  made  but  toom  roose, 

In  hunting  tile  wicked  Lieutenant ; 
But  the  Doctor's  your  mark,  for  the  L — d's  holy  ark. 

He  has  cooper'd  an'  ca'd  a  wrang  pin  in't, 
Jamie  Goose !"  He  has  cooper'd  an'  ca'd  a  wrang  ptn  ta't 

Davie  Bluster  I  Davie  Bluster,  for  a  saint  if  ye  muster. 

The  core  is  no  nice  o'  recruits ; 
Yet  to  worth  let's  be  just,  royal  blood  yc  might  boast, 

If  the  Ass  were  the  king  o'  the  brutes, 
Davie  Bluster  t"  If  the  Ass  were  the  king  o'  the  brutes. 

Cessnock-side  1  Cessnock-side,  wi'  your  turkey-cock  pride 

Of  manhood  but  sma'  is  your  share: 
Ye've  the  figure,  'tis  true,  ev'n  your  foes  tnaun  allow, 

And  your  friends  dare  na  say  ye  hae  mair, 
Cessnock-side  I"  And  your  friends  dare  na  say  ye  hae  mair. 

■  Alexander  Handle  of  Siccarton.— R.  B. 

■  William  Feeble*,  in  Newton-upon-Ayr,  ■  poctuter,  who,  >mon(  nuny 
other  tfalnft,  [nibliabed  ui  ode  on  tile  ''  Centenary  at  the  Serolution,"  in 
vhidl  irai  Ule  line: 

'■  And  bound  in  Libertjr'i  endearing  chain,"— R-  B. 
"  Stephen  Yonns  of  Barr.— S.  B. 

ojamea  Yoang,   in   New   Camnodf.    wha  had   IMely   been   foiled  In  an 
Mcleriaalieal  proaccotion  against  a  Lieutenant  MitcbeL— R.  B. 
!•  David  Gnnt,  OthUtfee.- Jt  B.  "Gcnie  SmiUt,  CtlMMk— Jt.  B. 


D,=,i,z.d=vGooglc 


Sn  ROBKIT 

Muirland  Jodil  muirland  Jock,  when  the  h-^d  taakca  a  mA, 

To  crush  common 'seaK  for  her  sins; 
If  iU-tnsnners  were  wit,  there's  no  morttl  so  fit 

To  confound  the  poor  Doctor  at  ance, 
Muirland  Jock  I"  To  confonnd  the  poor  Doctor  at  viGfl. 

Andro  Gowk  I  Andro  Gowk,  ye  may  slander  the  Book, 
An'  the  Bocdc  nouf  ht  th«  waur,  let  me  tell  ye ; 

Tbo'  yc're  rich,  an'  kxA  big,  yet,  lay  by  hat  sit'  vrig. 
An'  yell  hae  a  calFs-hcad  o'  sma'  value, 

Andro  Gowk !"  Ye'U  hae  a  calf's  bead  o'  sma'  value. 

Daddy  Auld !  daddy  Auld,  there's  a  tod  in  the  fauld. 

A  tod  mcikle  waur  than  the  clerk; 
Tho'  yc  do  tittle  skaith,  ye'll  be  in  at  the  death. 

For  gif  ye  canna  bite,  ye  may  bark. 
Daddy  Auld  I"  Gif  ye  canna  bite,  ye  may  bark. 

Holy  Will !  holy  Will,  there  was  wit  in  your  skoli, 

When  yc  pilfer'd  the  alms  o'  the  poor; 
The  timmer  is  scant  when  ye're  taen  for  a  saunt, 

Wha  should  swing  in  a  rape  for  an  hour, 
Holy  Will  I"  Ye  should  swing  in  a  rape  for  an  hour. 

Poet  Bums  I  poet  Buras,  wi'  your  prlest-skelpin  turns. 

Why  desert  ye  your  auld  native  shire  ? 
Your  muse  is  a  gipsy,  yet  were  she  e'en  tipsy, 

She  could  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are, 
Poet  Bums  I  She  could  ca'  us  use  waur  than  we  are. 

PKESBNTATION  STAN2AS  TO  COSRESPONDENTS 

Factor  John !  Factor  John,  whom  the  L — d  made  tlaoc 

And  no'er  made  anither,  thy  peer, 
Thy  poor  servant,  the  Bard,  in  respectful  regard. 

He  presents  thee  this  token  sincere, 
Factor  John !    He  presents  thee  this  token  sincere. 

"TohnShenhird'Hairkirk.— A.fi.    "Di.  Andrw  lUtcfc*!.  MooklM.— ».« 
M  WillUa  Anld,  lliudilhw;  ioi  the  <il*rk,  m*  "  H»Iy  WDUe'i  titftr." 
— R.  B. 
»  rUt  tk*  "  PxKm  "  of  Ihb  nlnt— J!.  B. 
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Afton's  Laird  I  Afton's  Laird,  wben  your  pen  can  be  spared, 

A  copy  at  thii  I  bequelth, 
On  the  same  sicker  score  as  I  mention'd  before. 

To  that  trulty  Auld  worthy,  Clacldeith, 
Afton's  Laird  1   To  that  trusty  tuld  worthy,  Qackleith. 


SONNET  ON  RECEIVING  A  FAVOUR 

10  Aug.,  ijaf. 

Addressed  to  Robe&t  GrahAu,  Esq.  of  Fintry. 

I  CALL  tlo  Coddes^  to  inspire  ihy  strains, 
A  fabled  Mu»  tnay  suit  a  bard  that  feigns: 
Friclid  of  my  life  I  my  ardent  spirit  bums. 
And  all  the  tribute  of  my  heart  returns. 
For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new, 
The  gifts  still  dearer,  as  the  giver  you. 
Thou  orb  of  day  I  thoil  other  paler  light  I 
An^  all  ye  many  sparkling  stars  of  night! 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my  mind  efface. 
If  1  that  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace, 
Then  roll  to  me  along  your  wand'ring  spheres. 
Only  to  number  out  a  villain's  years  1 
I  lay  niy  hand  upon  my  swelling  breast. 
And  ftatefnl  would,  but  cannot  speak  the  Kit 


EXTEMPORANEOUS  EFFUSION 
On  being  appointed  to  an  Excise  dtvisiod. 

Seakcrini;  auld  wives'  barrels, 

Ochoh  the  day  I 
That  clarty  barm  should  stalo  my  laurels: 

But — ^what'U  ye  say? 
These  movin'  thiaga  ca'd  wives  an'  wcSnrt, 
Wad  move  the  very  hearts  o'  stanes  I 
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SONG-WILLIE  BREW'D  A  PECK  O'  MAUT' 

O  Willie  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maut, 
And  Rob  and  Allen  cam  to  see ; 

Three  blyther  hearts,  that  lee-Ung  night. 
Ye  wadna  found  in  Christendie. 

Chorus. — We  are  na  fou,  we're  nae  that  fou. 
But  just  a  drappie  in  our  ee; 
The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  may  daw 
And  aye  we'll  taste  the  barley  brce. 

Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys, 
Three  merry  boys  I  trow  are  we; 

And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been. 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be  I 
We  are  na  fou,  &c. 

It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn. 
That's  blinkin'  in  the  lift  sae  hie; 

She  shines  sae  bright  to  wyle  us  hame, 
But,  by  my  sooth,  shell  wait  a  wee  I 
We  are  na  fou,  4c. 

Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang'awa, 
A  cuckold,  coward  loun  is  he  I 

Wha  first  beside  his  chair  shall  fa'. 
He  is  the  King  amang  us  three. 
We  arc  na  fou,  &c 


CA'  THE  YOWES  TO  THE  KNOWES 

Chorus. — Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowea, 

Ca'  them  where  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  where  the  burnie  rowcs. 
My  bonie  dearie. 

e  fa  Nieol,  Allan  Is  Mutcrtsn  tlie  writini-m 
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As  I  gaed  down  the  water-side, 

There  I  met  my  ahejAerd  lad: 

H^  row'd  me  sweetly  in  His  plaid. 

And  he  ca'd  me  his  dearie. 

Ca'  the  yowes,  &c. 

Will  ye  gang  down  the  water-side, 

And  see  the  waves  sae  sweetly  glide 

Beneath  the  hazels  spreading  wide. 

The  moon  it  shines  fu'  dearly. 

Ca'  the  yowes,  &c. 

Ye  sail  get  gowns  and  ribbons  meet, 
Cauf-leather  shoon  upon  your  feet, 
And  in  my  arms  ye'se  lie  and  sle<]>. 
An'  ye  sail  be  my  dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  &c. 

If  yell  but  stand  to  what  ye've  said, 
I'se  gang  wi'  thee,  my  shepherd  laid, 
And  ye  may  row  me  in  your  plaid. 
And  I  sail  be  yoor  dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  &c 

While  waters  wimple  to  the  sea. 
While  day  blinks  in  the  lift  sae  hie. 
Till  clay-cauld  death  sail  blin'  my  e'^ 
Ye  sail  be  my  dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  fltc 


I  GAED  A  WAEFU'  GATE  YESTREEN 

I  GAED  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen, 
A  gate  I  fear  I'll  dearly  rue; 

I  gat  my  death  f rae  twa  sweet  cen, 
Twa  lovely  een  o'  bonie  blue. 

'Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright^ 
Her  lips,  like  roses  wat  wi'  dew. 
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Her  hcfiving  t»Mm,  lily-«vlul«» 
It  wu  her  ecn  ue  bonit  blue, 


She  talk'd,  she  stnil'd,  my  heart  she  wyl'd; 

She  chsnn'd  my  soiil  i  wist  na  how; 
And  aye  the  stound,  the  deadly  wouad. 

Cam  [rae  her  een  so  bonie  blue. 
But  "  spare  to  speak,  ajiA  spare  to  ^eed; " 

She'll  alblios  listen  to  my  vow; 
Should  she  refuse,  I'll  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twa  een  sae  bonie  blue. 


HIGHLAND  HARRY  BACK  AGAIN 

My  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay, 
Fu'  stately  straae  he  on  the  plain; 

But  now  he's  banish'd  far  away, 
I'll  never  see  him  back  again. 

Chorus. — O  for  him  back  again  t 

0  for  him  back  Bfain  I 

1  wad  gift  a'  Knockhaspie'v  land 
For  HigMand  Harry  back  ^gain. 

When  a*  the  lave  gae  to  dieir  bed, 
I  wander  dowie  up  the  glen; 

I  set  me  down  and  greet  my  fill. 
And  aye  I  wish  him  back  again. 
O  for  him,  Ac. 


O  were  some  villains  hangit  high. 
And  Ilka  body  had  their  ain  I 

Than  I  mig^t  see  the  joyfu'  sight. 
My  Highland  Harry  back  again. 
O  for  hiot,  %c. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  SHERRAMUIR 
Tuii*—"Tbt  CunetoniMi  Rant" 

"  O  CAM  ye  here  the  fight  to  shurt. 

Or  herd  the  sheep  wi'  tite,  man? 
Or  were  ye  at  the  Sherra-moor, 

Or  did  the  battle  see,  tamt" 
I  saw  the  battle,  »ir  and  tetigh, 
And  rceWn-red  ran  mfitiy  a  sheogh; 
My  heart,  for  fear,  gaed  sough  for  sough. 
To  hear  the  thuds,  and  see  the  duds 
C  clans  frae  woods,  in  tartan  duds, 

Wha  gUttm'd  at  kingdoms  three,  toao. 
La,  la,  la,  la,  ftc. 

The  red-coat  lads,  wl'  black  cockauds. 

To  meet  them  were  na  slaw,  man ; 
They  rush'd  and  push'd,  and  bliide  autgush'd 

And  mony  a  bouk  did  la.',  man : 
The  great  Argyle  led  on  his  flies. 
I  wtt  they  glanc'd  for  twenty  miles ; 
They  hough'd  the  dans  like  nine-pin  kyles. 
They  hack'd  and  hash'd,  while  braid-swords  clash'd. 
And  thro'  thfly  dash'd,  and  hew'd  and  imash'd. 

Till  fey  men  died  awa,  man. 
La,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

But  had  ye  seen  the  philibqES, 

And  skyrin  tartan  trewB,  man; 
When  in  the  teeth  they  dar'd  our  Whigs, 

And  covenant  True-blues,  man : 
In  lines  extended  lang  and  large, 
When  baiginets  o'erpowcr'd  the  targe, 
And  thousands  hasten'd  to  the  charge; 
Wi'  Highland  wrath  they  frae  the  sheath 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  till,  out  o'  breath. 

They  fled  like  fritted  dows,  man! 
La,  la,  la,  la,  &c 
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"  0  how  dcil,  Tam,  can  that  be  true  ? 

The  chase  gacd  frae  the  north,  man; 
I  saw  mysel,  they  did  pursue, 

The  horsemen  back  to  Forth,  man ; 
And  at  Dunblane,  in  my  ain  sight. 
They  took  the  brig  wi'  a'  their  might. 
And  straught  to  Stirhng  wing'd  their  flight; 
But,  cursed  lot  I  the  gates  were  shut; 
And  mony  a  huntit  poor  red-coat, 

For  fear  amaist  did  swarf,  niaol" 
La,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 

My  sister  Kate  cam  up  the  gate 

Wi'  crowdie  unto  me,  man; 
She  swoor  she  saw  some  rebels  run 

To  Perth  and  to  Dundee,  man ; 
Their  left-hand  general  had  nae  skill; 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  gude  will 
That  day  their  neibors'  blude  to  spill ; 
For  fear,  for  foes,  that  they  should  lose 
Their  cogs  o'  brose ;  they  scar'd  at  blows, 

And  hameward  fast  did  flee,  man. 
La,  la,  la,  la,  &c 

They've  lost  some  gallant  gentlemen, 
Amang  the  Highland  clans,  man  1 

I  fear  my  Lord  Panmure  is  slain, 
Or  in  his  en'mies'  hands,  man. 

Now  wad  ye  sing  this  double  fli^t. 

Some  fell  for  wrang,  and  some  for  right; 

But  mony  bade  the  world  gude-night; 

Say,  pell  and  mell,  wi'  muskets'  knell 

How  Tories  fell,  and  Whigs  to  hell 
Flew  off  in  frighted  bands,  man  I 
I^  la,  la,  la,  &c. 
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THE  BRAES  O*  KILLIECRANKIE 

Wheki  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad? 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  brankie,  O? 
Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad? 

Cam  ye  1^  Killiecranlde,  O? 

Chorus. — ^An  ye  bad  been  whare  I  hae  been. 
Ye  wad  na  been  sae  cantie,  O; 
An  ye  bad  seen  what  I  hae  seen, 
r  the  Braes  o'  KUliecrankie,  O. 

I  fanght  at  land,  I  fangbt  at  sea. 
At  hame  I  faught  my  Auntie,  O; 

But  I  met  the  devil  an'  Dundee, 
On  the  Braes  o'  KUliecrankie,  O. 
An  ye  had  been,  ftc. 

The  bauld  Pitcur  fell  in  a  furr. 
An'  Qavere  gat  a  clanlcie,  O; 

Or  I  had  fed  an  Athole  ^ed. 
On  the  Braes  o'  Killiccrankie,  O. 
An  ye  had  been,  &c. 


AWA'  WHIGS,  AWA' 

Chonu. — Awa'  Whigs,  awa'  1 
Awa'  Whigs,  awa'  1 
Ye're  but  a  padc  o'  traitor  louna» 
Ye'll  do  nae  gude  at  a'. 

OtTR  thrissles  flourish'd  fresh  and  fair. 

And  bonie  bloom'd  our  roses; 
But  Whigs  cam'  like  a  frost  ia  June, 

An'  wither'd  a'  our  posies. 
Awa'  Whigs,  &c 
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Our  ancient  crown's  fa'en  in  th«  dust— 
Ddl  bUn'  tbtm  wi'  th*  ttam  o't  t 

An'  write  their  names  in  hia  black  beuk, 
Wbt  gxe  the  Wbigi  the  power  o'L 
AwB'  Whlgt,  ftc. 

Our  sad  dec^r  in  church  and  stats 

Surpasses  my  descriving: 
The  Whigs  cam'  o'er  its  for  a  ours^ 

An'  we  Iiac  done  wi'  thriving. 
Awa'  Whigs,  &c 

Grim  vengeance  lang  has  taen  a  nap, 
But  we  may  see  him  wauken : 

Glide  help  the  day  when  Royal  h«adB 
Are  hunted  lik«  a  maukiD  I 
Awt'  Whigt,  jte. 


A  WAUKRIFE  MINNIE 

WHAKt  are  you  gaun,  my  bonle  lass, 
Whare  are  you  gaun,  my  hinnie? 

She  answered  me  right  saucilte, 
"  An  errand  for  my  nlinnie." 

O  wliare  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass, 

O  whare  live  yc,  my  hinnie? 
"  By  yon  burnside,  gin  ye  maun  ken. 

In  a  wee  house  wi'  my  minnie," 

Eut  I  foor  Up  the  glen  at  e'en. 

To  see  my  bonie  lassie; 
And  lang  before  the  grey  mom  cam, 

She  was  na  hauf  sae  saude. 

O  weary  fa'  the  waukrife  cock. 
And  th«  foumart  lay  his  crawin  I 

He  waukcn'd  the  auld  wife  fne  her  sleep, 
A  wee  blink  or  the  dawin. 
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An  aagry  wife  I  wat  she  raise. 
And  o'er  the  bed  ahe  brocht  her; 

And  wi'  a  meikle  hazel  rung 
She  muJe  her  a  weel-pay'd  dochter. 


O  fare  thee  weel,  my  bonle  lass. 

O  fare  thee  well,  my  hinnie! 
Thon  art  a  gay  an'  a  bonnle  lass. 

But  thou  has  a  waukrife  minnie. 


THE  CAPTIVE  RIBBAND 
TwM — "  Robaldk  dona  goruh." 

Deas  Myrs,  the  captive  ribband's  mine, 
'Twas  all  my  faithful  love  could  gain; 

And  would  you  ask  me  to  resign 
The  sole  reward  that  crowns  my  pain? 

Go,  bid  the  hero  who  has  run 
Thro'  fields  of  death  to  gather  fame. 

Go,  Ui  hini  lay  his  laurels  down. 
And  all  his  well-eam'd  praise  (JiEcIaim. 

The  ribband  shall  its  freedom  lose — 
Lose  all  the  bliss  It  had  with  you. 

And  share  the  fate  I  would  impose 
On  thee,  wert  thou  my  captive  too. 

It  shall  upon  my  bosom  live. 
Or  dasp  me  in  a  close  embrace; 

And  at  its  fortune  if  you  grieve, 
Setrieve  its  doom,  and  take  it*  place 
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MY  HEART'S  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS 
TtHif — "  Failte  na  Jlioig." 

Faseweli.  to  the  Highlands,  farewell  to  the  north. 
The  birth-place  of  Valour,  the  country  of  Worth; 
Wherever  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove. 
The  hills  of  the  Highlands  for  ever  I  love, 

rus. — My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  a-cbasing  the  deer; 
A-chaaing  the  wild-deer,  and  following  the  roe, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 

Farewell  to  the  mountains,  high-cover'd  with  snow. 
Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  vallies  below; 
Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wild-hanging  woods, 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud  pouring  floods. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  &c. 


THE  WHISTLE^A  BALLAD 

I  SIHG  of  a  Whistle,  a  Whistle  of  worth, 
I  sing  of  a  Whistle,  the  pride  of  the  North. 
Was  brought  to  the  court  of  our  good  Scottish  King, 
And  loi^  with  this  Whistle  all  Scotland  shall  ring. 

Old  Loda,  still  rueing  the  arm  of  Ftngal, 
Thcgod  of  the  bottle  sends  down  from  his  hall — 
"The  Whistle's  your  challenge,  to  Scotland  get  o'er. 
And  drink  them  to  hell.  Sir !  or  ne'er  see  me  more  1 " 


Did  poets  have  sung,  and  okl  chronicles  tell, 
tVhat  champions  ventur'd,  what  champions  feO: 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  conqueror  still. 
And  blew  on  the  Whistle  their  requiem  shrilL 
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Till  Robert,  the  lord  of  the  Cairn  and  the  Scaur, 
Uninatcfa'd  at  the  bottle,  unconquer'd  in  war, 
He  drank  his  poor  gfod-ship  as  deep  as  the  sea; 
No  tide  of  the  Baltic  e'er  drunker  than  he. 

Thus  Robert,  victorious,  the  trophy  has  gain'd ; 
Which  now  in  his  house  has  for  ages  remain'd; 
Till  three  noble  chieftains;  and  all  of  his  blood. 
The  jovial  contest  again  have  renew'd. 

Three  joyous  good  fellows,  with  hearts  dear  of  flaw 
Craigdarroch,  so  famous  for  wit,  worth,  and  law; 
And  trusty  Glenriddel,  so  skill'd  in  old  coins ; 
And  gallant  Sir  Robert,  deep-read  in  old  wines. 

Craigdarroch  began,  with  a  tongue  smooth  as  oil, 
Desiring  Glenriddel  to  yield  up  the  spoil; 
Or  else  he  would  muster  the  heads  of  the  clan. 
And  once  more,  in  claret,  try  which  was  the  man. 

"  By  the  gods  of  the  ancients  I "  Glenriddel  replies, 
*■  Before  I  surrender  so  glorious  a  prize, 
I'll  conjure  the  ghost  of  the  great  Rorie  More, 
And  bumper  his  horn  with  him  twenty  times  o'er." 

Sir  Robert,  a  soldier,  no  speech  would  pretend. 
But  he  ne'er  turn'd  his  back  on  his  foe,  or  his  friend ; 
Said,  "  Toss  down  the  Whistle,  the  prize  of  the  field," 
And,  knee-deep  in  claret,  he'd  die  ere  he'd  yield. 

To  the  board  of  Glenriddel  our  heroes  repair. 

So  noted  for  drowning  of  sorrow  and  care; 

But,  for  wine  and  for  welcome,  not  more  known  to  fam^ 

Than  the  sense,  wit,  and  taste,  of  a  sweet  lovely  damsi 

A  bard  was  selected  to  witness  the  fray. 
And  tell  future  ages  the  feats  of  the  day; 
A  Bard  who  detested  all  sadness  and  spleen, 
And  wish'd  that  Parnassus  a  vineyard  had  been. 
HC— Vol.  0  M 
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The  dinner  being  over,  the  daret  they  ply. 

And  eVry  new  coric  is  a  new  spring  of  joy; 

In  the  buds  of  old  friendship  and  kindred  so  Bet, 

And  the  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they  were  wet. 

Giy  PIea«ure>  ran  riot  as  bunkers  ran  o'er: 
Bright  Phoebus  ne'er  witness'd  so  joyous  a  core, 
And  voVd  that  to  leave  them  he  was  quite  forlorn. 
Till  Cynthia  hinted  he'd  see  them  next  mom. 

Six  bottles  a-piece  had  well  wore  out  the  nigfat, 
When  gallant  Sir  Robert,  to  finish  the  fight, 
Tum'd  o'er  in  one  bumper  a  bottle  of  red, 
And  swore  'twas  the  way  that  their  ancestor  did. 

Then  worthy  Glenriddel,  so  cautious  and  sage, 
Ko  longer  Uie  warfare  ungodly  would  WBg« ; 
A  high  Ruling  Elder  to  wallow  in  wine ; 
He  left  the  foul  business  to  folks  less  divine. 

The  gallant  Sir  Robert  fought  hard  to  the  end; 
But  who  can  with  Fate  and  quart  bumpers  contend! 
Though  Fate  said,  a  hero  should  perish  in  light; 
So  uprose  bright  Phoebus — and  down  fell  the  knight 

Next  uprose  our  Bard,  like  a  prophet  in  drink : — 
"  Craig^arroch,  tbou'It  soar  when  creation  shall  dnk  I 
But  If  thou  would  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme. 
Come— one  bottle  more — and  have  at  the  sublime  1 

"  Thy  line,  that  have  struggled  for  freedom  with  Bruce, 

Shall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  produce : 

So  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  nine  be  the  bay ; 

The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  god  of  d^r  I " 


TO  MARY  IN  HEAVEN 

Tbou  ling'ring  star,  with  leas'ning  ray, 
That  kiVst  b>  grMt  the  early  mom, 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


POEMS  AND  SONGS  ] 

Again  thou  uaher'st  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  »oul  was  torn. 
O  Mary  I  dear  departed  ahade  I 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  th&t  rend  hi)  breast? 

That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget. 

Can  I  forget  the  hallow'd  grove, 
Where,  by  the  winding  Ayr,  we  met, 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  lovel 
Eternity  can  not  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past, 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace. 

Ah  I  little  thought  we  'twas  oor  last  I 

Ayr,  gurgling,  kiss'd  his  pebbled  shore, 

O'erhung  with  wild-woods,  thickening  green; 
The  fragrant  birch  and  hawthorn  hoar, 

'Twin'd  amorous  round  the  raptur'd  scene : 
The  flowers  sprang  wanton  to  be  prcst, 

The  birds  sang  love  on  every  spray; 
Till  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west, 

Prodaim'd  the  speed  of  wingM  day. 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  mem'ry  wakes. 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser-care ; 
Time  but  th'  impression  stranger  makes. 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
My  Mary!  dear  departed  shade! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  7 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast? 


EPISTLE  TO  DR.   BLACKLOCK 

Ellisland,  2ist  Oct.,  1789. 
Wow,  but  your  letter  made  me  vauntie  I 
And  ar«  ye  hale,  and  weel  and  cantie? 
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I  ken'd  it  still,  jrour  wee  bit  jauntie 
Wad  bring  yc  to : 

Lord  lend  you  aye  as  weel's  I  want  ye  I 
And  then  yell  do. 

The  ill-thief  blaw  the  Heron  south  I 
And  never  drink  be  near  his  drouth  I 
He  taold  myself  by  word  o'  mouth. 

He'd  tak  my  letter; 
I  lippen'd  to  the  chiel  in  trouth, 

And  bade  nae  better. 

But  aiblins,  honest  Master  Heron 
Had,  at  the  time,  some  dainty  fair  one 
To  ware  bis  theologic  care  on, 

And  holy  study ; 
And  tired  o'  sauls  to  waste  his  lear  on. 

E'en  tried  the  body. 

But  what  d'ye  think,  my  trusty  fere, 
I'm  turned  a  gauger — Peace  be  here  I 
Parnassian  queans,  I  fear,  I  fear, 

Ye'll  now  disdain  mel 
And  then  my  fifty  pounds  a  year 

Will  little  gain  me. 

Ye  glaildt,  gleesome,  dainty  damies, 
Wha,  by  Castalia's  wimpUn  streamies, 
Lowp,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limbies. 

Ye  ken,  ye  ken. 
That  Strang  necessity  supreme  is 

'Mang  sons  o'  men. 

I  hae  a  wife  and  twa  wee  laddies ; 

They  maun  hae  brose  and  brats  o'  daddies; 

Ye  ken  yoursels  my  heart  right  proud  is — 

I  need  na  vaunt — 
But  I'll  aied  besoms,  thraw  saugh  woodies. 

Before  Qiey  want. 
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Lord  help  me  thro'  this  warld  o'  care  I 
I'm  weary  sick  o't  late  and  air  I 
Not  but  I  hae  a  richer  share 

Than  mony  ithers; 
But  why  should  ae  man  better  fare. 

And  a'  men  brithers  7 

Come,  Finn  Resolve,  take  thou  the  van, 
Thou  stalk  o'  carl-hemp  tn  man  I 
And  let  us  mind,  faint  heart  ne'er  wan 

A  lady  fair: 
Wha  does  the  utmost  that  he  can. 

Will  whiles  do  mair. 

But  to  conclude  my  silly  rhyme 

(I'm  scant  o'  verse  and  scant  o'  time). 

To  make  a  happy  fireside  clime 

To  weans  and  vrife, 
Tliat's  the  true  pathos  and  sublime 

Of  human  life. 

My  compliments  to  sister  Beckie, 
And  eke  the  same  to  honest  Lucky; 
I  wat  she  is  a  daintie  chuckie, 

As  e'er  tread  clay; 
And  gratefully,  my  gude  autd  cockie, 

I'm  yours  for  aye. 

ROBEKT  BuBHS. 


THE  FIVE  CARLINS 
An  Election  Ballad. 
T«ne — "Cb«yj  Cbaae." 

Tbbbb  was  five  Carlins  in  the  South, 
They  fell  upon  a  scheme. 

To  send  a  lad  to  London  town. 
To  bring  them  tidings  hame. 
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Kor  only  brtog  them  ti^ngs  btaat. 

But  do  their  errands  there, 
And  aiblins  gowd  tad  honor  baith 

Might  be  timt  Uddie's  share. 

There  wa$  Maggy  hy  the  banks  o'  Ntth, 

A  dame  wi'  pride  eneugfa ; 
And  Marjory  o'  the  mony  Lochs. 

A  Carbs  auld  and  teugfa. 

And  blinkin  Sets  of  Annandale, 
That  dwelt  near  Solway-side ; 

And  whisky  Jean,  that  todc  her  gill, 
In  Galloway  sae  wide. 

And  black  Joan,  frae  Cricbtoo  Feel,* 

O'  gipsy  kith  an'  kin; 
Five  wighter  Carlins  were  na  found 

The  South  countrie  within. 

To  send  a  lad  to  London  town, 

They  met  upon  a  day; 
And  mony  r  knight,  and  mony  a  lairdl 

This  errand  fain  wad  gae. 

O  mony  a  knight,  and  mony  a  latrd, 

This  errand  fain  wad  gae ; 
But  nae  ane  could  their  fancy  please, 

O  ne'er  a  ane  but  twae. 

The  first  ane  was  a  belted  Knight, 

Bred  of  a  Border  band;' 
And  he  wad  gae  to  London  town, 

Might  nae  man  him  withstand. 

And  he  wad  do  their  errands  weel, 

And  meikle  he  wad  say; 
And  ilka  ane  about  the  court 

Wad  bid  to  him  gude-day. 
1  Suqalar.  ■  Sir  J*ine«  JobiitOB  dI  WoteilulL 
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The  neist  cam  in  a  Soger  youUi,* 

Who  <pak  wi'  modest  grace, 
And  ho  wad  gae  to  London  town. 

If  sae  their  plewure  was. 

He  wad  nt  hecht  them  courtly  pfta, 

Nor  tneikle  speech  pretend ; 
But  he  wad  hecht  an  honest  heart, 

Wad  ne'er  desert  hia  friend. 

Then,  wham  to  chuse,  and  wham  refuse, 

At  strife  thir  Carlins  fell ; 
For  some  had  GentlefoQct  to  please. 

And  Mine  wad  please  themscl*. 

Then  out  spak  mim-mou'd  Meg  o"  Nith, 

And  she  spak  up  wi'  pride, 
And  she  wad  send  the  Soger  3routh, 

Whatever  might  betide. 

For  the  auld  Gudeman  o'  London  courts 

She  didna  care  a  pin ; 
But  she  wad  send  the  Soger  youth. 

To  greet  his  eldest  son  * 

Then  up  sprang  Bess  o'  Annandalei 

And  a  deadly  aith  she's  ta'en. 
That  she  wad  vote  the  Border  Knight, 

Though  she  should  vote  her  lane. 

"  For  far-off  fowls  hae  feathers  fair. 

And  fools  0*  change  are  fain ; 
But  I  hae  tried  the  Border  Knight, 

And  I'll  try  him  yet  again." 

Says  black  Joan  frae  Crichton  Peel, 

A  Carlin  stoor  and  grim, 
"  The  auld  Gudenoan,  and  the  young  Gudeman, 
For  me  may  sink  or  swim ; 
*  Capula  Psltlck  Millar  of  Diliwlnton.        *  The  King. 
•  The  Prince  of  Wilei. 
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For  fools  will  prate  o'  right  or  wrang. 
While  knaves  laugh  them  to  scorn; 

But  the  Soger's  friends  hae  blawn  the  best. 
So  he  shall  bear  the  horn," 

Then  whisky  Jean  spak  owre  her  drink, 

"  Ye  weel  ken,  kimmers  a'. 
The  auld  gudcman  o'  London  court, 

His  back's  been  at  the  wa'; 

"  And  monj'  a  friend  that  kiss'd  bis  caup 

Is  now  a  fremit  wight; 
But  it's  ne'er  be  said  o'  whisky  Jeaib— 

We'll  send  the  Border  Knight." 

Then  slow  raise  Marjory  o'  the  Lochs, 

And  wrinkled  was  her  brow. 
Her  ancient  weed  was  russet  gray. 

Her  auld  Scots  bluid  was  true; 

"  There's  some  great  folk  set  Ught  by  ra^ 

I  set  as  light  by  them ; 
But  I  will  send  to  London  town 

Wham  I  like  best  at  hame." 

Sae  how  this  mighty  plea  may  end, 

Nae  mortal  wight  can  tell; 
God  grant  the  King  and  ttka  man 

May  look  weel  to  himsel. 


ELECTION  BALLAD  FOR  WESTERHA' 
Tune — "  Up  and  waur  them  a",  Willie," 

The  Laddies  I^  the  banks  o'  Nith 
Wad  trust  his  Grace'  wi  a',  Jamie; 

But  he'll  sair  them,  as  he  sair'd  the  King — 
Turn  tail  and  rin  awa',  Jamie. 


with  full  prerogitivi. 
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Chorut.—Vp  and  waur  them  a',  Jamie, 
Up  and  waur  them  a.' ; 
The  Johnstones  hae  the  gnidia  o't. 
Ye  turncoat  Whigs  awa'  I 

The  day  he  studc  his  country's  friend. 
Or  gied  her  faes  a  claw,  Jamie, 

Or  f  rae  puir  man  a  blessin  wan. 
That  day  the  Duke  ne'er  saw,  Jamie, 
Up  and  waur  them,  &c 

But  wha  is  he,  his  country's  boast? 

Like  him  there  is  na  twa,  Jamie; 
There's  so  a  cailent  tents  the  kye, 

But  kens  o'  Westerha',  Jamie. 
Up  and  wauT  them,  &c. 

To  end  the  wark,  here's  Whistlebtrk, 
Lang  may  his  whistle  blaw,  Jamie; 

And  Maxwell  true,  o'  sterling  blue; 
And  we'll  be  Johnstones  a',  Jamie. 
Up  and  waur  them,  &c. 


PROLOGUE  SPOKEN  AT  THE  THEATRE  OF 

DUMFRIES 

On  New  Year's  Day  Evening,  iTga 

No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  c!^. 
That  queens  it  o'er  our  taste — the  more's  the  pity: 
Tho'  by  the  bye,  abroad  why  will  you  roam  ? 
Good  sense  and  taste  are  natives  here  at  home: 
Bnt  not  for  panegyric  I  appear, 
I  come  to  wish  you  all  a  good  New  Year ! 
Old  Father  Time  deputes  me  here  before  ye. 
Not  for  to  preach,  but  tell  his  simple  story: 
The  sage,  grave  Ancient  cough'd,  and  bade  me  say, 
"  You're  one  year  older  this  important  day," 
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If  wiser  too— 4ie  hlnt«d  HOme  su^eition, 
But  'twould  be  rude,  you  know,  to  ask  the  question; 
And  with  ft  would-bc-mguish  leer  ftnd  wink, 
Said-~"  Sutherluid,  in  one  word,  bid  them  think  1 " 

Ye  spri^tly  youths,  quit*  flush  with  hope  and  spirit, 
Who  think  to  storm  the  workl  by  dint  of  merit, 
To  you  the  dotard  has  a  deal  to  sty, 
In  his  sly,  dry,  sententious  proverb  way  t 
He  bids  you  mtnd,  amid  your  thoughtless  rattle. 
That  the  first  blow  is  ever  half  the  battle; 
Tliat  tho'  some  by  the  ddrt  may  try  to  snitch  him. 
Yet  by  the  forekick  is  the  hold  to  tatch  Wm ; 
That  whether  doing,  suffering,  fir  forbearing. 
You  may  do  miracles  by  persevering. 

Last,  tho'  not  least  in  love,  ye  youthful  fair, 
Angelic  forms,  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care  I 
To  you  old  Bald-pate  smooths  his  wrinkled  brow. 
And  humbly  begs  you'll  mind  the  important — now  I 
To  crown  your  happiness  he  asks  your  leave. 
And  offers,  bliss  to  give  and  tO  receive. 

For  our  sincere,  tho'  haply  weak  endeavours. 
With  grateful  pride  we  own  your  many  favours; 
And  howsoe'er  our  tongues  may  ill  reveal  ft, 
Believe  our  glowing  bosotnt  truly  feel  it. 


SKETCH— NEW  YEARS'  DAY  Uygo} 
To  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

This  day.  Time  vrinds  (h'  exhausted  chain; 
To  run  the  twelvemonth's  length  again: 
I  see,  the  old  hald-pated  fellow, 
With  ardent  eyes,  complexion  sallow, 
Adjust  the  unimpair'd  machine, 
To  wheel  ^e  equal,  dull  rotitine. 
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The  absent  lover,  minor  heir. 
In  vain  assail  him  with  thetr  prayer; 
Deaf  AS  my  friend,  he  sees  them  press, 
Not  maVes  the  hour  pne  moment  less, 
Will  you  (the  Major's  with  the  hounds. 
The  happy  tenants  share  his  rounds; 
Coila's  fair  Rachel's  care  to-day. 
And  blooming  Keith's  engaged  with  Gray) 
From  housewife  cares  a.  minute  borrow, 
(That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  to^tnorron',) 
And  join  with  me  a-moralizing ; 
This  day's  propitious  to  be  wise  in. 


First,  what  did  yesternight  deliver? 
"  Another  year  has  gone  for  ever." 
And  what  is  this  day's  strong  suggestion? 
"  The  passing  moment's  all  we  rest  on  I " 
Rest  on — for  what?  what  do  we  here? 
Or  why  regard  the  passing  year? 
Will  Time,  amus'd  with  proverb'd  lore, 
Add  to  our  date  one  minute  more  ? 
A  few  days  may — a  few  years  must — 
Repose  us  in  the  silent  dust. 
Then,  ia  it  wise  to  damp  onr  bliss? 
Yes— all  such  reasonings  are  amiss  I 
The  voice  of  Nature  loudly  cries. 
And  many  a  message  from  the  skies. 
That  something  in  us  never  dies : 
That  on  this  frail,  uncertain  state. 
Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight: 
That  future  life  in  worlds  unknown 
Must  take  its  hue  from  this  alone; 
Whether  as  heavenly  glory  bright, 
Or  dark  as  Misery's  woeful  nig^t. 

Since  then,  toy  honour'd  first  of  friends. 
On  this  poor  being  all  depends. 
Let  us  th'  important  how  employ. 
And  live  as  those  who  never  die. 
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Tho'  you,  with  days  and  honours  crown'd. 
Witness  that  filial  circle  round, 
(A  sight  life's  sorrows  to  repulse, 
A  siglit  pale  Envy  to  convulse) , 
Others  now  claim  your  chief  regard; 
Yourself,  you  wait  your  bright  reward. 


SCOTS  PROLOGUE  FOR  MR.  SUTHERLAND 
On  his  Benefit-Nisht,  at  the  Theatre,  Dnmfriei. 

What  needs  this  din  about  the  town  o'  Lon'on, 
How  this  new  play  an'  that  new  sang  is  comin? 
Why  is  outlancUsh  stuff  sac  meikle  courted? 
Does  nonsense  mend,  like  brandy,  when  imported? 
Is  there  nae  poet,  burning  keen  for  fame. 
Will  try  to  gie  us  sangs  and  plays  at  hame? 
For  Comedy  abroad  he  need  na  toil, 
A  fool  and  knave  are  plants  of  every  soil; 
Nor  need  he  hunt  as  far  as  Rome  or  Greece, 
To  gather  matter  for  a  serious  piece; 
There's  themes  enow  in  Caledonian  story. 
Would  shew  the  Tragic  Muse  in  a'  her  glory. — 

Is  there  no  daring  Bard  wilt  rise  and  tell 
How  glorious  Wallace  stood,  how — hapless  fell? 
Where  are  the  Muses  fled  that  could  produce 
A  drama  worthy  o'  the  name  o'  Bruce? 
How  here,  even  here,  he  first  unsheath'd  the  sword 
'Gainst  mighty  England  and  her  guilty  Lord; 
And  after  mony  a  bloody,  deathless  doing, 
Wrench'd  his  dear  country  from  the  jaws  of  Ruin  I 
O  for  a  Shakespeare,  or  an  Otway  scene, 
To  draw  the  lovely,  hapless  Scottish  Queen  I 
Vain  all  th'  omnipotence  of  female  charms 
'Gainst  headlong,  ruthless,  mad  Rebellion's  arms: 
She  fell,  but  fell  with  spirit  truly  Roman, 
To  glut  that  direst  foe — a  vengeful  woman; 
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A  woman,  (tho'  the  phrase  may  seem  uncivil,) 
As  aUe  and  as  wicked  as  the  Devil ! 
One  Douglas  lives  in  Home's  immortal  page, 
But  Douglasses  were  heroes  every  age; 
And  tho'  your  fathers,  prodigal  of  life, 
A  Douglas  followed  to  the  martial  strife, 
Perhaps,  if  bowls  row  right,  and  Right  succeeds. 
Ye  yet  may  follow  where  a  Dou|^as  leads! 

As  ye  hae  generous  done,  if  a'  the  land 
Would  take  the  Muses'  servants  by  the  hand; 
Not  only  hear,  but  patronize,  befriend  them. 
And  where  he  justly  can  commend,  commend  them; 
And  aiblins  when  they  winna  stand  the  test. 
Wink  hard,  and  say  "  The  folks  hae  done  their  best  I " 
Would  a'  the  land  do  this,  then  I'll  be  caidon, 
Ye'll  soon  hae  Poets  o'  the  Scottish  nation 
Will  gar  Fame  blaw  until  her  trumpet  crack. 
And  warslc  Time,  an'  lay  him  on  his  back  I 

For  us  and  for  our  Stage,  should  ony  s^icr, 
"  Whasc  aught  thae  chiels  maks  a'  this  bustle  here  ?  " 
My  best  leg  foremost,  I'll  set  up  my  brow — 
We  have  the  honour  to  belong  to  you  I 
We're  your  ain  bairns,  e'en  guide  us  as  ye  like. 
But  like  good  mitbers  shore  before  ye  strike ; 
And  gratefu'  still,  I  trust  ye'tl  ever  find  us, 
For  gen'rous  patronage,  and  meikle  kindness 
We've  got  frac  a'  professions,  sorts  and  ranks : 
God  help  us  1  we're  but  poor — ^ye'se  get  but  thanks. 


LINES  TO  A  GENTLEMAN, 

Who  had  sent  the  Poet  a  Newspaper,  and  offered  to  continue 
it  free  of  Expense. 

Kind  Sir,  I've  read  your  paper  through, 
Aitd  faith,  to  me,  'twas  really  new  1 
How  guessed  ye.  Sir,  what  maist  I  wanted? 
This  mony  a  day  I've  grain'd  and  gaimted. 
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To  km  what  French  mischief  woe  bnwin; 

Or  what  tho  drumlfs  Dutch  ware  doin; 

That  vile  dotip-tkelper,  Emperor  Jo»{ji, 

If  Venus  yet  had  got  his  nose  off; 

Or  how  the  colliethangie  worics 

At  ween  the  RuBiians  and  the  Tttrka, 

Or  if  the  Swede,  before  he  halt, 

Would  play  anhher  Charlet  the  twtlt; 

If  Denmark,  any  body  spak  o't; 

Or  Poland,  wha  had  now  the  Uek  ot: 

How  cut-throat  Prussian  blades  were  hin^o; 

How  libbet  Italy  was  singin; 

If  Spaniard,  Portuguese,  or  Swiss, 

Were  sayin  or  takin  aught  atniss; 

Or  how  our  merry  lads  at  bame. 

In  Britain's  court  kept  up  the  game; 

How  royal  George,  the  Lord  leuk  o'er  him  I 

Was  managing  St.  Stephens'  quorum; 

If  sleekit  Chatham  Will  was  livin. 

Or  glftikit  Charlie  got  his  nieve  in; 

How  daddie  Burke  the  plu  waa  cookin, 

If  Warren  Hastings'  neck  was  yeukin; 

How  cesa»,  stents,  and  fees  were  rax'di 

Or  if  bare  a— ^  yet  were  tax'd; 

The  news  o'  princes,  dukei,  and  earls. 

Pimps,  sharpers,  bawds,  and  opera-girls; 

If  that  daft  buckie,  Geordie  Wales, 

Was  threshing  still  at  hiiaies'  tails; 

Or  if  he  was  grown  oughtlins  dotuer. 

And  no  a  perfect  kintra  cooser : 

A'  this  and  mair  I  never  heard  of; 

And,  but  for  you,  I  might  despair'd  of. 

So,  gratefu',  back  your  news  I  send  you, 

And  pray  t,'  gude  things  may  attond  yoo. 

Bllislahd,  Menday  Mtrning,  1790. 
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ELEGY  ON  WILLIE  NICOL'S  MARE 

Pec  Nicholson  waa  a  good  bay  mare. 

As  ever  trod  on  aim ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

And  past  the  mouth  o'  Cairn. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
An'  rode  thro'  thick  and  thin ; 

But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 
And  wanting  even  the  skin. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
And  ance  she  bore  a  priest; 

But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 
For  Solway  fish  a  feast. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mar^ 
An'  the  priest  he  rode  her  sair; 

And  much  oppress'd  and  bruis'd  she  was, 
As  priest-rid  cattle  are, — &c.  &c. 


THE  GOWDEN  LOCKS  OF  ANNA 

Yestreen  I  had  a  pint  o'  wine, 
A  place  where  btjdy  saw  na; 

Yestreen  lay  on  this  breast  o'  mine 
The  gowden  locks  of  Anna 

The  hungry  Jew  in  wilderness. 

Rejoicing  o'er  his  manna. 
Was  naething  to  my  hinny  bliss 

Upon  the  lips  of  Anna. 

Ye  tnonarchs,  take  the  East  and  Weit 

Frae  Indus  to  Savannah; 
Gie  me,  within  my  straining  grasp. 

The  melting  fona  of  Anna : 
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There  I'll  despise  ImperiAl  channa. 

An  Empress  or  Sultana, 
While  dying  raptures  in  her  arms 

I  give  and  t^e  wi'  Anna  I 

Awa,  thon  flaunting  God  of  Day  1 

Awa,  thou  pale  Diana ! 
lUc  Star,  gae  hide  thy  twinkling  ray. 

When  I'm  to  meet  my  Anna ! 

Come,  in  thy  raven  plumage.  Night, 

(Sun,  Moon,  and  Stars,  withdrawn  a';) 

And  bring  an  angcl-pen  to  write 
My  transports  with  my  Anna  t 


The  Kirk  an'  State  may  join  an'  tell. 
To  do  sic  things  I  maunna: 

The  Kirk  an'  State  may  gae  to  hell. 
And  I'll  gae  to  my  Anna. 

She  is  the  sunshine  o'  my  e'e. 

To  live  but  her  I  canna ; 
Had  I  on  earth  but  wishes  three, 

The  first  should  be  my  Anna. 


SONG— I   MURDER    HATE 

I  ifUKDER  hate  by  flood  or  field, 

Tho'  glory's  name  may  screen  us; 
In  wars  at  home  I'll  spend  my  blood — 

Life-giving  wars  of  Venus. 
The  deities  that  I  adore 

Are  social  Peace  and  Plenty ; 
I'm  better  pleas'd  to  make  one  mor^ 

Than  be  the  death  of  twenty. 
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t  would  not  die  like  Socrates, 

For  all  the  fuss  of  Plato; 
Nor  would  I  with  Leonidas, 

Nor  yet  would  I  with  Cato: 
The  zealots  of  the  Church  and  State 

Shall  ne'er  my  mortal  foes  be ; 
But  let  me  have  bold  Zimri's  fate. 

Within  the  arms  of  Cozbt  1 


GUDEWIFE,  COUNT  THE  LAWIN 

Gane  is  the  day,  and  mirk's  the  night. 
But  we'll  ne'er  stray  for  faut  o'  light; 
Gude  ale  and  brandy's  stars  and  moon. 
And  blue-red  wine's  the  risin  sun. 

Chorus. — Then  gudewife,  count  the  lawin. 
The  lawin,  the  lawin. 
Then  gudewife,  count  the  lawin, 
And  bring  a  coggie  malr. 

There's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen. 
And  simple  folk  maun  fecht  and  fen'; 
But  here  we're  a'  in  ae  accord, 
For  ilka  man  that's  drunk's  a  lord. 
Then  gudewife,  &c. 

My  coggie  is  a  haly  pool 
That  heals  the  wounds  o'  care  and  dool; 
And  Pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout. 
An  ye  drink  tt  a',  ye'U  find  him  out 
Then  gudewife,  &c. 
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ELECTION   BALLAD 


At  the  dose  of  the  contest  for  TepreMoting  the  Dumfries 
Burght,  1790. 

Addrttsed  to  R.  Gkabah,  Esq,  of  Fintr;. 
FiHTBY,  my  Btay  in  worldly  strife, 
Friend  o'  my  muse,  friend  o'  my  life. 

Are  ye  as  idle's  I  am? 
Come  then,  wi'  uncouth  kintra  fleg, 
O'er  Pegasu*  111  fling  my  leg. 

And  ye  shall  see  me  try  him. 

But  where  shall  I  go  rln  a  ride. 
That  I  may  splatter  nane  beside? 

I  wad  na  be  uncivil: 
In  manhood's  various  paths  and  wayi 
There's  aye  some  doytin  body  strays. 

And  /  ride  like  the  deviL 

Thus  I  break  aff  wi'  a'  my  b!rr. 
And  down  yon  dark,  deep  alley  spur, 

Where  Theolt^cs  dautider: 
AUs  1  curst  wt'  eternal  fogs. 
And  dama'd  in  everlasting  bc^s, 

As  sure's  the  creed  I'll  blunder  I 

III  stain  a  band,  or  jaup  t  gown, 
Or  rin  my  reckless,  guilty  crown 

Against  the  haly  door : 
Sur  do  I  rue  my  luckless  fate. 
When,  as  the  Muse  an'  De!l  wad  bae't, 

I  rade  that  road  before 

Suppose  I  take  a  spurt,  and  mix 
Amang  the  wilds  o'  Politics — 

Elector  and  elected. 
Where  dogs  at  Court  (sad  sons  of  bitches t) 
Septennially  a  madness  touches. 

Till  all  the  land's  infected. 
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All  hail  I  Dnimlanrig'i  baugh^  Grace, 
Discarded  remnant  of  a  rice 

Once  godlike — great  in  story; 
Thy  forbears'  virtuei  all  contrasted. 
The  very  name  of  Douglas  blasted. 

Thine  that  inverted  glory  I 

Hate,  envy,  oft  the  Douglas  bore. 
But  thou  hast  superadded  more, 

And  sunk  them  in  contempt; 
Follies  and  crimes  have  stain'd  the  name. 
But,  Queensberry,  thine  the  vli^n  claim. 

From  aught  that's  good  exempt  1 

111  sing  the  zeal  Dnimlanrig  bears, 
Who  left  the  all-important  cares 

Of  princes,  and  their  darlings; 
And,  bent  on  winning  borough  touns, 
Came  shaking  hands  wi'  wabster-loons. 

And  kissing  barefit  carlins. 

Combustion  thro'  our  boroughs  rode, 
Whistling  his  roaring  pack  abroad 

Of  mad  unmuzzled  lions; 
As  Queensberry  blue  and  buff  unfuri'd. 
And  Westerha'  and  Hopetoun  hurled 

To  ertry  Whig  defiaace. 

But  cautiotis  Queensberry  left  the  war, 
Th'  unmanner'd  dust  mi^t  soil  his  star, 

Besides,  he  hated  bleeding: 
But  left  behind  him  heroes  bright. 
Heroes  in  Cesarean  fight. 

Or  Ciceronian  pleading. 

O  for  ft  throat  like  htige  Mons-Meg , 
To  muster  o'er  each  ardent  Whig 

Beneath  Drumlanrig^s  banners; 
Heroes  and  heroines  commix. 
All  in  the  field  of  politics. 

To  win  Immortal  honours. 
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M'Murdo  and  his  lovely  spoute, 

(Th'  cnamour'd  laurels  Idss  her  browsl) 

Led  on  the  Loves  and  Graces : 
She  won  each  gaping  burgess'  heart. 
While  he,  sub  rosa,  played  his  part 

Anang  their  wives  and  lasset. 

Cratgdarroch  led  a  light-arm'd  core. 
Tropes,  metaphors,  and  figures  pour, 

Like  Hecla  streaming  thunder: 
Glenriddel,  skill'd  in  rusty  coins. 
Blew  up  each  Tory's  dark  designs. 

And  bared  the  treason  under. 

In  either  wing  two  champions  fought ; 
Redoubted  Staig,  who  set  at  nought 

The  wildest  savage  Tory; 
And  Welsh  who  ne'er  yet  flinch'd  bis  ground, 
High-wav'd  his  magnum-bonum  round 

With  Cyclopeian  fury. 

Miller  brought  up  th'  artillery  ranks. 
The  many-pounders  of  the  Banks, 

Resistless  desolation  I 
While  Maxwelton,  that  baron  bold, 
"Mid  Lawson's  port  entrench'd  bis  hold, 

And  threaten'd  worse  damnation. 

To  these  what  Tory  hosts  oppos'd. 
With  these  what  Tory  warriors  dos'd. 

Surpasses  my  descriving; 
Squadrons,  extended  long  and  large, 
With  furious  speed  rush  to  the  chai^^e, 

I^e  furious  devils  driving. 

What  verse  can  sing,  what  prose  narrate, 
The  butcher  deeds  of  bloody  Fate, 

Amid  this  mighty  tulyiel 
Grim  Horror  gim'd,  pale  Terror  roar'd. 
As  Murder  at  his  thrapplc  shor'd. 

And  Hell  mix'd  in  die  brulyie. 
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As  Highland  craigs  by  thunder  cleft, 
When  lightnings  fire  the  stormy  lift, 

Hnrl  down  with  crashing  rattle; 
As  flames  among  a  hundred  woods. 
As  headlcmg  foam  from  a  hundred  floods. 

Such  is  the  rage  of  Battle. 

The  stubborn  Tories  dare  to  die ; 
As  soon  the  rooted  oaks  would  fly 

Before  th'  approaching  fellers: 
The  Whigs  come  on  like  Ocean's  roar. 
When  all  his  wintry  billows  pour 

Against  the  Buch'an  BuUers. 

Lo,  from  the  shades  of  Death's  deep  night. 
Departed  Whigs  enjoy  the  fight. 

And  think  on  former  darmg: 
The  mufiled  murtherer  of  Charles 
The  Magna  Charter  flag  unfurls. 

All  deadly  gules  its  bearing. 

Nor  wanting  ghosts  of  Tory  fame; 
Bold  Scrimgeour  follows  gallant  Graham; 

Auld  Covenanters  shiver — 
Forgive  1  forgive  I  much-wrong'd  Montrose  I 
Now  Death  and  Hell  engulph  thy  foes. 

Thou  liv'st  on  high  for  ever. 

Still  o'er  the  field  the  combat  burns, 
The  Tories,  Whigs,  give  way  by  turns; 

But  Fate  the  word  has  spoken: 
For  woman's  wit  and  strength  o'  man, 
Alas !  can  do  but  what  they  can ; 

The  Tory  ranks  are  broken. 

0  that  my  een  were  flowing  bums  I 
My  voice,  a  lioness  that  mourns 

Her  darling  cubs'  undoing  I 
That  I  might  greet,  that  I  might  cry. 
While  Tories  fall,  while  Tories  fly. 

And  furious  Whigs  pursuing  1 
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What  Whiff  but  melts  for  good  Sir  Jusct, 
Dear  to  his  country,  by  the  names, 

Friend,  Patron,  Benefactor! 
Not  Pulteney's  wealth  can  Pulteney  save; 
And  Hopetotin  falls,  the  generous,  brave; 

And  Stewart,  bold  as  Hector. 

Thou,  Pitt,  Shalt  rue  this  overthrow, 
A»d  Thurlow  growl  a  curse  of  woe. 

And  Melville  melt  in  wailing; 
Now  Fox  and  Sheridan  rejoice. 
And  Burke  shall  slag,  0  Prince,  arise ! 

Thy  power  is  all  prevailing! 

For  your  poor  friend,  the  Bard,  afar 
He  only  bears  and  sees  the  war, 

A  cool  spectator  purely  I 
So,  when  the  storm  the  forest  rends, 
The  robin  io  the  hedge  descends. 

And  sober  chirps  securely, 

Now,  for  my  friends'  and  brethren's  sakei. 
And  for  my  dear-lov'd  Land  o'  Cakes, 

I  pray  with  holy  fire ; 
Lord,  send  a  ron^-sbod  troop  o'  Hell 
O'er  a'  wad  Scotland  bt^  or  sell. 

To  grind  them  in  the  mire  I 


ELEGY  ON  CAPTAIN  MATTHEW  HENDERSON 

A  Gentteroan  who  held  the  Patent  for  his  Honours 
immediately  from  Almighty  God. 

*  Skoold  ibe  poor  ba  Battered?  "Skabetpearr. 

O  Death  I  thou  tyrant  fell  and  bloody  I 
The  meikle  devil  wi'  a  woodie 
Haurl  thee  hame  to  his  black  smiddie. 
O'er  hurcheon  hides, 
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And  like  tt<Kk>-flsh  come  o'er  his  studdie 
Wi' thy  auld  sides! 

He'd  gajitt  W«  gane  I  he's  f  rae  us  torn. 

The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  bom  I 

Thee,  Mstthew,  Nature's  td'  shall  lOouni, 

By  wood  and  wild. 
Where  haply.  Pity  strays  torlom, 

Frae  tuan  exil'd. 

Ye  hilU,  near  neighbours  o'  the  starns. 
That  proudly  cock  your  cresting  cairns  I 
Ye  cliffs,  the  haunts  of  sailing  earns. 

Where  Echo  slumbers  1 
C'otee  join,  ye  Nature's  sturdiest  bairnst 

My  wailing  numbers! 

Mourn,  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens  1 
Ye  haz'ly  shaws  and  briery  dens  I 
Ye  burnies,  wimplin  down  your  gleiu^ 

Wi'  toddlin  din, 
Or  foaming,  Strang,  wi'  hasty  stens^ 

Ffae  I  in  to  lin. 

Mourn,  little  harebells  o'er  the  lea; 
Ye  stately  foxgloves,  fair  to  see; 
Ye  woodbines  hanging  bonilie. 

In  scented  bow'rs; 
Ye  roses  on  your  thorny  tree. 

The  first  o'  flow'rs. 

At  dawn,  when  ev'ry  grassy  Wade 

Droops  with  a  diamond  at  his  head. 

At  cv'o,  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed, 

I'  th'  rustling  gale. 
Ye  maukins,  whiddin  thro'  the  gltide, 

Come  join  my  wail. 

Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood ; 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud; 
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Ye  curlews,  calling  thro'  a  dud; 

Ye  wbistling  plover; 
And  mourn,  we  whirring  paitrick  brood; 

He'i  gane  for  ever  1 

Mourn,  sooty  coots,  and  speckled  teals; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eels; 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi'  airy  wheels 

Circling  the  lake; 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  quagmire  reds, 

Rair  for  bis  sake. 

Mourn,  clam'ring  craiks  at  close  o'  day, 
'Mai^  fields  o'  flow'ring  clover  gay; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Frae  our  cauld  shore. 
Tell  thae  far  warlds  wba  lies  in  day. 

Wham  we  deplore. 

Ye  boulets,  frae  your  ivy  bow'r 
In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tow'r. 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  glow*ri 

Sets  up  her  horn. 
Wail  thro'  the  dreary  midnight  hour, 

Till  waukrife  moral 

O  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains  I 
Oft  have  ye  beard  my  canty  strains : 
But  now.  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe; 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow. 

Moora,  Spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year  I 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear : 
Thou,  Simmer,  while  each  corny  spear 

Shoots  up  its  head, 
Thy  gay,  green,  flow'ry  tresses  shear. 

For  him  that's  deadl 
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Thou,  Autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair. 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear  t 
Thou,  Winter,  hurling  thro"  the  air 

The  roaring  Mast, 
Wide  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  we've  lostl 

Mourn  him,  thou  Sun,  great  source  of  light  t 
Mourn,  Empress  of  the  silent  night  1 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  stamies  bright. 

My  Matthew  mourn ! 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  ta'cn  his  flight, 

Ne'er  to  return. 

0  Henderson !  the  man  1  the  brother  1 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  everl 
And  hast  thou  crost  that  unknown  river, 

Life's  dreary  bound  1 
Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another,  ' 

The  world  around! 

Go  to  your  sculptur'd  tombs,  ye  Great, 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state  I 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  I'll  wait. 

Thou  man  of  worth  I 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate 

E'er  lay  in  eardL 

THE    EPITAPH 

Stop,  passenger  I  my  story's  brie^ 
And  truth  I  shall  relate,  man; 

1  tell  nae  common  tale  o'  grief. 
For  Matthew  was  a  great  man. 

If  thou  uncommon  merit  hast. 

Yet  spurn'd  at  Fortune's  door,  man; 

A  look  of  pity  hither  cast. 
For  Matthew  was  a  poor  maiL 
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If  thou  a  noUe  sodgcr  art, 
That  p<us«Gt  by  this  grave,  nian; 

There  moulders  here  a  gallant  heai% 
For  Matthew  wa»  a  brave  man. 

If  thou  on  men,  their  works  and  ways. 
Canst  throw  uncommon  light,  man; 

Here  lies  wha  wed  ha<t  won  thy  pnise, 
For  Matthew  was  a  bright  nuu). 

If  thou,  at  Friendship's  sacred  ca', 

Wad  life  itself  resign,  man: 
Thy  sympathetic  tear  maun  fa'. 

For  Matthew  was  a  kind  man. 

If  thou  art  staunch,  without  a  stain, 
Like  the  unchanging  blue,  man; 

This  was  a  kinsman  o'  thy  ain. 
For  Matthew  was  a  true  man. 

If  thou  hast  wit,  and  fun,  and  fire. 
And  ne'er  gutd  wine  did  fear,  man; 

This  was  thy  billie,  dam,  and  sire, 
For  Matthew  was  a  queer  man. 

If  ony  whigglsh,  whinghi  sot, 
To  blame  poor  Matdiew  dare,  man; 

May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  lot. 
For  Matthew  was  a  rare  man. 

But  now,  his  radiant  course  is  run. 
For  Matthew's  was  a  bright  one  I 

His  soul  was  like  the  glorious  sun, 
A  matchless.  Heavenly  light,  man. 
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VERSES  ON  CAPTAIN  GROSE 
Written  on  an  Envelope,  enclosing  a  Letter  to  Him. 

Ken  ye  ought  o'  Captain  Grose  ? — Igo  and  ago, 
If  he's  amang  his  friends  or  foea  t-Zlram,  coram,  dago- 
la  Be  to  Abra'm's  bosmn  gan«T — Igo  and  ago. 
Or  haudin  Sarah  by  the  wame  ? — Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  south  or  is  he  noTth}-^go  and  ago. 

Or  drownM  in  the  river  Forth  ?—frjm,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  slain  by  Hielan*  bodies? — Igo  and  ago. 
And  e&len  like  a  wether  haggis  f-^fram,  coram,  dago. 

Where'er  he  be,  the  Lord  he  near  hira  \-~Igo  and  ago. 
As  for  die  dell,  he  daur  na  steer  bim.— iram,  coram,  dago. 

But  please  transmit  th'  enclosM  letter,— /^o  atut  ago. 
Which  will  oblige  your  humble  debtor.— ^rom,  coram,  dago 

So  may  ye  hae  auld  stanes  In  store,— /^a  and  ago. 
The  very  stanes  that  Adam  bore. — Iram,  coram,  dago. 

So  may  ye  get  in  glad  posse8s!on,-Jyo  and  ago. 
The  coins  o'  Satan's  coronatloa  I— /rom  coram  dago. 


TAM  0*  SHANTER 
A  Tale. 


Whih  chapman  billies  leave  the  atreet, 
And  drouthy  neibora,  netbori  tseeti 
As  market  days  are  wearing  late. 
And  folk  bsgki  to  tak  the  |ate, 
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Whfle  we  ^t  bousing  at  the  nappy. 
An'  getting  fou  and  unco  happy. 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Scots  milei^ 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps  and  stiles. 
That  lie  between  us  and  our  hame. 
Where  sits  our  sulky,  sullen  dame^ 
Gathering  her  brows  like  gathering  storm. 
Nursing  her  wrath  to  keqi  it  warm. 

This  truth  fand  honest  Tam  o'  Shahteb, 
As  he  f  rae  Ayr  ae  night  did  canter : 
(Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  surpasses. 
For  honest  men  and  bonie  lasses), 

O  Tam  I  had'st  thou  but  been  lae  wis^ 
As  taen  thy  ain  wife  Kate's  advice  I 
She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  was  a  skellum, 
A  blethering,  blustering,  dnuiken  blellum; 
That  f rae  November  till  October, 
Ae  market-day  thou  was  na  sobu'; 
That  ilka  melder  wi'  the  Miller, 
Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller; 
That  ev'ry  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on 
The  Smith  and  thee  gat  roarin  fou  on; 
That  at  the  L — d's  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 
Thou  drank  wi'  Kirkton  Jean  till  Monday, 
She  prophesied  that  late  or  soon, 
Thou  wad  be  found,  deep  drown'd  in  Doon, 
Or  catch'd  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk. 
By  Alloway's  auld,  haunted  kirk 

Ah,  gentle  dames !  it  gars  me  greet. 
To  think  how  mony  counsels  sweet. 
How  mony  lengthen'd,  sage  advices, 
The  husb»id  frae  the  wife  despises  1 

But  to  our  tale:— Ae  market  night 
Tam  had  got  planted  unco  right. 
Fast  by  an  ing^e,  bleezing  &iely, 
Wi  reaming  swats  that  drank  divinely; 
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And  at  his  elbow,  Souter  Johnie, 
His  ancient,  trusty,  drouthy  crony: 
Tam  lo'ed  him  like  a  very  brither ; 
They  had  been  fou  for  weeks  thegither. 
The  night  drave  on  wi'  sangs  an'  clatter; 
And  aye  the  ale  was  growing  better; 
The  Landlady  and  Tam  grew  gracious, 
Wi'  favours  secret,  sweet  and  precious: 
The  Souter  tauld  his  queerest  stories; 
The  Landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus : 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle, 
Tam  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy, 
E'en  drown'd  himsel  amang  the  nappy. 
As  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o'  treasure. 
The  minutes  wing'd  their  way  wi'  pleasure: 
Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tam  was  glorious. 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o"  life  victorious  I 

But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread. 
You  seize  the  flow'r,  its  bloom  is  shed; 
Or  like  the  snow  falls  in  the  river, 
A  poment  white — then  melts  for  ever; 
Or  like  the  Borealis  race. 
That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place; 
Or  like  the  Rainbow's  lovely  form 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm. — 
Nae  man  can  tether  Time  nor  Tide, 
The  hour  approaches  Tam  maun  rpe; 
That  hour,  o'  nighfs  black  arch  the  key-stan^ 
That  dreary  hour  he  movtnts  his  beast  in; 
And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in. 
As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 

The  wind  blew  as  'twad  blawn  its  last; 
The  rattling  showers  rose,  on  the  blast ; 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swallow'd; 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang  the  thniider  bellow'd: 
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That  night,  a  child  nighi  undentand. 
The  deil  had  bntinets  tm  his  hand. 


Weel-mounted  on  his  grey  mare  Megf, 
A  better  never  lifted  leg, 
Tam  skelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire, 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire ; 
Whiles  holding  fast  bis  gude  blue  bonnet, 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Scots  sonne^ 
Whiles  glow'rin  round  wi'  prudent  cares. 
Lest  bogles  catch  him  unawares; 
Kirk-Alloway  was  drawing  nigh. 
Where  ghaists  and  houlets  nightly  cry. 

By  this  time  he  was  cross  the  ford. 
Where  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoor'd; 
And  past  the  birks  and  metkle  stane, 
Where  drunken  Charlie  brak  's  neck-bane; 
And  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn. 
Where  hunters  fand  the  murder'd  bairn; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  well. 
Where  Mungo's  mither  hang'd  hersd'. 
Before  him  Doon  poura  all  his  floods. 
The  doubling  storm  roars  thro'  the  woods. 
The  lightings  flash  from  pole  to  pole. 
Near  and  more  near  the  thnndera  roll. 
When,  glimmering  thro'  the  groaning  trees. 
Kirk-AIloway  seem'd  in  a  bleeze, 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  giaacing, 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing. 

Inspiring  bold  John  Barleycorn  I 
What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  scorn  1 
Wi'  tippenny,  we  fear  nae  evil ; 
Wi'  usquabae,  we'll  face  the  devil ! 
The  swats  sae  rcam'd  in  Tamtnie's  noddl^ 
Fair  play,  he  car'd  na  deHs  a  boddte. 
But  Maggie  stood,  right  sair  astonisfa'd. 
Till,  t^  tiie  heel  and  hand  admonish'd. 
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She  ventitr*(l  formrd  on  the  light; 
And,  wowl  TsUi  uw  tn  unco  li^tl 

Wtrlocka  koA  wJtehn  in  ft  dance : 
Nae  cotillon,  brent  new  tne  France, 
But  hornpipes,  Jigs,  atratbspeyi,  tod  r«ela. 
Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels. 
A  winnodc-bunker  In  the  eait, 
There  ut  auld  Mick,  in  thipe  o'  beait; 
A  towzie  tyke,  black,  grim,  ud  Ut^, 
To  gie  them  nusic  was  his  charge : 
He  screw'd  the  pipes  ind  gart  them  lUrl, 
Till  roof  and  rafters  a'  did  dlrl. — 
Coffins  stood  round,  like  open  presses, 
That  ihaw'd  the  Dead  in  their  last  dresses; 
And  (by  some  devilish  cantraip  sld^) 
Each  in  its  ciuld  hand  held  a  light 
By  which  heroic  Tarn  was  able 
To  note  upon  the  haly  table, 
A  murderer's  banes,  in  gibbet-atms ; 
Twa  span-Ung,  wee,  unchriitened  balmi; 
A  thief,  new-cuttcd  frfte  «  rape, 
Wi'  his  last  gatp  his  gab  did  gape ; 
Five  tomabawka,  wi'  blnde  red-nisted: 
Five  scimitars,  wi'  murder  crusted ; 
A  garter  which  i  babe  had  strangled: 
A  knife,  a  father's  throat  bad  mangled. 
Whom  his  ain  son  of  life  bereft, 
The  grey-hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft; 
Wi'  mair  of  horrible  and  awfu', 
Which  even  to  name  wad  be  unlawfu'. 

As  Tammie  glowr'd,  amaz'd,  and  curious. 
The  nirtb  and  ftm  grew  fast  and  furioua; 
The  Piper  loud  and  louder  blew. 
The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  fiew. 
They  reei'd,  they  set,  they  cross'd,  they  cleekit. 
Till  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit, 
And  coost  her  duddies  to  the  walk. 
And  linkit  at  it  in  bar  sarkl 
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Now  Tain,  O  Tain  I  had  th«y  been  queans, 
A'  plump  and  strapping  in  their  teens  I 
Their  sarks,  instead  o'  creeshte  flainen. 
Been  snaw-white  seventeen  hunder  Itnen^— 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair. 
That  ance  were  plush  o'  gaid  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  gien  them  off  my  hurdies, 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonie  hurdies  1 
But  wither'd  beldams,  autd  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  foal, 
Louping  an'  flinging  on  a  crummock, 
I  wonder  did  na  turn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tam  kent  what  was  what  fu'  brawlie: 
There  was  ae  winsome  wench  and  waulie 
That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 
Lang  after  ken'd  on  Carrick  shore; 
(For  mony  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot. 
And  perish'd  mony  a  bonie  boat. 
And  shook  baith  meikle  com  and  bear. 
And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear) ; 
Her  cutty  sark,  o'  Paisley  ham. 
That  while  a  lassie  she  had  worn. 
In  longitude  tho'  sorely  scanty. 
It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  rauntie. 
Ah  I  little  ken'd  thy  reverend  grannie. 
That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nannie, 
Wi'  twa  pund  Scots  ('twas  a'  her  riches), 
Wad  ever  grac'd  a  dance  of  witches  I 

But  here  my  Muse  her  wing  maun  cour. 
Sic  flights  are  far  beyond  her  power; 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  and  flang, 
(A  souple  jade  she  was  and  Strang), 
And  how  Tam  stood,  like  ane  bewitch'd, 
And  thought  his  very  een  enrich'd: 
Even  Satan  glowr'd,  and  fic^d  fu'  fain, 
And  hotch'd  and  blew  wi'  might  and  main: 
Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither, 
Tam  tint  his  reason  a'  thegither. 
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And  roars  out,  "  Weel  done,  Cutty-sark  I " 
And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark: 
And  scarcely  had  he  Maggie  rallied. 
When  out  the  hellish  legion  sallied. 

As  bees  bizz  out  wi'  angry  fyke. 
When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke; 
As  open  pussie's  mortal  foes. 
When,  pop  I  she  starts  before  their  nose; 
As  eager  runs  the  market-crowd. 
When  "  Catch  the  thief  I  "  resounds  alond; 
So  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  follow, 
Wi'  mony  an  eldritch  skreich  and  hollow. 

Ah,  Tarn!  Ah,  Tarn  I  thou'll  get  thy  fairin! 
In  hell,  they'll  roast  thee  like  a  heirin  I 
In  vain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  cominl 
Kate  soon  will  be  a  woefu'  woman  1 
Now,  do  thy  speedy-utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-stone  o'  the  brig^ 
There,  at  them  thou  thy  tail  may  toss, 
A  running  stream  they  dare  na  cross. 
But  ere  the  keyatane  she  could  make. 
The  ficnt  a  tail  she  had  to  shake  I 
For  Nannie,  far  before  the  rest, 
Hard  upon  noble  Maggie  prest. 
And  flew  at  Tam  wi'  furious  ettle ; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle  I 
Ae  spring  brought  off  her  master  hal^ 
But  left  behind  her  ain  grey  tail : 
The  carlin  claught  her  by  the  rump. 
And  left  poor  Maggie  scarce  a  stump. 

Now,  wha  this  tale  o'  truth  shall  read. 
Ilk  man,  and  mother's  son,  take  heed; 

■  wdl-kDOWD  itet  Ihit  witchei.  oi  snT  erll  ipiHtt,  bave  no  power 
r  a  poor  wight  any  farther  thin  the  middle  at  the  ntxt  ninRinii 
It  may  be    proper  likewiss  ta  mentloa  to  tbe 

be  filli  in  wilb   beelii,   whilever  dangei   il.„    „ 
I  bi3k.-~S.  B. 
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Whene'er  to  Drink  you  are  tndhi'd. 
Or  Cutty<Barks  rin  in  yonr  mmd. 
Think  ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear; 
Remember  Tarn  o'  Shanter's  mare. 


ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  A  POSTHUMOUS  CHILD 
Bom  in  peculiar  circumstances  of  family  distress. 

Sweet  flow'ret,  plet^  o*  meikle  love. 

And  ward  o'  mony  a  prayer. 
What  heart  o'  stane  wad  thou  na  move, 

Sae  helpless,  sweet,  and  fair. 

November  hirplcs  o'er  the  lea. 

Chill,  on  thy  lovely  form: 
And  gane,  alai  1  the  ihelt'ring  tree. 

Should  shield  thee  frae  the  stonn. 

May  He  who  gives  the  rain  to  pour, 

And  wings  the  blast  to  blaw. 
Protect  thee  frae  the  driving  show'r. 

The  bitter  frost  and  snaw. 

May  He,  the  friend  o'  Woe  and  Want, 
Who  heals  life's  various  stounds. 

Protect  and  guard  the  mother  plant. 
And  heal  her  cruel  wounds. 

But  late  she  flourish'd,  rooted  fast. 

Fair  on  the  summer  mom. 
Now,  feebly  bends  she,  in  the  blast, 

Unshelter'd  and  forlorn. 

Blest  be  thy  bloom,  thou  lovely  gem, 

Unscath'd  by  ruffian  hand  I 
And  from  thee  many  a  parent  item 

Arise  to  deck  our  land  I 
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ELEGY  ON  THE  LATE  MISS  BURNET  OF 
MONBODDO 

Life  ne'er  exulted  in  so  rich  a  prize, 
As  Burnet,  lovely  from  her  native  akics; 
Nor  envious  4eath  so  triumph'd  in  a  blow, 
As  that  which  laid  th'  accomplish'd  Burnet  low. 

Thy  form  and  mind,  sweet  maid,  can  I  forget? 

In  richest  ore  the  brig^htest  jewel  setl 
In  thee,  high  Heaven  above  was  truest  shown. 

As  by  His  noblest  work  the  Godhead  best  Is  known. 

In  vain  ye  flaunt  in  summer's  pride,  ye  groves ; 

Thou  crystal  streamlet  with  thy  flowery  Bhore, 
Ye  woodland  choir  that  chaunt  your  idle  loves. 

Ye  cease  to  charm;  Eliza  is  no  more. 

Ye  heathy  wastes,  immix'd  with  roedy  fens; 

Ye  mossy  streams,  with  sedge  and  rushes  stor'd: 
Ye  rugged  cliffs,  o'erhanging  dreary  glens. 

To  you  I  fly — ^ye  with  my  soul  accord. 

Princes,  whose  cumb'rous  pride  was  all  their  worth. 
Shall  venal  lays  their  pompous  exit  hail. 

And  thou,  sweet  Excellence  t  forsake  our  earth. 
And  not  a  Mnsc  with  honest  grief  bewail  ? 

We  saw  thee  Shine  in  youth  and  beauty's  pride, 
And  Virtue's  light,  that  beams  beyond  the  spheres; 

But,  like  the  sun  eclips'd  at  morning  tide. 
Thou  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears. 

The  parent's  heart  that  nestled  fond  in  thee. 
That  heart  how  sunk,  a  prey  to  grief  and  care; 

So  deckt  the  woodbine  sweet  yon  aged  tree; 
So,  from  it  ravish'd,  leaves  it  bleak  and  bare. 
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LAMENT  OF  MARY,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS, 
On  the  approach  of  Spring. 

Now  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  preen 

On  every  blooming  tree. 
And  spreads  her  sheets  o'  daisies  white 

Out  o'er  the  grassy  lea: 
Now  Phcebus  cheers  the  crystal  streams, 

And  glads  the  azure  skies; 
But  nought  can  glad  the  weary  wight 

That  fast  in  durance  lies. 

Now  laverocks  wake  the  merry  morn 

Aloft  on  dewy  wing; 
The  merle,  in  his  noontide  bow'r, 

Makes  woodland  echoes  ring; 
The  mavis  wild  wi'  mony  a  note. 

Sings  drowsy  day  to  rest : 
In  love  and  freedom  they  rejoice, 

Wi'  care  nor  thrall  opprest. 

Now  blooms  the  lily  by  the  bank. 

The  primrose  down  the  brae; 
The  hawthorn's  budding  in  the  glen. 

And  milk-white  is  the  siae: 
The  meanest  hind  in  fair  Scotland 

May  rove  their  sweets  amang; 
But  I,  the  Queen  of  a'  Scotland, 

Maun  lie  in  prison  Strang. 

I  was  the  Queen  o'  bonie  France, 

Where  happy  I  hae  been; 
Fu'  lightly  raise  I  in  the  mom, 

As  blythe  lay  down  at  e'en : 
And  I'm  the  sov'reign  of  Scotland. 

And  mony  a  traitor  there ; 
Yet  here  I  lie  in  foreign  bands. 

And  never-ending  care. 


^laiiizodbvGoogle 


POEMS  AND  SONGS 

Bat  as  for  thee,  thou  false  woman, 

My  sister  and  ray  f  ae. 
Grim  Vengeance  yet  shall  whet  a  sword 

That  thro'  thy  soul  shall  gae; 
The  weeping  blood  in  woman's  breast 

Was  never  known  to  thee ; 
Nor  th'  balm  that  draps  on  wounds  of  woe 

Frae  woman's  pitying  e'e. 

My  son  I  my  son !  may  kinder  stars 

Upon  thy  fortune  shine; 
And  may  those  pleasures  gild  thy  reign, 

That  ne'er  wad  blink  on  mine! 
God  keep  thee  frae  thy  mother's  faes. 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee : 
And  where  thou  mcet'st  thy  mother's  friend, 

Remember  him  for  me  1 

O I  soon,  to  me,  may  Summer  suns 

Kae  mair  light  up  the  morn ! 
Nae  mair  to  me  the  Autumn  winds 

Wave  o'er  the  yellow  com? 
And,  in  the  narrow  house  of  death. 

Let  Winter  round  me  rave; 
And  the  next  flow'rs  that  deck  the  Spring', 

Bloom  on  my  peaceful  gravel 


THERE'LL  NEVER  BE  PEACE  TILL  JAMIE  COMES 

HAME 

By  yon  Castle  wa',  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
I  heard  a  man  sing,  tho'  his  head  it  was  grey: 
And  as  he  was  singing,  the  tears  doon  came, — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

The  Church  is  in  ruins,  the  State  is  in  jars. 
Delusions,  oppressions,  and  murderous  wars. 
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We  dare  na  weel  u/t,  but  ir«  ken  wht'9  to  Uame, — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jimie  come*  hame. 

My  seven  braw  sons  for  Jamie  drew  aword. 
But  DOW  I  greet  round  their  green  bcdi  in  the  yerd; 
It  brak  the  sweet  heart  o'  niy  faithful  auld  dame, — 
TheiVIl  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comei  hame. 

Now  life  is  a  burden  that  bows  me  down, 
Sin'  I  tint  my  bairns,  »nd  he  tint  his  crown; 
But  till  my  last  momenta  my  words  are  the  tame, — 
There'll  ocvir  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame; 


SONG— OUT  OVER  THE  FORTH 

Out  over  the  Forth,  1  look  to  the  North ; 

But  what  is  the  north  and  its  Highlands  to  me? 
The  south  nor  the  east  gic  ease  to  my  breast, 

l^e  far  foreign  land,  or  the  wide  rolling  sea. 

But  I  look  to  the  west  when  I  gae  to  rest, 
Tliat  htppy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may  be ; 

For  far  in  the  west  lives  he  I  loe  best, 
The  man  that  is  dear  to  my  babie  aiid  nic. 


THE  BANKS  O'  DOON 


SwiET  are  the  banks — the  banks  o'  Doon, 

The  spreading  flowers  are  fair, 
And  everything  is  blytfae  and  glad. 

But  I  am  fu'  o'  care. 
Thon'll  break  my  heart,  thou  bonie  bird. 

That  sings  upon  the  bough; 
Thou  minds  me  o'  the  happy  d»ji« 

When  my  fatise  hurt  was  trw: 
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Thou'll  br«ak  n^  heart,  thou  bonie  bird, 
That  sings  be>id«  thy  m»tt ; 

For  M«  I  aat,  «nd  gae  I  Mnt, 
And  wist  na  o'  my  fat*. 

Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  boni*  Doon, 

To  fM  the  woodbine  twine; 
And  ilka  birds  sang  o'  its  Luve, 

And  sac  did  I  o'  mine: 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose. 

Upon  its  thorny  tree; 
But  my  fause  Luver  staw  my  rose, 

And  left  the  thorn  wi'  me: 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose. 

Upon  a  mom  in  June; 
And  sae  I  flourish^  on  the  mom, 

And  see  was  pu'd  or  noon  I 


THE  BANKS  0'  DOON 

SecONS  VERSIOH 

Ye  flowery  banks  o'  bonie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  blume  sae  fair? 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 

And  I  sac  fn'  o*  care  I 
Thon'Il  break  my  heart,  thou  bonie  bird. 

That  sings  upon  the  bough  I 
Thou  minds  me  o'  the  happy  days 

When  my  fause  Luve  was  true. 
Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  bonie  bird, 

That  sings  beside  thy  mate; 
For  sae  I  sat,  and  sae  I  sang. 

And  wist  na  o*  my  fate. 

Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonie  Doon, 

To  see  the  woodbine  twine ; 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  Luve, 

And  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 
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Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Upon  its  thorny  tree; 
But  my  fause  Luver  staw  my  ros^ 

And  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose. 

Upon  a  morn  in  June ; 
And  sae  I  flourished  on  the  morn. 

And  sae  was  pu'd  or  tuon. 


THE  BANKS  O"  DOON 

THIKD  VERSION 

Ys  banks  and  braes  o'  bonie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair? 
How  can  ye  chant  ye  little  birds. 

And  I  sae  weary  f  u'  o'  care  I 
Thou'Il  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird. 

That  wantons  thro'  the  flowering  thorn: 
Thou  minds  me  o'  departed  joys, 

Departed  never  to  return. 

Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  Bonie  Doon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine: 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  Luve, 

And  fondly  sae  did  I  o'  mine; 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Fu'  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree  I 
And  my  fause  Luver  staw  my  rose, 

But  ah  I  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


LAMENT  FOR  JAMES,  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRN 

The  wind  blew  hollow  frae  the  hills. 
By  fits  the  sun's  departing  beam 

Look'd  on  the  fading  yellow  woods. 
That  wav'd  o'er  Lugar's  winding  stream: 
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Bensatb  a  craigy  steq>,  a  Bard, 

Laden  with  years  and  meJkle  pain. 
In  loud  lament  bewail'd  his  lord. 

Whom  Death  had  all  untimelj  ta'en. 

He  lean'd  him  to  an  ancient  aik. 

Whose  trunk  was  mould'ring  down  with  years; 
His  locks  were  bleached  white  with  time, 

His  hoary  cheek  was  wet  wi'  tears  t 
And  as  he  touch'd  his  trembling  harp, 

And  as  he  tun'd  his  doleful  sang. 
The  winds,  lamenting  thro'  their  caves. 

To  Echo  bore  the  notes  alang. 

"Ye  scatter'd  birds  that  faintly  sing. 

The  reliqucs  o'  the  vernal  queir  I 
'Ye  woods  that  shed  on  a'  the  winds 

The  honours  of  the  aged  year  1 
A  few  short  months,  and  glad  and  gay, 

Again  ye'Il  charm  the  ear  and  e'e; 
But  nocht  in  all-revolving  time 

Can  gladness  bring  again  to  me. 

"  I  am  a  bending  aged  tree. 

That  long  has  stood  the  wind  and  rain ; 
But  now  has  come  a  cruel  blast, 

And  my  last  hald  of  earth  is  gane ; 
Nae  leaf  o'  mine  shall  greet  the  spring, 

Nae  simmer  sun  exalt  my  bloom ; 
But  I  maun  lie  before  the  storm. 

And  ithers  plant  them  in  my  room. 

"  I've  seen  aae  mony  changef u'  years. 

On  earth  I  am  a  stranger  grown: 
I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men. 

Alike  unknowing,  and  unknovm: 
Unheard,  unpitied,  unreliev'd, 

I  bear  alane  my  lade  o'  care. 
For  silent,  low,  on  beds  ol  dust. 

Lie  a'  that  would  my  sorrows  share. 
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"And  last,  (the  sum  of  a.'  my  friefot) 

My  noble  mutei  lies  in  clay ; 
The  flow'r  amang  our  barons  bold. 

His  country's  pride,  hia  country's  stay: 
In  weary  being  now  I  pine, 

For  a'  the  life  of  life  is  dead, 
And  hope  has  left  my  aged  ken. 

On  forward  wiag  for  ever  fled. 

"  Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,  my  harp  1 

The  voice  of  woe  and  wild  despair! 
Awake,  resound  thy  latest  lay, 

Then  sle^  In  silence  evermair  1 
And  tiiou,  my  last,  best,  only  friend. 

That  fillest  an  undtnely  tomb, 
Accept  this  tribute  from  the  Bard 

Thou  brought  from  Fortune's  mirkest  gloom. 

"  In  Poverty's  low  barren  vale, 

Thidt  mists  obscure  involv'd  me  roundj 
Though  oft  I  tum'd  the  wistful  eye, 

Nae  ray  of  fame  wa«  to  be  found: 
Thou  found'st  me,  like  the  morning  sun 

That  melu  the  fogs  in  limpid  air, 
The  friendless  bard  and  rustic  song 

Became  alike  thy  fostering  care. 

"  O !  why  has  worUi  so  short  a  date. 

While  villains  ripen  grey  with  time? 
Must  thou,  the  noble,  gen'rous,  great. 

Fall  in  tK>ld  manhood's  hardy  prim 
Why  did  I  live  to  see  that  day — 

A  day  to  me  (o  full  of  woe? 
O  t  had  I  met  the  mortal  shaft 

That  laid  my  benefactor  low  I 

"The  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bride 
Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen ; 

The  monarch  may  forget  the  crown 
That  on  his  head  an  hour  has  been ; 
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The  mother  may  forget  the  chiU 
That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee; 

But  I'll  remember  thee,  Glencairn, 
And  a'  that  thou  hast  done  for  mel " 


LINES  TO  SIR  JOHN  WHITEFOORD,  BART 

Thou,  who  thy  honor  as  thy  God  rever'st. 

Who,  save  thy  mind's  reproach,  nought  earthly  fear'st. 

To  thee  this  votive  offeriaj  I  impart, 

The  tearful  tribute  of  a  broken  heart. 

The  Friend  thou  valued'si,  I,  the  Patroa  lov'd; 

His  worth,  his  honour,  all  the  world  approved: 

We'll  mourn  till  we  too  go  as  he  has  gone. 

And  tread  the  shadowy  path  to  that  dark  world  unknown. 


CRAIGIEBURN  WOOD 

Swxcr  closes  the  ev'ning  on  Craigiehurn  Wood, 

And  blythely  awaukens  the  morrow; 
But  the  pride  o'  the  spring  in  the  Craigiehurn  Wood 

Can  yield  mc  nought  but  sorrow. 

Chorus, — Beyond  thee,  dearie,  beyond  thee,  dearie, 
And  O  to  be  lying  beyond  thee ! 
O  sweetly,  soundly,  wee!  may  he  sleep 
That's  laid  in  the  bed  beyond  thee  1 

I  see  the  spreading  leaves  and  Sowers, 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing; 
But  pleasure  they  hae  nane  for  me, 

Wliile  care  my  heart  is  wringing. 
Bqrood  thee,  &c. 

I  can  na  tell,  I  maun  na  tell, 
I  daur  na  for  your  angeri 
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Bnt  secret  love  will  break  my  heart, 
If  I  conceal  it  langer. 
Beyond  thee,  &c. 

I  see  thee  gracefu',  straight  and  tall, 
I  jcc  thee  sweet  and  bonie; 

But  oh,  what  will  my  torment  be. 
If  thou  refuse  thy  Johnie  J 
Beyond  thee,  &c. 

To  see  thee  in  another's  arms, 
In  love  to  lie  and  languish, 

Twad  be  my  dead,  that  will  be  seen. 
My  heart  wad  burst  wi'  anguish. 
Beyond  thee,  &c 

But  Jeanie,  say  thou  wilt  be  mine. 
Say  thou  lo'as  nane  before  me ; 

And  a'  my  days  o'  life  to  come 

m  gratefully  adore  thee. 

Beyond  thee,  &c 


THE  BONIE  WEE  THING 

Chonu. — Bonie  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing. 
Lovely  wee  tiling,  wert  thou  nun^ 
I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom. 
Lest  my  jewel  it  should  tine. 

WiSBPtn.LY  I  look  and  languish 

In  that  bonie  face  o'  thine. 
And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  anguish. 

Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 

Bonie  wee  thing,  &c 

Wit  and  Grace,  and  Love,  and  Beauty, 
In  ae  constellation  shine; 
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To  adore  thee  is  my  duty. 
Goddess  o'  this  soul  o'  nunc ! 

Bonie  wee  thing,  &c. 


EPIGRAM  ON  MISS  DAVIES 

Oa  being  asked  why  she  had  been  formed  so  littl^ 
and  Mrs.  A so  big. 

Ask  why  God  made  the  gem  so  small? 

And  why  so  hngc  the  granite  ? — 
Because  God  meant  mankind  should  set 

That  higher  value  on  it. 


THE  CHARMS  OF  LOVELY  DAVIES 


O  HOW  shall  I,  unskilfu',  try 

The  poet's  occupation  ? 
The  tunefu'  powers,  in  happy  hours. 

That  whisper  inspiration; 
Even  they  maun  dare  an  effort  mair 

Than  aught  they  ever  gave  us, 
Ere  they  rehearse,  in  equal  verse. 

The  charms  o'  lovely  Davies. 

Each  eye,  it  cheers  when  she  appears. 

Like  Fhcebus  in  the  morning, 
When  past  the  shower,  and  every  flower 

The  garden  is  adorning: 
As  the  wretch  looks  o'er  Siberia's  shore. 

When  winter-bound  the  wave  is ; 
Sae  droops  our  heart,  when  we  maun  part 

Frae  charming,  lovely  Davies. 

Her  smile's  a  gift  frae  'boon  the  lift. 
That  maks  us  mair  than  princes; 
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A  sceptred  buid,  a  king's  eonunud. 

Is  in  her  darting  glaocei ; 
The  nuui  in  smu  'gainst  female  charms 

Even  he  her  willing  slave  is, 
He  hugs  his  chain,  and  owns  the  reign 

Of  conquering,  lovely  Davies. 

My  Muse  to  dream  of  such  a  theme. 

Her  feeble  pawers  surrender: 
The  eagle's  gaze  alOnC  surveys 

The  sun's  meridian  splendour. 
I  wad  in  vain  essay  the  strain, 

The  deed  too  daring  brave  is; 
I'll  drap  the  lyre,  and  mute  admit* 

The  charms  o'  lovely  Davies. 


WHAT  CAN  A  YOUNG  LASSIS  DO  WI*  AN 
AULD  MAN 

What  can  a  young  Utsle,  what  ahall  a  young  lassie, 
What  can  a  young  laasie  do  wi'  an  aald  man  ? 

Bad  luck  on  the  penny  that  tempttdmy  ntianie 
To  sell  her  puir  Jenny  for  siUer  an'  Ian' ! 

Bad  luck  on  the  penny  that  tempted  my  minnie 
To  sell  her  puir  Jenny  for  stlltr  an'  Un'. 

He's  always  compleenin  frae  momio  to  oenin, 
He  hoasts  and  he  hirples  the  weary  day  lang; 

He's  dqylt  knd  he's  dozin,  his  bludo  it  ia  frozen, — 
O  dreary's  the  night  wi'  a  cruy  auld  man  t 

He's  doylt  and  hc'i  dozin,  his  bludc  it  is  frozen, 

0  dreary's  the  night  wi'  a  craxy  auld  man. 

He  hums  and  be  hankers,  he  frets  and  lie  cankers, 

1  never  can  please  him  do  a'  that  I  can; 

He's  peevish  an'  jealous  o'  a'  the  young  fellows, — 
O  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man ! 

He's  peevish  an'  jealous  o'  a'  the  young  fellows, 
O  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man. 
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My  auld  auntie  Katie  u|>oii  me  taks  pitr. 

I'll  do  my  endeavour  to  follow  her  plan ; 
I'll  cross  him  an'  wrack  him,  until  I  hcartbrealc  him 

And  then  his  auld  brass  will  buy  me  a  new  pan, 
I'll  cross  him  an'  wrack  him,  until  I  heartbreak  him. 

And  then  his  auld  brass  will  buy  me  a  new  pan. 


THE   POSIE 

O  LUVE  will  venture  in  where  it  daur  na  weel  be  seen, 
O  luve  will  venture  in  where  wisdom  ance  has  been ; 
But  1  will  doun  yon  river  rove,  amang  the  wood  aae  green. 
And  a'  to  pu"  a  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May, 

The  primrose  I  will  pu',  the  firstling  o'  the  year. 
And  I  will  pu'  the  pink,  the  emblem  o'  my  dear ; 
For  she's  the  pink  o'  womankind,  and  blooms  without  a  peei 
And  a'  to  he  a  Poiie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

I'll  pu'  the  budding  rose,  when  Phoebus  peeps  in  view. 
For  it's  like  a  baumy  kiss  o'  her  aweet,  bonic  mou; 
The  hyacinth's  for  constancy  wi'  its  unchanging  blue. 
And  a'  to  be  a  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  lily  it  is  pure,  and  the  lily  it  is  fair. 

And  in  her  lovely  bosom  I'll  place  the  lily  there; 

The  daisy's  for  simplicity  and  unaffected  air. 

And  a'  to  be  a  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  hawthorn  I  will  pu',  wi'  its  locks  o'  siller  gray, 
Where,  like  an  aged  man,  it  stands  at  break  o'  day ; 
But  the  songster's  nest  within  the  bush  I  winna  tak  away 
And  a'  to  be  a  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu',  when  the  e'ening  star  is  near. 
And  the  diamond  draps  o'  dew  shall  be  her  een  sae  clear; 
The  violet's  for  modesty,  which  weel  she  fa's  to  wear. 
And  a'  to  be  a  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 
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I'll  tie  the  Pode  round  wi'  the  silken  band  o'  itive. 
And  I'll  place  it  in  her  breast,  and  I'll  sweaf  by  a'  above, 
That  to  my  latest  draught  o'  life  the  band  shall  ne'er  remove. 
And  this  will  be  a  Posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


ON  GLENR1DDEL1,'S  FOX  BREAKING 
HIS   CHAIN 
A  Fragment,  1791. 

Thou,  Liberty,  thou  art  my  theme ; 
Not  such  as  idle  poets  dream. 
Who  trick  thee  up  a  heathen  goddess 
That  a  fantastic  cap  and  rod  has; 
Such  stale  conceits  are  poor  and  silly; 
I  paint  thee  out,  a  Highland  iilly, 
A  sturdy,  stubborn,  handsome  dapple. 
As  sleek's  a  mouse,  as  round's  an  apple, 
That  when  thou  pleasest  canst  do  wonders; 
But  when  thy  luckless  rider  blunders, 
Or  if  thy  fancy  should  demur  there, 
Wilt  break  thy  neck  ere  thou  go  further. 

These  things  premised,  I  sing  a  Fox, 
Was  caught  among  his  native  rocks. 
And  to  a  dirty  kennel  chained. 
How  he  his  liberty  regained. 

Glenriddell  I  a  Whig  without  a  stain, 
A  Whig  in  principle  and  grain, 
Could'st  thou  enslave  a  free-bom  creature, 
A  native  denizen  of  Nature? 
How  could'st  thou,  with  a  heart  so  good, 
(A  better  ne'er  was  sluiced  with  blood) 
Nail  a  poor  devil  to  a  tree, 
That  ne'er  did  harm  to  thine  or  thee? 

The  staunchest  Whig  Glenriddell  was, 
Quite  frantic  in  his  country's  cause; 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


POEMS  AND  SONGS 

And  oft  was  Reynard's  prison  passing. 
And  with  his  brother-Whigs  canvassing 
The  Eights  of  Men,  the  Powers  of  Women, 
With  all  the  dignity  of  Freemen. 

Sir  Reynard  daily  heard  debates 
Of  Princes',  Kings',  and  Nations'  fates. 
With  many  rueful,  bloody  stories 
Of  Tyrants,  Jacobites,  and  Tories : 
From  Ubcr^  how  angels  fell. 
That  now  are  galley-slaves  in  hell; 
How  Nimrod  first  the  trade  began 
Of  binding  Slavery's  chains  on  Man; 
How  fell  Semiramis — G— d  d-mn  herl 
Did  first,  with  sacrilegious  hammer, 
(All  ills  till  then  were  trivial  matters) 
For  Man  dethron'd  forge  hen-peck  fetters; 

How  Xerxes,  that  abandoned  Tory, 
Thought  cutting  throats  was  reaping  glory. 
Until  the  stubborn  Whigs  of  Sparta 
Taught  him  great  Nature's  Magna  Charta; 
How  mighty  Rome  her  fiat  hurl'd 
Resistless  o'er  a  bowing  world. 
And,  kinder  than  they  did  desire, 
Polish'd  mankind  with  sword  and  fire; 
With  much,  too  tedious  to  relate. 
Of  ancient  and  of  modern  date, 
But  ending  still,  how  Billy  Pitt 
(Unlucky  boy!)  with  widced  wit. 
Has  gagg'd  old  Britain,  drain'd  her  coffer, 
As  butchers  bind  and  bleed  a  heifer. 

Thus  wily  Reynard  by  degrees, 
In  kennel  listening  at  his  ease, 
Suck'd  in  a  mighty  stock  of  knowledge. 
As  much  as  some  folks  at  a  College; 
Knew  Britain's  rights  and  constitution, 
Her  aggrandisement,  diminution. 
How  fortune  wrought  us  good  from  evil; 
Let  no  man,  then,  despise  the  Devil, 
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As  who  ihould  say, '  I  never  can  need  him,' 
Since  we  to  scoundrels  owe  our  freedom. 


POEM  ON  PASTORAL  POETRY 

Haii.,  Poesie !  thou  Nymph  reserv'd ! 

In  chase  o'  thee,  what  crowds  hae  swerv'd 

Frae  common  sense,  or  sunk  enerv'd 

'Mang  heaps  o'  clivers: 
And  och  f  o'er  aft  thy  joes  hae  starv'd, 

'Mid  a'  thy  favours  1 

Say,  Lassie,  why  thy  train  amang, 
While  loud  the  trump's  heroic  clang. 
And  sock  or  buskin  skelp  alang 

To  death  or  marriage; 
Scarce  ane  has  tried  the  shepherd-sang 

But  wi'  miscarriage  ? 

In  Homer's  craft  Jock  Milton  thrives ; 
Eschylus'  pen  Will  Shakespeare  drives; 
Wee  Pope,  the  knurlin,  till  him  rives 

Horatian  fame; 
In  thy  sweet  sang,  Barbauld,  survives 

Even  Sappho's  flame. 

But  thee,  Theocritus,  wha  matches  P 
They're  no  herd's  ballats,  Maro's  catches; 
Squire  Pope  but  busks  hts  skinkltn  patches 

0'  heathen  latters : 
I  pass  by  hunders,  nameless  wretches. 

That  ape  their  betters. 

In  this  braw  age  o'  wit  and  lear. 
Will  nane  the  Shepherd's  whistle  matr 
Blaw  sweetly  in  its  native  air. 

And  rural  grace; 
And,  wi'  the  far-fam'd  Grecian,  share 

A  rival  place? 
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Y««t  there  is  ane;  a  ScotdGh  callani 
Thftrc'»  ane;  come  forrit,  honest  Allan  I 
Thou  Deed  na  jouk  behint  the  hallan, 

A  chiel  Me  clever; 
The  teeth  o'  time  may  gnaw  Tantallan, 

But  thou's  for  ever. 

Tbou  paints  auld  Nature  to  the  nines. 

In  thy  sweet  Caledonian  lines ; 

Nae  gowden  stream  thro'  myrtle  twines, 

Where  Philomel, 
While  nightly  breezes  sweep  the  vines, 

Her  griefs  will  tell  1 

In  gowanir  glens  thy  burnie  strays. 
Where  bonle  lasses  bleach  their  daes, 
Or  trots  by  hazelly  shaws  and  braes, 

Wi'  hawthorns  gray. 
Where  blackbirds  join  the  shepherd's  lays. 

At  close  0'  day. 

Thy  rami  loves  are  Nature's  sel'; 
Na« bombast  spates  o'  nonsense  swell; 
Nae  soap  conceits,  but  that  sweet  spell 

O'  witcbin  love. 
That  charm  that  can  the  stroAgest  quell, 

Th«  sternest  move. 


VERSES  ON  THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  THE  WOODS 
NEAR  DRUMLANRIG 

As  on  the  banks  of  winding  Nith, 

Ac  smiling  simmer  morn  I  stray'd, 
And  traced  iti  bonie  holmi  and  haughs, 

Where  linties  sang  and  lammies  play'd, 
I  tat  me  down  upon  a  crafg. 

And  drank  my  fill  o'  fancy's  dream. 
When  from  the  eddying  deep  below. 

Up  rose  the  genius  of  the  stteaBU 
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Dark,  like  the  frowning;  rock,  his  brow. 

And  troubled,  like  his  wintry  wave. 
And  deep,  as  sughs  the  boding  wind 

Amang  fais  caves,  the  sigh  he  gavfr— 
"  And  come  ye  here,  my  son,"  he  cried, 

"  To  wander  in  my  fairken  shade  ? 
To  muse  some  favourite  Scottish  theme. 

Or  sing  some  favourite  Scottish  maid? 

"  There  was  a  time,  it's  nae  lang  syne, 

Ye  might  hae  seen  me  in  my  pride. 
When  a'  my  banks  sae  bravely  saw 

Their  woody  pictures  in  my  tide; 
When  hanging  beech  and  spreading  elm 

Shaded  my  stream  sac  clear  and  cool: 
And  stately  oaks  their  twisted  arms 

Threw  broad  and  dark  across  the  pool ; 

"  When,  glinting  thro'  the  trees,  appear'd 

The  wee  white  cot  aboon  the  mill. 
And  peacefu'  rose  its  ingle  reek. 

That,  slowly  curling,  clamb  the  hill. 
But  now  the  cot  is  bare  and  cauld. 

Its  leafy  bleld  for  ever  gane. 
And  scarce  a  stinted  biiic  is  left 

To  shiver  in  the  blast  its  lane." 

"  Alas ! "  quoth  I,  "  what  ruefu'  cfaaoce 

Has  twin'd  ye  o'  your  stately  trees? 
Has  laid  your  rocky  bosom  bare — 

Has  stripped  the  deeding  aff  your  braes? 
Was  it  the  bitter  eastern  blast. 

That  scatters  blight  in  early  spring? 
Or  was  't  the  wil'fire  scorch'd  their  boughs. 

Or  canker-worm  wi'  secret  sttng?  " 

"  Nae  eastlin  blast,"  the  sprite  replied; 

"  It  blaws  na  here  sae  fierce  and  fell. 
And  on  my  dry  and  halesome  banks 

Nae  canker-worms  get  leave  to  dwell: 
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Man !  cruel  man  1 "  the  genius  sighed — 
As  through  the  cli£Es  he  sank  him  down^ 

"  The  worm  that  gnaw'd  my  bonie  trees. 
That  reptile  wears  a  Ducal  crown.'" 


THE  GALLANT  WEAVER 

Where  Cart  rins  rowin  to  the  sea. 
By  mony  a  flower  and  spreading  tree. 
There  Uves  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me, 

He  is  a  gallant  Weaver. 
O,  I  had  wooers  aught  or  nine. 
They  gjed  me  rings  and  ribbons  fine; 
And  I  was  fear'd  my  heart  wad  tine. 

And  I  gied  it  to  the  Weaver. 


My  daddie  sign'd  my  tocher-band. 
To  gie  the  lad  that  has  the  land. 
But  to  my  heart  I'll  add  my  hand. 

And  give  it  to  the  Weaver, 
While  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers. 
While  bees  delight  in  opening  flowers. 
While  corn  grows  green  in  summer  showery 

I  love  my  galhint  Weaver. 


EHGRAM  AT  BROWNHILL  INN* 

At  Brownhill  we  always  get  dainty  good  cheer. 
And  plenty  of  bacon  each  day  in  the  year; 
We've  a'  thing  that's  rice,  and  mostly  in  season, 
But  why  always  Bacon — come  tell  me  the  reason? 

lie  Duke  of  Queensbcrir. 

icoa  waa  tha  name  of  a  prennubly  lutiudv*  hoM.     Tlie  lines  a 

o  bave  "  afforded  nuicb  aninsement." — Long- 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


ROBERT  BtTRtra 


YOU'RE  WELCOME.  WILUE  STEWART 

Chorus.— -You'tt  welcome,  Willie  Stewart, 
You're  welcome,  Willie  Stewart, 
There's  ne'er  a.  flower  that  blooms  in  May, 
That's  half  sae  welcome's  thou  artl 

Cout,  famtipers  high,  s:q)ress  your  joy. 

The  bowl  we  maun  renew  it, 
The  tappet  hen,  gae  bring  her  ben. 

To  welcome  Willie  Stewart, 
You're  welcome,  Willie  Stewart,  Ac 

May  foes  be  Strang,  and  friends  be  slade 

Ilk  action,  may  he  rue  it, 
May  woman  on  him  turn  her  back 

That  wrangs  thee,  Willie  Stewart, 
You're  welcome,  Willie  Stewart,  &c. 


LOVELY  POLLY  STEWART 

Chorus.— O  lovely  Polly  Stewart, 

O  diarming  Polly  Stewart, 
There's  ne'er  a  flower  that  blooms  in  May, 
That's  half  so  fair  as  thou  art  I 

The  flower  it  blaws,  it  fades.  It  fa's. 

And  art  can  ne'er  renew  it; 
But  worth  and  truth,  eternal  youth 

Will  gie  to  Polly  Stewart, 
O  lovely  Polly  Stewart,  &c. 

May  he  whase  arms  shall  fauld  thy  charms 

Possess  3  leal  and  true  heart  t 
To  him  be  given  to  ken  the  heaven 

He  grasps  in  Polly  Stewart  1 
O  tovely  Pollj  Stewart,  ftc 
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FRAGMENT,— DAMON  AND  SYLVIA 
Tutte—"  The  Tither  Mom." 

Yon  wandering  rill  that  marks  the  hill, 

And  glanc&s  o'er  the  brae.  Sir, 
Slides  by  a  bower,  where  mony  a  flower 

Shed!  f romance  on  the  day,  Sir; 
There  Damon  lay  with  Sylvia  gay. 

To  love  they  thought  no  crime,  Sir, 
The  wild  birds  sang,  the  echoes  rang. 

While  Damon's  heart  beat  time,  Sir. 


JOHNIE  LAD,   COCK   UP  YOUR   BEAVER 

WKtir  first  my  brave  Johnie  lad  CAme  to  the  town. 
He  bad  a  blue  bonnet  that  wanted  the  crown ; 
But  now  he  has  gotten  a  hat  and  a  feather. 
Hey,  brave  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver  I 

Cock  up  your  beaver,  and  cock  it  fu'  sprush, 
We'll  over  the  border,  and  gie  them  a  brush ; 
There's  somebody  there  we'll  teach  better  behaviour. 
Hey,  brave  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver  I 


MY  EPPIE  MACNAB 

O  SAW  ye  ray  dearie,  my  E^pie  Macnab? 
O  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab  f 

She's  down  in  the  yard,  she's  kitsin  the  laird. 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  ain  Jock  Rsb. 

O  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  Macnab; 
O  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  Macnab; 

Wbate'er  tbou  but  dune,  be  It  late,  be  it  sune, 
Thou's  welcooK  ogwn  to  tby  «n  Jock  Rab. 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


ROBERT  BURNS 

What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab? 
What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  Macnab? 
She  let's  thee  to  wit  that  she  has  thee  forgot; 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee,  her  ain  Jock  Rab. 

O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  Macnab  t 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  Macnab  1 

As  light  as  the  air,  and  as  fause  as  thou's  £air, 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  ain  Jock  Rab. 


ALTHO'  HE  HAS  LEFT  ME 

Altho'  he  has  left  me  for  greed  o'  the  siller, 
I  dinna  envy  him  the  gains  he  can  win ; 

I  rather  wad  bear  a*  the  lade  o'  my  sorrow. 
Than  ever  hac  acted  sae  faithless  to  him. 


MY  TOCHER'S  THE  JEWEL' 

O  HEiKLE  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  beauty. 

And  meikle  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  kin ; 
But  little  thinks  my  luve  I  ken  brawlie 

My  tocher's  the  jewel  has  charms  for  him. 
It's  a'  for  the  apple  he'll  nourish  the  tree. 

It's  a'  for  the  hinny  he'll  cherish  the  bee. 
My  laddie's  sae  meikle  in  luve  wi'  the  siller. 

He  canna  hae  luve  to  spare  for  me. 

Your  proffer  o'  luve'a  an  airle-penny, 

My  tocher's  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy; 
But  an  ye  be  crafty,  I  am  cunnin, 

Sae  ye  wi  anither  your  fortune  may  try. 
Ye'rc  like  to  the  timmer  o'  yon  rotten  wood, 

Ye're  like  to  the  bark  o'  yon  rotten  tree, 
Ve'U  slip  frae  me  like  a  knotless  thread, 

And  yell  crack  your  credit  jnri'  mac  nor  me. 
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O  FOR  ANE  AN'  TWENTY,  TAM 

~korus. — An'  O  for  ane  an'  twenty,  Tam  I 

And  hey,  sweet  ane  an'  twenty,  Tam  I 
I'll  learn  my  kin  a  rattlin  san^. 
An'  I  saw  ane  an'  twenty,  Tam. 

They  snool  me  sair,  and  baud  me  down. 
An'  gar  me  look  like  bluntie,  Tam ; 

But  three  short  years  will  soon  wheel  roun'. 
An'  then  comes  ane  an'  twenty,  Tam. 
An'  O  for,  &c. 


A  glteb  o'  Ian',  a  claut  o'  g^ear. 
Was  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam; 

At  kith  or  kin  I  need  na  spier. 
An  I  saw  ane  an'  twenty,  Tam. 
An'  O  for,  &c. 

They'll  hac  rac  wed  a  wealthy  coof, 
Tho'  I  mysd'  hae  plenty,  Tam; 

But,  hear'st  thou  laddie  I  there's  my  loof, 
I'm  thine  at  ane  an'  twenty,  Tam. 
An'  0  for,  &c. 


THOU  FAIR  ELIZA 

TintH  again,  thou  fair  Eliza  I 

Ae  kind  bUnk  before  we  part; 
Rue  on  thy  despairing  lover, 

Can'st  thoii  break  his  faithfa'  heart? 
Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza  I 

If  to  love  thy  heart  denies, 
Oh,  in  pity  hide  the  sentence 

Under  friendship's  kind  disguise  I 
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Thee,  sweet  matd,  hae  I  offended? 

My  offence  is  lovinj  thte ; 
Can'st  thou  wreck  his  peace  for  ever, 

Wha  for  thine  would  ^adly  die? 
While  the  life  beiti  in  my  boaom, 

Thou  ihalt  mix  in  ilki  tiiroe: 
Turn  again,  thou  loveljr  maiden, 

Ae  sweet  smile  on  me  bestow 


Not  the  bee  upon  the  blotsom. 

In  the  pride  o'  finny  noon; 
Not  the  little  sporting;  fairy, 

AH  beneath  the  simmer  moon; 
Not  the  Minstrel,  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  in  his  e'e. 
Kens  the  pleasure,  feels  the  rapture. 

That  thy  presence  gies  to  me. 


UY  BONIE  BELL 

The  smiling  Spring  comes  in  rejoicing. 

And  surly  Winter  grimly  flies; 
Now  crystal  clear  are  the  falling  waters, 

And  bonie  blue  are  the  sunny  skies. 
Fresh  o'er  the  mountains  breaks  forth  the  morning. 

The  ev'ning  gilds  the  ocean's  swell; 
All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning. 

And  I  rejoice  in  my  bonie  BelL 

The  flowery  Spring  leads  sunny  Summer, 

The  yellow  Autumn  presses  near ; 
Then  in  his  turn  come*  gloomy  Winter, 

Till  smiling  Spring  again  appear: 
Thus  seasons  dancing,  life  advancing, 

Old  Time  and  Nature  their  changes  teli; 
But  never  ranging,  still  unchanging, 

I  adore  my  bcmie  Bell. 
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SWEET   AFTON 


Fi^w  gently,  sweet  Afton !  ttraong  thy  grttn  braes. 
Flow  gently,  I'll  sing  th«e  a  aong  in  thy  praise; 

My  Maiy's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 

Thou  stock  dove  whose  echo  resounds  thro'  the  glen. 
Ye  wild  whistling  blackbirds,  in  yon  thorny  den. 
Thou  green  crested  lapwing  thy  screaming  forbear, 
I  charge  you,  disturb  not  my  slumbering  Fair. 

How  lofty,  sweet  Afton,  thy  neighbouring  hills, 
Far  mark'd  with  the  courses  of  clear,  winding  rills; 
There  daily  I  wander  as  noon  rises  high. 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  ray  eye. 

How  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  valleys  below. 
Where,  wild  in  tfie  woodlandi,  the  primroses  blow; 
There  oft,  aa  mild  Ev'ning  weeps  over  the  lea, 
The  sweet-scented  birlc  shades  my  Mary  and  me. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides. 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides; 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave. 
As,  gathering  sweet  flowerets,  the  stems  thy  dear  w: 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  amang  thy  green  brtes. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays; 
My  Mary's  .asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  ^cam. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SHADE  OF  THOMSON 

On  Crowning  His  Bust  at  Ednam,  Roxburghshire, 
with  a  Wreath  of  Bays. 

WHiLr  virgin  Spring  by  Eden's  flood. 
Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green. 
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Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frolic  mood. 
Or  times  Eolian  strains  between. 

While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace. 
Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooling  shade. 

Yet  oft,  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade. 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind. 

By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head. 
And  sees,  with  self -approving  mind. 

Each  creature  on  his  bounty  fed. 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 
The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  flows. 

Rousing  the  turl»d  torrent's  roar. 
Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waste  of  snows. 

So  long,  sweet  Poet  of  the  year  I 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  vioa; 
While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear. 

Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 


NITHSDALE'S    WELCOME    HAME 

The  noble  Maxwells  and  their  powers 

Are  coming  o'er  the  border, 
And  they'll  gae  big  Terreagles'  toweis 

And  set  them  a'  in  order. 
And  they  declare  Terreagles  fair. 

For  their  abode  they  choose  it; 
There's  no  a  heart  in  a'  the  land 

But's  lighter  at  the  news  o't 

Tho'  stars  in  skies  may  disappear, 

And  angry  tempests  gather; 
The  happy  hour  may  soon  be  near 

That  brings  us  pleasant  weather : 
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The  weary  night  o'  care  and  grief 
May  hae  a  joyfu'  morrow; 

So  dawning  day  has  brought  relief, 
Fareweel  our  night  o'  sorrow. 


FRAE  THE  FRIENDS  AND  LAKD  I  LOVE 
T»nt — "  Carron  Side." 

Frae  Oie  friends  and  land  I  love, 

Driv'n  by  Fortune's  felly  spite ; 
Frac  my  best  belov'd  I  rove. 

Never  mair  to  taste  delight: 
Never  mair  maun  hope  to  find 

Ease  f rae  toil,  relief  f rae  care ; 
When  Remembrance  wracks  the  mind. 

Pleasures  but  unveil  despair. 

Brightest  climes  shall  mirk  appear. 

Desert  ilka  blooming  shore. 
Till  the  Fates,  nae  mair  severe. 

Friendship,  love,  and  peace  restore. 
Till  Revenge,  wi'  laurel'd  head. 

Bring  our  banished  hame  again; 
And  ilk  loyal,  bonie  lad 

Cross  the  seas,  and  win  his  ain. 


SUCH  A  PARCEL  OF  ROGUES  IN  A  NATION 

Fareweel  to  a'  our  Scottish  fame, 

Fareweel  our  ancient  glory ; 
Fareweel  ev'n  to  the  Scottish  name. 

Sae  fam'd  in  martial  story. 
Now  Sark  rins  over  Solway  sands. 

An'  Tweed  rins  to  the  ocean. 
To  mark  where  England's  province  standi— 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation  1 
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Wfiat  force  or  guile  could  not  subdae. 

Thro'  many  warlike  ages. 
Is  wrougfat  now  by  a  coward  few. 

For  hireling  traitor's  w^ies. 
The  English  steel  we  could  disdain, 

Secure  in  valour's  station ; 
But  English  gold  has  been  our  bane — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  3  nation! 

O  would,  or  I  had  seen  the  day 
That  Treason  thus  could  sell  us, 

My  auld  grey  head  had  lien  in  clay, 
Wi'  Bruce  and  loyal  Wallace  I 

But  pith  and  power,  till  my  last  hour, 
I'll  mak  this  declaration; 

We're  bought  and  sold  for  English  gold- 
Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation  I 


YE  JACOBITES   BY  NAME 

Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear,  give  an  ear. 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear. 

Ye  Jacobites  by  name. 

Your  fauts  I  will  proclaim. 
Your  doctrines  I  maun  blame,  you  shall  hear. 

What  is  Right,  and  What  is  Wrang,  by  the  law,  by 

the  law? 
What  is  Right,  and  what  is  Wrang,  by  the  law? 

What  is  Right,  and  what  is  Wrang? 

A  short  sword,  and  a  lang, 
A  weak  arm  and  a  Strang,  for  to  draw. 

What  makes  heroic  strife,  famed  afar,  famed  afar? 
What  makes  heroic  strife,  famed  afar? 

What  makes  heroic  strife? 

To  whet  th'  assassin's  knife. 
Or  bunt  a  Parent's  life,  wi'  blaidy  ww? 
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Then  let  your  schemes  alone,  in  the  state,  in  the  state, 
Then  let  your  schemes  alone,  io  the  State. 
Then  let  you  schemes  alone. 

Adore  the  rising  sun. 
And  leave  a  man  undone,  to  his  fate. 


I  HAE  BEEN  AT  CROOKIEDEN 

I  HAE  been  at  Crookieden, 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 
Viewing  Willie  and  his  men, 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie. 
There  our  foes  that  hurnt  and  slew, 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie. 
There,  at  last,  they  gat  their  due. 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie, 

Satan  sits  in  his  black  neuk. 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie. 
Breaking  sticks  to  roast  the  Duke, 

My  bonie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 
The  bloody  monster  gae  a  yell. 

My  bonie  laddie.  Highland  laddie. 
And  loud  the  laugh  gied  round  a'  hell 

My  bonie  laddie,  Hi^land  laddte. 


O  KENMURE'S  ON  AND  AWA,   WILLIE 

O  Kenmure's  on  and  awa,  Willie, 

O  Kenmure's  on  and  awa : 
An'  Kenmure's  lord's  the  bravest  lord 

That  ever  Galloway  saw. 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band,  Willie  1 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band  I 
There's  no  a  heart  that  fears  a  Whig. 

That  rides  by  Kenmure's  hand. 
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Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine,  Willie  I 
Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine  I 

There's  ne'er  a  coward  o'  Kenmure's  blude. 
Nor  yet  o'  Gordon's  line. 

O  Kenmure's  tads  are  men,  Willie, 

0  Kenmure's  lads  are  men; 
Their  hearts  and  swords  are  metal  true. 

And  that  their  foes  shall  ken. 

They'll  live  or  die  wi'  fame,  Willie; 

1116/11  live  or  die  wi'  fame; 
But  sune,  wi'  sounding  victorie. 

May  Kenmure's  lord  come  harae  I 

Here's  him  thafs  far  awa,  Willie  I 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa  I 
And  here's  the  flower  that  I  loe  best, 

The  rose  that's  like  the  snaw. 


EPISTLE    TO    JOHN    MAXWELL,    ESQ.,    OF 
TERRAUGHTY 
On  His  Birthday. 

Health  to  the  Maxwell's  veteran  Chief  I 
Health,  aye  unsour'd  by  care  or  grief: 
Inspir'd,  I  tum'd  Fate's  sibyl  leaf. 

This  natal  mom, 
I  see  th)r  life  is  stuff  o'  prief. 

Scarce  quite  half-worn. 

This  day  thou  metes  threescore  eleven. 
And  I  can  tell  that  bounteous  Heaven 
(The  second-sight,  ye  ken,  is  givra 

To  ilka  Poet) 
On  thee  a  tack  o'  seven  times  seven 

Will  yet  bestow  it 
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If  envious  buckies  view  wi'  sorrow 

Thy  lengthen'd  days  on  this  blest  morrow. 

May  Desolation's  lang-teeth'd  harrow. 

Nine  miles  an  hour. 
Rake  tbem,  like  Sodom  and  Gomorrah, 

In  brunstane  stoitr. 

But  for  thy  friends,  and  they  are  mony, 
Baith  honest  men,  and  lassies  borne. 
May  couthie  Fortwie,  kind  and  cannie. 

In  social  glee, 
Wi*  mornings  blythe,  and  e'enings  funny, 

Bless  them  and  thee! 

Fareweel,  auld  birkic  t  Lord  be  near  ye, 
And  then  the  deil,  he  dauma  steer  ye: 
Your  friends  aye  love,  your  faes  aye  fear  ye; 

For  me,  shame  fa'  me. 
If  neist  my  heart  I  dinna  wear  ye. 

While  Burns  they  ca'  me. 


SECOND    EPISTLE   TO    ROBERT    GRAHAM,    ESQ, 
OF   FINTRY 
5th  October  1791. 

Late  crippl'd  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  leg. 
About  to  beg  a  pass  for  leave  to  beg ; 
Dull,  listless,  teas'd,  dejected,  and  deprest 
(Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple's  rest)  ; 
Will  generous  Graham  Kst  to  his  Poet's  wail? 
(It  soothes  poor  Misery,  hearkening  to  her  tale) 
And  hear  him  curse  the  light  he  first  survey'd. 
And  doubly  curse  the  luckless  rhyming  trade? 

Thou,  Nature  I  partial  Nature,  I  arraign; 
Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain; 
The  lion  and  the  bull  thy  care  have  found. 
One  shakes  the  forests,  and  one  spurns  the  ground; 
HC— Vol.  a  o 
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Tboa  giv'st  the  ass  his  hide,  the  snaH  lils  sMl; 

Th*  nvenotti'd  wasp,  victorious,  guards  his  till; 
Tby  minions  kings  defeud,  cotitTol,  derUif, 
In  all  th'  {iinnipotence  of  fUle  and  power; 
Foxes  and  sutesmen  subtile  Wiles  etisure; 
The  dt  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure; 
Toads  with  dieir  poison,  doctors  with  their  drug:. 
The  pHest  and  hedgehog  in  thelt  robes,  are  Sliug; 
Ev'n  silljr  Woitidn  Im  her  warlike  aMi, 
Her  toagat  stbA  eyet— het  dreaded  spear  and  darts. 

Btit  Oh  I  thou  hitter  step-mother  and  hard, 
To  fby  poor,  fenceless,  naked  child— the  Bard  I 
A  thing  unteachable  in  world's  skill. 
And  half  ao  idiot  too,  more  helpless  still: 
No  heels  to  bear  him  from  the  op'niug  dUn; 
No  claws  to  dig,  his  hated  sight  to  shun; 
No  horns,  Init  those  fay  luckless  Hymen  worn. 
And  those,  aids  1  not,  Amalthea's  horn : 
No  nerves  olfact'ry,  Mammon's  trusty  cur, 
Oad  in  rich  Dulness'  comfortable  fur; 
In  naked  feeling,  and  tn  aching  pride, 
H<  btars  til'  unbroken  blast  from  er'ry  side; 
Vampyre  bot^csellers  drain  him  to  the  bean. 
And  scorpion  critics  cureless  venom  dart 

Critics — appall'd,  I  venture  on  the  name; 
Those  cut-throat  bandits  in  th«  paths  ol  fanei 
Bloody  dissectors,  wotse  than  ten  HtinrtXs; 
He  hacks  to  teach,  they  mangle  to  expOH: 

His  heart  by  causeless  wanton  malice  wrutig, 
By  blockheads'  daring  into  madtiesi  stuHg; 
His  well^won  bays,  than  life  itself  tnore  dtaf. 
By  miscreants  torn,  who  ne'er  one  sprig  must  wear; 
FoiI'd,  bleeding,  tortur'd  in  th'  unequal  strife. 
The  hapless  Poet  flounders  on  thro'  life: 
Till,  fled  each  hope  that  once  his  bosom  fir'd. 
And  fled  each  muse  that  glorious  once  ifispifti 
L.0W  sunk  in  squalid,  unprotected  age. 


3,a,l,zt!dbvG00gIe 


POEMS  AMD  SONGS  « 

Dead  even  resentment  for  his  Injur'd  pa^e, 
H*i  heeds  or  feels  no  more  the  ruthless  critic's  tagel 
So,  by  some  hedge,  the  gen'rous  steed  deceas'd. 
For  half-starv'd  snarling  curs  a  daiaty  feast; 
By  toil  and  famine  wore  to  skin  and  bone. 
Lies,  senseless  of  each  tugging  bitch's  Son. 

0  Dulness  !  portion  of  the  truly  blest ! 
Calm  shelter'd  haven  of  eternal  rest  I 

Thy  sons  he'er  m&dden  in  the  fierce  extretllei 
Of  Fortune's  polar  frost,  or  torrid  beams. 
If  founling  hi^  ibe  filb  the  golden  cup. 
With  sober  aeUih  eaie  they  sip  it  up ; 
CmisoiAui  tba  bounteous  meed  they  well  deserve, 
They  only  wonder  "  some  folks "  do  not  starve. 
THe  grave  sagt  hem  thus  easy  picks  his  frog. 
And  thinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
When  ditappointmcDt  snaps  the  clue  of  hope. 
And  thro'  disastrous  night  they  darkling  grope. 
With  deaf  endurance  sluggishly  they  bear, 
AtKl  Just  conclude  "  that  fooli  are  fortune's  eire." 
So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempeKt's  shocks, 
Strong  oD  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  ox. 

Not  »o  the  idle  Muses'  mad-cap  train, 
Not  such  the  werkings  of  their  mooti'itruclc  braia; 
In  eaiuanltiilty  they  never  dwell, 
By  turns  in  soaring  beav'n,  or  vault«d  hell. 

1  dread  thee.  Fate,  relentless  and  severe, 
'Vyith  ail  a  poefs,  husband's,  father's  fear  I 
Already  one  strong  hold  of  hope  is  lost^ 
Glencairn,  the  truly  noble,  lies  in  dust 
(Fled,  like  the  sun  ecHps'd  as  noon  appears. 
And  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears) ; 
01  hear  ray  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  pray'rl 
Fintry,  ray  other  stay,  long  bless  and  spare ! 
Thro'  a  long  life  his  hopes  and  wishes  crown. 
And  bright  in  cloudless  skies  his  sun  go  down! 
May  bliss  domestic  smooth  his  private  path; 
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Give  energy  to  life;  and  soothe  his  latest  bresdi, 
Widi  many  a  filial  tear  circling  the  bed  of  deaAl 


THE  SONG    OF  DEATH 

Thk» — "  Ona  am  aoig." 

Sctn»—A  Field  of  Battle— Time  of  the  dar.  emlng— TIm 
wounded  and  djriiiK  of  the  victorious  army  are  nipiaoted  to  join  in 
the  following  sonc. 

Fareweix,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth  and  ye  skies. 

Now  gay  with  the  broad  setting  sun; 
Farewell,  loves  and  friendships,  yc  dear  tender  ties. 

Our  race  of  existence  is  run  I 
Thou  grim  King  of  Terrors;  thou  Life's  glooitry  foe  I 

Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave; 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant  I  but  know 

No  terrors  hast  thou  to  the  brave! 

Thou  strik'st  the  dull  peasant — he  sinks  in  the  dark. 

Nor  saves  e'en  the  wreck  of  a  name; 
Thou  strik'st  the  young  hero— a  glorious  mark; 

He  falls  in  the  blaie  of  his  fame  I 
In  the  field  of  proud  honour— our  swords  in  our  hand^ 

Our  King  and  our  country  to  save ; 
While  victory  shines  on  Life's  last  eUiit^  sands, — 

O  who  would  not  die  with  the  brave  i 


POEM  ON  sensibiuty; 

Sensibiuty,  bow  charming. 
Dearest  Nancy,  thou  canst  tell; 

But  distress,  with  horrors  arming, 
Thou  alas  I  hast  known  too  welll 

Fairest  flower,  behold  the  lily 
BkKRiilii£  in  the  sunny  ray; 
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Let  the  blast  sweep  o'er  the  valley. 
See  it  prostrate  in  the  clay. 

Hear  the  woodlark  charm  the  forest. 
Telling  o'er  his  little  joys; 

Bat  alas !  a  prey  the  surest 
To  each  pirate  of  the  skies. 

Dearly  bought  the  hidden  treasure 
Finer  feelings  can  bestow: 

Chords  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasure 
Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 


THE  TOADEATER 

Op  Lordly  acquaintance  you  boast, 
And  the  Diilces  that  you  dined  wi'  yestreen. 

Yet  an  insect's  an  insect  at  most, 
Tho'  it  crawl  on  the  curl  qf  a  Queen  I 


DIVINE  SERVICE  IN  THE  KIRK  OF  LAMINGTON 

As  cauld  a  wind  as  ever  blew, 
A  cauld  Icirk,  an  in't  but  few: 
As  cauld  a  minister's  ever  spak; 
Ye'se  a'  be  bet  or  I  come  back. 


THE   KEEKIN-GLASS 

How  daur  ye  ca'  me  "Howlet-face"? 

Ye  blear-e'ed,  withered  spectre  I 
Ye  only  spied  Uie  keekin-glass. 

An'  thwe  ye  saw  your  picture. 
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A  GRACE  BEFORE  DINNER,  EXTEMPORE 

O  TBOtJ  who  kindly  dost  provide 

For  every  creature's  want! 
We  bless  Thee,  God  of  Nature  wid^ 

For  all  Thy  goodness  lent: 
And  if  It  please  Thee,  heavenly  Guide, 

May  never  worse  be  sent; 
But,  whether  granted  or  denied. 

Lord,  bless  us  with  content.    Amen  I 


A  GRACE  AFTER  DINNER,  EXTEMPORE 

O  THOU,  tn  whom  we  live  and  move — 

Who  made  the  sea  and  shore ; 
Thy  goodness  constantly  we  prove. 

And  grateful  would  adore; 
And,  if  it  please  Thee,  Power  above! 

Still  grant  us,  with  such  store. 
The  friend  we  trust,  the  fair  we  lovfr— 

And  we  desire  no  more.    Amen  I 


O  MAY,  THY  MORN 

O  MAY,  Ay  mom  was  ne'er  so  sweet 

As  the  mirk  night  o'  December  1 
For  sparkling  was  the  rosy  wine. 

And  private  was  the  chamber: 
And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name. 

But  I  will  aye  remember: 
And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name. 

But  I  will  aye  remember. 

And  here's  to  them  that,  like  oarstl, 
Cu  pUBh  about  the  jonunl 
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And  here's  to  them  that  wish  us  weel, 
May  a'  that's  gtiid  watch  o'er  'em  I 

And  here's  to  them,  we  dare  na  tell. 
The  dearest  o'  the  quorum  I 

And  here'i  to  them,  we  dare  na  tdl. 
The  iMrest  o'  the  quorum. 


AE  FOND  iaSS,  AND  THEN  WE  SEVER 

Tunt—"  Rory  Dall's  Port" 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever; 
Ae  ftrewed,  and  then  forever! 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee, 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  111  wage  thee. 
Who  shall  say  that  Fortune  grieves  him. 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him? 
Me,  n»e  chearful  twuikle  Hghts  tne; 
Dark  despair  around  benights  me. 

I'll  ne'er  blame  my  partial  fancy, 
Naethii^  could  resist  my  Nancy: 
But  to  ate  fa«r  was  b>  love  her; 
Ix)ve  but  her,  and  love  for  ever. 
Had  wfl  never  lov'd  aae  kindly, 
Ha4  wc  never  lov'd  lac  hlincUy, 
Never  met— or  never  parta4, 
We  bftd  ne'er  been  brokea-heartod 

Farc-tbee-weel,  thou  first  and  falrestt 
Fare-thee-weel,  thou  best  and  dearest  I 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treasure, 
Peace,  Enjoyment,  Love  and  Pleasure! 
Ae  fond  Mm,  and  then  we  lever  I 
Ae  fareweel,  alas,  for  ever  I 
Deep  in  hwrt-wrung  tear*  I'll  pledge  thee. 
Warring  Mfha  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee. 


L,„,;,z....,  Google 


BOBERT  BURKS 


BEHOLD  THE  HOUR,  THE  BOAT,  ARRIVE 

Behold  the  hour,  the  boat,  arrive  I  * 
My  dearest  Nancy,  0  fareweel  1 

Severed  frae  thee,  can  I  survive, 
Frae  thee  whom  I  hae  loVd  sae  weel  ? 

Endless  and  deep  shall  be  my  grief; 

Nae  ray  of  comfort  shall  I  see, 
But  this  most  precious,  dear  belief. 

That  thou  wilt  still  remember  met 

Alang  the  solitary  shore 

Where  flitting  sea-fowl  round  me  cry. 
Across  the  rolling,  dashing  roar, 

111  westward  turn  my  wishful  eye. 

"Happy  thou  Indian  grove,"  I'll  say, 
"  Where  now  my  Nancy's  path  shall  be  1 
While  thro'  your  sweets  she  holds  her  way, 
O  tell  me,  does  she  muse  on  me  ?" 


THOU  GLOOMY  DECEMBER 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December  I 
Ance  mair  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care; 

Sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remember — 
Parting  wi'  Nancy,  oh,  ne'er  to  meet  mair  I 

Fond  lovers'  parting  is  sweet,  painful  pleasure, 
Hope  beaming  mild  on  the  soft  parting  hour; 

But  the  dire  feeling,  O  farewell  for  ever  I 
Anguish  unmingled,  and  agony  pure  I 

Wild  as  the  winter  now  tearing  the  forest. 
Till  the  last  leaf  o'  the  summer  is  flown; 

Such  is  the  tempest  has  shaken  my  bosom. 
Till  my  last  tu^  and  last  comfort  is  gone. 
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Still  as  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 
Still  shall  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  care; 

For  sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  rae  remember. 
Farting  wi'  Kancy,  oh,  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 


BIY  NATIVE  LAND  SAE  FAR  AWA 

O  SAO  and  heavy,  should  I  part, 
But  for  her  s^e,  sae  far  awa; 

Unknowing  what  my  way  may  thwart, 
My  native  land  sae  far  awa. 

Thou  that  of  a'  things  Maker  art, 
That  formed  this  Fair  sac  far  awa, 

Gie  body  strength,  then  I'll  ne'er  start 
At  this  my  way  sae  far  awa. 

How  true  is  love  to  pure  desert  I 
Like  mine  for  her  sae  far  awa; 

And  nocht  can  heal  my  bosom's  smart; 
While,  oh,  she  is  sae  far  awa  I 

Nane  other  love,  nane  other  dart, 

I  feel  but  her's  sae  far  awa; 
But  fairer  never  touch'd  a  heart 
Than  her's,  the  Fair,  sae  far  awa. 


I  DO  CONFESS  THOU  ART  SAE  PAHS 
Alteration  of  an  Old  Poem. 

I  DO  confess  thou  art  sae  fair, 
I  wad  been  o'er  the  lugs  in  luve. 

Had  I  na  found  the  slightest  prayer 
That  lips  could  speak  thy  heart  could  tmnre. 
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I  do  amfeii  th6e  tweet,  but  bn4 
Thou  wt  90  ihriftlMs  o'  thy  awteta, 

Thy  favours  are  the  Billy  wind 
That  ki£su  ilka  thittg'  it  tn^ets. 

Sec  yonder  rosebud,  rich  in  dew, 

Amang  its  native  briers  sae  coy; 
How  sune  it  tine^  its  scent  and  hu«, 
When  pu'd  &nd  wofn  a  common  toy. 

Sic  fate  ere  lang  shall  thee  beti^. 

Tho'  thou  may  gailr  bloom  awhile; 
And  sane  thou  shalt  be  thrown  aiide, 

Like  ony  common  weed  and  vile. 


LiMfiS  ON  FERGUSSON,  THE  POET 

Ili^Fated  ^nius!     Heaven-taught  Fergussont 
What  heart  that  kel>  and  will  not  yield  a  tear. 

To  think  Life's  aun  did  set  e'er  tvcU  begun 
To  shed  its  infiuence  on  tby  b^'ight  carsfr. 

O  why  sdould  truest  Worth  and  Genius  pine 
Beneath  the  iron  grasp  of  Want  and  Woe, 

While  titled  knaves  and  idiot-Greatness  shine 
In  all  tile  splendour  Fortune  can  bestow? 


THE   WEARY  FUND   0'  TOW 

CA#«W.— The  weary  ptind,  die  weary  ptrtid. 
The  weary  pund  o'  tow; 
I  think  ray  wife  will  end  her  life. 
Before  she  spin  her  tow. 

I  BOUGHT  my  wife  a  stane  o'  lint. 
As  glide  as  e'er  did  grow. 
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And  a'  that  she  has  made  o'  that 
Is  ae  pair  ptind  o'  tow. 
The  weary  pund,  &c. 

There  sat  a  bottle  tn  a  bole, 

Beyont  the  ingle  low; 
And  aye  she  took  the  tither  souk. 

To  drouk  the  stotirie  tow. 
The  weary  pund,  jtc. 

Quoth  I,  for  shame,  ye  dirty  dame, 
Gae  spin  your  tap  o'  tow  1 

She  look  the  rock,  and  wi'  a  knock. 
She  brak  it  o'er  my  pow. 
The  weary  pund,  &c. 

At  last  her  feet — 1  sang  to  see'tl 
Gaed  foremost  o'er  the  knowe. 

And  or  I  wad  anither  jad, 
I'll  wallop  in  a  tow. 
The  weary  pund,  &c. 


WHEN  SHE  CAM'  BEN  SHE  BOBBED 

O  WHEM  she  cam'  ben  she  bobbed  fu"  law, 
O  when  she  cam'  ben  she  bobbed  fu'  law. 
And  when  she  cam'  ben,  she  kiss'd  Cockpen, 
And  syne  denied  she  did  it  at  a'. 

And  was  na  Cockpen  right  saucy  witha'  ? 
And  was  na  Cockpen  rt{^t  saucy  witha'  f 
la  leaving  the  daughter  of  a  lord, 
'  And  Idssin  a  collier  lassie  an'  a'  I 

O  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a', 
O  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a', 
Thy  lips  are  as  sweet,  and  thy  Bgare  complete, 
As  the  finett  dame  in  castle  or  ha'. 
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Tho'  thou  has  nae  silk,  and  holland  sae  sma', 
Tho'  thou  has  nae  silk,  and  holland  sae  sma'. 
Thy  coat  and  thy  sark  are  thy  ain  handiwark. 
And  lady  Jean  was  never  sae  braw. 


SCROGGAM,  MY  DEARIE 

There  was  a  wife  wonn'd  in  Coclqien, 

Scrog^am ; 
She  brew'd  gude  ale  for  gentlemen ; 
Sing  autd  Cowl  lay  ye  down  by  me, 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  ruffura. 

The  gtidewife's  dochter  fell  in  a  fever, 

Scroggam ; 
The  priest  o'  the  parish  he  fell  in  anither; 
Sing  auld  Cowl  lay  ye  down  by  me, 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  ruffum. 

They  laid  them  side  by  side  thegither, 

Scroggam ; 
That  the  heat  o'  the  tane  might  cool  the  tither; 
Sing  auld  Cowl,  lay  ye  down  by  me, 
Scroggam,  my  dearie,  raffum. 


MY  COLLIER  LADDIE 

Whare  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass? 

And  tell  me  what  they  ca'  ye; 
My  name,  she  says,  is  mistress  Jean, 

And  I  follow  the  Collier  laddie. 

My  name,  she  says,  ftc 

See  you  not  yon  hills  and  dales 
The  sun  shines  on  sae  brandie; 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


FOEHS  AND  SONGS  t 

They  a'  are  mine,  and  they  shall  be  thinc^ 
Gin  ye'll  leave  your  Collier  laddie. 

They  a'  are  mine,  &c 

Ye  shall  gang  in  gay  attire, 

Weel  buskit  up  sae  gaudy; 
And  ane  to  wait  on  every  hand. 

Gin  ye'll  leave  your  Collier  laddie. 

And  ane  to  wait,  Sec 

Tho'  ye  bad  a'  the  sun  shines  on. 

And  the  earth  conceals  sae  lowly, 
I  wad  turn  my  back  on  you  and  it  a', 

And  embrace  my  Collier  laddie. 

I  wad  turn  my  back,  &c. 

I  can  win  my  five  pennies  in  a  day. 

An'  spen't  at  night  fu'  brawlie : 
And  make  my  bed  in  the  collier's  neuk. 

And  lie  down  wi'  my  Collier  laddie. 
And  make  my  bed,  &c. 

Love  for  love  is  the  bargain  for  me, 
Tho'  the  wee  cot-house  should  haud  me; 

And  the  warld  before  me  to  win  my  bread. 
And  fair  fa'  my  Collier  laddie  t 

And  the  warld  before  me,  &c. 


SIC  A  WIFE  AS  WILLIE  HAD 

Willis  Wastle  dwalt  on  Tweed, 
The  spot  they  ca'd  it  Linkumdoddie; 

Willie  was  a  wabster  gude, 
Could  stown  a  clue  wi'  ony  body: 

He  had  a  wife  was  dour  and  din, 

0  Tinkler  Maidgie  was  her  midier; 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

1  wad  na  gie  a  button  for  her. 
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She  lias  an  c'e,  At  haa  but  ane, 

The  cat  hM  twa  the  very  colour  I 
Five  niify  teeth  forhyc  a  stump, 

A  clapper  tongue  wad  deave  a  miller: 
A  whtskin  beard  about  her  mou', 

Her  nose  and  chin  they  threaten  ither; 
Sic  a  wife  at  Willie  had, 

I  wadoa  eie  a  button  for  her. 

She's  bow-hough'd,  she's  hein-shin'd, 

Ae  limpin  lef  a  hand-breed  ihorter; 
She'a  twisted  right,  iho's  twisted  left, 

Tq  balance  fair  in  ilka  ijuarter: 
She  has  B  lump  upon  her  breast. 

The  twin  o'  that  upon  her  shouther; 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wadna  gfe  a  button  for  her. 

AuM  baudrons  by  the  infle  eits. 

An'  wi'  her  loof  her  face  a-waahin; 
Bat  WiiHe's  wjf«  is  nae  sae  trig. 

She  dights  her  grunzie  wi'  a  hustiion; 
Her  walie  meves  like  mtdden-crecla. 

Her  face  wed  fylo  the  Lotaa  Water; 
Sic  a  wife  u  Willie  had, 

I  wadna  lie  a  button  for  tier. 


LADY  MARY  ANN 

O  LADY  Mary  Ann  looks  o'er  the  Castle  wa'. 
She  saw  three  bonie  boys  playing  at  tbo  ha'. 
The  youngest  he  was  the  flower  amang  them  a'. 
My  bonie  laddle'a  young,  but  he'a  growin*  yet 
• 
O  father,  Q  father,  an  ye  think  it  fit, 
We'll  Bend  him  a  year  to  the  college  yet. 
We'll  sew  a  green  Hbbon  round  about  his  hit. 
And  that  will  let  thcm  ken  he's  to  warry  yet 
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Li)(fy  Mary  Ann  wai  a  flowor  in  the  dew. 
Sweet  was  its  smell  and  bonie  was  iu  hue, 
And  the  loiter  it  blossom'd  the  sweeter  it  grew. 
For  M)>  lily  in  the  bud  will  be  bonier  ytt- 

Younj;  Charlie  Cochran  was  the  sprout  of  an  atk, 
Bonie  and  blopmln'  and  straught  was  its  tnalfe. 
The  sun  took  delight  to  shine  for  its  sake. 
And  it  will  be  the  brag  o'  tt)e  forest  yet. 

The  simmer  is  gane  when  the  leaves  tt}ey  were  green, 
And  the  days  are  awa'  that  we  haa  seen. 
But  far  better  days  I  trust  will  coma  again; 

For  my  bpnie  laddie's  ypung,  but  he's  growin'  yet. 


KELLY  BURN  BRAES 

Thzbe  llvet]  a  carl  in  Kelly  Bum  Braes, 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme; 

And  he  had  a  wife  was  the  plague  of  his  days, 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wtther'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

Ae  day  as  the  carl  gaed  up  the  lang  glen. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bqnie  wi'  thyme; 

He  met  with  tjie  Dfyil,  says,  "  How  do  ypu  fep  ?  " 
And  the  thyme  it  Is  wither'd,  and  rue  Is  in  prime. 

I've  got  a  bad  wife,  sir,  thafs  a'  my  cmnplaint. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

"  For,  savin  your  presence,  to  her  yo'ra  a  saint," 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

It's  neither  your  stot  nor  your  staig  I  shall  crave. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  banie  wl'  thyme; 

"  But  gie  me  your  wife,  man,  for  her  I  must  have," 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

"  O  walcome  most  kindly !  "  tha  blytbe  carl  said. 
Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme; 
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"  But  if  ye  can  match  her  ye're  waur  than  ye're  ca'd," 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

The  Devil  has  got  the  auld  wife  on  his  back. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

And  lilce  a  poor  pedlar  he's  carried  his  pack, 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime; 

He's  carried  her  hame  to  his  ain  hallan  door, 

Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme: 
Syne  bade  her  gac  in  for  a  b — ,  and  a  w~- , 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime- 
Then  straight  he  makes  fifty,  the  pick  o'  his  band. 

Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme : 
Turn  out  on  her  guard  in  the  clap  o'  a  hand. 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

The  carlin  gaed  thro'  them  like  ony  wud  bear, 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

Whae'er  she  gat  hands  on  cam  near  her  nae  mair, 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

A  reekit  wee  deevil  looks  over  the  wa'. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

"O  help,  maister,  help,  or  she'll  ruin  us  a' ! " 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime; 

The  Devil  he  swore  by  the  edge  o'  his  knife. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme; 

He  pitied  the  man  that  was  tied  to  a  wife. 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

The  Devil  he  swore  by  the  kirk  and  the  bell. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  twnie  wi'  thyme; 

He  was  not  in  wedlock,  thank  Heav'n,  but  in  hell. 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prim& 

Then  Satan  has  travell'd  again  wi'  his  pack, 
H^,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme; 
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And  to  her  auld  husband  he's  carried  her  back. 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rne  is  in  prime. 

I  hae  been  a  Deevil  the  feck  o'  my  life. 
Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme ; 

"  But  ne'er  was  in  hell  till  I  met  wi'  a  wife," 
And  the  thyme  it  Is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 


THE  SLAVE'S  LAMENT 

It  was  in  sweet  Senegal  that  my  foes  did  me  enthral, 

For  the  lands  of  Virginia,-ginia,  O : 
Torn  from  that  lovely  shore,  and  must  never  see  it  more; 

And  alas !  I  am  weary,  weaiy  O : 
Torn  from  (hat  lovely  shore,  and  must  never  see  it  more; 

And  alas  1 1  am  weary,  weary  O. 

All  on  that  charming  coast  is  no  bitter  snow  and  frost. 

Like  the  lands  of  Virginia,-ginia,  O: 
There  streams  for  ever  flow,  and  there  flowers  for  ever  Wow, 

And  alas  1 1  am  weary,  weary  O : 
There  streams  for  ever  flow,  and  there  flowers  for  ever  blow, 

And  alas  1 1  am  weary,  weary  O. 

The  burden  I  must  bear,  while  the  cruel  scourge  I  fear. 

In  the  lands  of  Virginia,-ginia,  O ; 
And  I  think  on  friends  most  dear,  with  the  bitter,  bitter  tear. 

And  alas  1  I  am  weary,  weary  O : 
And  I  think  on  friends  most  dear,  with  the  Intter,  bitter  tear. 

And  alas  1 1  am  weary,  weaiy  O. 


O  CAN  YE  LABOUR  LEA? 

Chorus — 0  can  ye  labour  lea,  young  man, 
O  can  ye  labour  lea  ? 
It  fee  nor  bountith  shall  us  twine 
Gin  ye  can  labour  lea. 
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I  m'D  a  map  gt  MJchaelinuft 

Wi'  airle  pennies  three; 
But  a'  the  faut  I  had  to  himt 

He  could  m  Ubour  )e«, 
0  can  ye  labour  |«a,  tfi, 

O  dappln'B  gade  in  Febarw«r, 
An'  ktssin's  sweet  in  May; 

But  my  delight's  the  ploughman  ladi 
That  weel  can  labour  lea, 
O  can  y«  labour  lea,  8a. 

O  kiS5in  is  tjie  key  o'  luve, 

And  cUppin  is  the  jock; 
An'  makjn  o's  the  best  thing  ye^ 

Th4t  e'er  a  youn^  thing  ^t. 
O  C4tn  ye  labour  lea,  &c. 


THE  DEUKS  DANG  Q'fiK  MY  DADDIE 

Thi  bairns  g»t  out  wi'  in  upfo  >hont, 

The  deuks  dang  o'er  py  (l^d^if  •  Q 1 
The  fien-ma-care,  quo'  the  feirrie  auld  wife, 

He  was  but  a  p&idlin  body,  O I 
He  paidles  out,  and  ba  paidlcs  in, 

An*  he  paldles  late  and  early,  O I 
This  seven  lang  years  {  hae  lien  by  his  side. 

An'  he  is  but  a  fusionless  carlie,  O. 

O  baud  your  tongue,  my  feirrie  auld  wife, 

O  baud  your  tongue,  now  Nansie,  O ; 
I've  secp  the  day,  and  sae  hae  ye. 

Ye  wad  na  ben  sae  densie,  O. 
I've  seen  the  day  ye  butter'd  my  brose, 

And  cpddl'd  mc  late  and  early,  O ; 
Bitt  downa-do's  come  o'er  me  pow. 

And  ph,  I  find  it  salrly,  O I 
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The  deil  cam  fiddlln  thro'  th«  town, 

And  danc'd  &W»  wi'  th'  ExciMiQUi 
And  ilka  wife  crie*,  "  Aold  Mahoua, 

I  wish  you  luck  o'  the  prize,  man." 

Chorus— Tha  deil's  awa,  the  deil'l  awa, 

Tba  deil'i  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman, 
He's  4atic'd  awa,  he's  ian^'d  awa, 
He'*  danc'd  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman. 

We'll  inak  our  inaut,  and  we'll  br#w  Qur  drink. 

We'll  laqgh,  sing,  3nd  r«joic«,  man, 
And  mony  braw  thanks  to  the  meikle  black  deil, 

That  danc'd  awa  wi'  th'  ExcistmBn. 

The  deil'*  iw»,  ftc. 

There's  thre^iom*  nfll,  thfre's  fCKirMme  reels, 
There'*  hernpipea  and  strathipey*.  mw. 

But  the  >c  hest  dance  «re  cftme  t9  the  Ifliid 
Was  the  4eil'«  »wa  wi'  the  Ejtcieeman. 
Tk«  dqil'f  «w«,  ftc 


THE  COUNTRY  LASS 

In  simmer,  when  the  hay  wrs  mtwn. 

And  corn  wav'd  green  is  ilka  field. 
While  claver  blooms  white  o'er  the  Iqa 

And  roses  blaw  in  ilka  beild ! 
Blythe  Bessie  in  the  milking  shiel, 

Says — "  I'll  be  wed,  come  o't  what  will " 
Out  spake  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild ; 

"  0'  gudfl  advieemept  comes  nae  ill. 

"  It's  y«  ha«  wooerg  mony  an«, 
And  lassie,  ye're  but  young  ye  ken; 
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Then  wait  a  wee,  and  cannie  wale 

A  routhie  butt,  a  routhie  ben ; 
There's  Johnie  o'  the  Bustde-glen, 

Fu'  13  his  barn,  fu'  is  his  byre ; 
Take  this  frae  me,  my  bonie  hen. 

It's  plenty  beets  the  luver's  fire." 

"  For  Johnie  o'  the  Buskie-glcn, 

I  diima  care  a  single  flie ; 
He  lo'es  sae  weel  his  craps  and  kye. 

He  has  nae  love  to  spare  for  me; 
But  blythe's  the  blink  o*  Robie's  e'e, 

And  weel  I  wat  he  lo'es  me  dear : 
Ac  blink  o'  him  I  wad  na  gie 

For  Buskie-glen  and  a'  his  gear," 

"  0  thoughtless  lassie,  Ufe's  a  faug^t; 

The  camiiest  gate,  the  strife  ts  sair; 
But  aye  fu'-han't  is  f echtin  best, 

A  hungry  care's  an  unco  care : 
But  some  will  spend  and  some  will  spare. 

An'  wilfu'  folk  maun  hae  their  will; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair. 

Keep  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yill." 

**  0  gear  will  buy  me  rigs  o'  land, 

And  gear  will  buy  me  sheep  and  kye; 
But  the  tender  heart  o'  leesome  love. 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy; 
We  may  be  poor — Robie  and  I — 

Light  is  the  burden  love  lays  on; 
Content  and  love  brings  peace  and  joy — 

What  mair  hae  Queens  upon  a  throne  ? ' 


BESSY  AND  HER  SPINNIN  WHEEL 

O  LEEZB  me  on  my  spinnin- wheel. 
And  leeze  me  on  my  rock  and  reel; 


bvGooglf 


FOEHS  AND  SONGS 

Frae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  me  bten. 
And  haps  me  bid  and  warm  at  e'en; 
I'll  set  me  down  and  sing  and  spin, 
While  laigh  descends  the  simmer  sun. 
Blest  wi'  content,  and  milk  and  meal, 
O  Icezc  me  on  my  spinnin-whed. 

On  ilka  hand  the  bumies  trot. 
And  meet  below  my  theekit  cot; 
The  scented  birk  and  hawthorn  white, 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  unite, 
Alike  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest. 
And  little  fishes'  caller  rest; 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  bdl'. 
Where  blythe  I  turn  my  spinnin-wheeL 

On  lofty  aiks  the  cushats  wail. 
And  Echo  cons  the  doolfu'  tale; 
The  lintwhites  in  the  hazel  braes, 
Delighted,  rival  ither's  lays; 
The  craik  amang  the  claver  hay. 
The  pairtrick  whirring  o'er  the  ley. 
The  swallow  jinkin  round  my  shiel. 
Amuse  me  at  my  spinnin-whed. 

Wi'  sraa'  to  sell  3ud  less  to  buy, 
Aboon  distress,  below  envy, 
O  whs  vrad  leave  this  humble  state, 
For  a'  the  pride  of  a'  the  great? 
Amid  thdr  flairing,  idle  toys. 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dinsome  joys. 
Can  they  the  peace  and  pleasure  fed 
Of  Bessie  at  her  spinnin-wheel? 


LOVE  FOR  LOVE 


Ithbss  seek  they  ken  na  what, 
Features,  carriage,  and  a.'  that; 
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Gie  ne  lore  in  her  I  court. 
Love  to  love  maks  a'  the  sport 

Let  love  sparkle  in  her  e'e; 
L«t  her  lo'e  nae  man  but  me; 
That's  the  tocher-^ude  I  prise. 
There  the  luver's  treasure  lies. 


SAW  YE  BONIE  LESLEY 

O  SAW  ye  bonie  Lesley, 
As  she  gned  o'er  the  Border  ? 

She's  gane,  like  Alexander, 
To  spread  her  conquests  farther. 

To  see  her  is  to  love  her. 
And  love  but  her  for  ever ; 

For  Nature  made  her  what  she  is. 
And  never  made  anither ! 

Thou  art  a  queen,  fair  Lesley, 
Thy  subjects,  we  before  thee; 

Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesley, 
The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee. 

The  deil  he  couM  tlo  scalth  thee. 
Or  aug^t  that  wad  belang  thee; 

He'd  look  into  thy  bonie  face. 
And  say — "  I  canna  wrang  theet* 

The  Powers  aboon  will  tent  thee, 
Misfortune  sha'na  steer  thee; 

Thou'rt  like  themselves  sae  lovely. 
That  ill  they'll  ne'er  let  near  thee. 

Return  again,  fair  Lesley, 

Return  to  Caledouie ! 
That  we  may  brag  we  hae  a  Usi 

There's  naiw  again  sae  bonie. 
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No  eoJd  appmacli,  no  altered  mien. 
Just  what  would  Riake  su^iicion  start ; 

No  pause  the  dire  extreme)  between. 
He  made  me  blest— »ad  broke  mjr  heart 


I'LL   MEET   THEE   ON   THE   LEA   RIG 

When  o'er  the  hill  the  e'cniog  sUr 

Tells  bughtin  time  is  near,  my  jo, 
And  owsen  frae  the  furrow'd  field 

Return  sae  dowf  and  weary  O; 
Down  by  the  bum,  where  birlue  buds 

Wi'  dew  are  hangin  clear,  ray  }P, 
I'll  meet  thee  oh  the  Jea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  Dearie  O. 

At  midnight  hour,  in  mirkest  gien, 

I'd  rove,  and  ne'er  be  eerie  0, 
I{  thro'  that  glen  I  gatd  to  thee. 

My  ain  kind  Dearie  O; 
Altho'  tH«  ntght  were  ne'er  sae  wild. 

And  I  were  ne'er  sac  weary  O, 
III  mett  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  Dearie  O. 

The  hunter  lo'es  the  morning  sub; 

To  rot»e  the  mountain  deer,  my  jo; 
At  nooii  the  Gaher  takes  the  glen 

Adown  the  bum  to  steer,  my  jo: 
Gie  me  the  hour  o'  ^oamln  grey. 

It  maks  my  heart  sac  cheery  O, 
To  mett  thee  oa  th«  lea-rlif, 

Uy  tin  kind  Dcari«  O. 
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MY  WIFE'S  A  WINSOME  WEE  THING 
Ait^-  M7  Wife'*  «  Wanton  Wee  Thiag." 

Ckorus. — She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing'. 

She  is  a.  handsome  wee  thing. 

She  is  a  lo'esome  wee  thing. 

This  dear  wee  wife  o'  mine. 

I  NEVEB  saw  a  fairer. 
I  never  lo'ed  a  dearer, 
And  ncist  my  heart  I'll  wear  her, 
For  fear  my  Jewel  tine. 
She  is  a  V  ' 


The  warld's  wrack  we  share  o't; 
The  warstle  and  the  care  o't; 
Wi'  her  I'll  biythely  bear  it, 
And  think  my  lot  divine. 
She  is  a  winsome,  &c 


HIGHLAND  MARY 
Tun*—"  Katherine  Ogie." 

Ye  banks  and  braes  and  streams  aroond 

The  castle  o'  Montgomery  I 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flowery 

Your  waters  never  drumlie : 
There  Simmer  first  unfald  her  robes. 

And  there  the  langest  tarry ; 
For  there  I  took  the  last  Farewell 

O'  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

How  sweetly  bloom'd  the  gay,  green  biri^ 
How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom, 

As  underneath  their  fragrant  shade, 
I  dasp'd  her  to  my  bosom  1 
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The  golden  Hours  on  ai^l  winga, 
Flew  o'er  me  and  my  Dearie ; 

For  dear  to  roe,  as  U^t  and  life. 
Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

Wi'  mony  a  vow,  and  lock'd  embracCt 

Our  parting  was  fu'  tender; 
And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again, 

We  tore  oursels  asunder; 
But  oh  I  fell  Death's  untimely  frost. 

That  nipt  my  Flower  sac  early  I 
Now  green's  the  sod,  and  cauld's  the  clay 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary  I 

O  pale,  pale  now,  those  rosy  lips, 

I  aft  hae  kiss'd  sac  fondly  1 
And  clos'd  for  aye,  the  sparkling  glance 

That  dwalt  on  me  sae  kindly ! 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  dust. 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly! 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  core 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary. 


AULD  ROB  MORRIS 

Thbu's  Auld  Rob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon  glen, 
He's  the  King  o'  gude  fellows,  and  wale  o'  auld  men; 
He  has  gowd  in  his  coffers,  he  has  owsen  and  kine, 
And  ae  bonie  lass,  his  dautie  and  mine. 

She's  fresh  as  the  morning,  the  fairest  in  May ; 
She's  sweet  as  the  ev'ning  amang  the  new  hay; 
As  blythe  and  as  artless  as  the  lambs  on  the  lea. 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to  my  e'e. 

But  oh !  she's  an  Heiress,  auld  Robin's  a  laird, 
And  my  daddie  has  nought  but  a  cot-house  and  yard; 
A  wooer  like  me  maunna  hope  to  come  speed, 
The  wounds  I  must  hide  that  will  soon  be  my  dead. 
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The  day  comn  to  me,  but  deU^  brinfa  me  ittne; 
The  night  comes  to  m«,  but  mjr  mt  it  is  gMe; 
I  wander  my  lanv  like  a  aight-troidiled  |^ft 
And  I  sigfa  aa  119  heart  it  wftd  buret  in  mj  breast 

0  had  she  but  been  of  a  lower  degrte, 

1  then  might  hae  hop'd  ^e  wad  RnU'd  upon  me  I 
O  how  past  descrivin^  had  Ihtn  bciD  my  blin. 
As  now  my  distraction  ubb  wordi  ua  es^Kss. 


THE  RIGHTS  OF  WOMAN 

An  OoauJcaial  Addms. 

Spoken  br  Miss  Fcmtenelle  on  her  twfi* fit  n!a?lt.  November 
96.   1702. 

While  Europe's  eye  Is  fct'd  on  mi^ty  things. 
The  fate  of  empires  and  the  fall  of  kings ; 
While  quacks  of  State  must  etch  produce  his  plati. 
And  even  childrcs  lisp  the  tUghtt  of  Man ; 
Amid  this  mighty  fuss  just  let  me  mention. 
The  Ri^ts  of  Woman  merit  some  attention. 

First,  in  the  sexes'  Intermix'd  connection, 
On«  sacred  Right  of  Woman  ia  proteftigu.^ 
The  tender  Sower  that  lifts  its  head,  e]at«. 
Helpless,  must  fall  before  the  blasts  Qi  fate, 
Sunk  on  the  earth,  defac'd  its  lively  form. 
Unless  your  shelter  ward  th'  impending  storm. 

Our  second  Right— but  needless  here  is  caution, 
To  keep  that  right  inviolate's  tht  fashion ; 
Each  man  of  sense  has  it  so  full  before  h{m, 
He'd  die  before  he'd  wrong  it — 'tis  decorum. — 
There  wU,  inde«d,  in  far  lass  pidish'd  days, 
A  time,  when  rough  rude  man  had  naufhty  ways. 
Would  twagfer,  swear,  get  drunk,  kick  up  a  riot. 
Nay  even  thus  invade  a  lady'a  (luiet 
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Mow,  tbank  our  ttart  I  tb*s«  Gothic  times  are  fled ; 
Now,  well-tH'cd  ttien— ftud  you  are  all  well-bre(t~ 
Most  justly  think  (and  we  are  much  the  gainers) 
Such  conduct  neither  apirit,  wit,  nor  manners. 

For  Rig^  the  third,  our  last,  our  best,  our  dearest, 
That  right  to  fluttering  female  hearts  the  nearest; 
Which  even  the  Rights  of  Kings,  in  low  prostration, 
Most  humbly  own — 'tis  dear,  dear  admirationi 
In  that  blest  sphere  alone  we  live  and  move; 
There  taste  that  life  of  life — immortal  love. 
Smiles,  glances,  sighs,  tears,  fits,  flirtations,  airs; 
'Gainst  such  an  host  what  flinty  savage  dares, 
When  awful  Beauty  joins  with  all  her  charms— 
Who  is  so  raih  ai  rise  in  nbd  ftnns  ? 

But  truce  with  Icin^,  and  triKe  with  constitutioni. 
With  bloody  annaments  and  revolutions ; 
Let  Majesty  your  first  attention  summon, 
AkI  ga  irai  thk  hajbsiy  of  wouan  I 


EPIGRAM  ON  SEEING  MISS  FONTENELLE  IN  A 
FAVOURITE  CHARACTER 

SwKET  naivete  of  feature. 

Simple,  wild,  enchanting  elf, 
Not  to  thee,  but  thanks  to  Nature 

Thou  art  acting  but  thyself. 

Wert  thou  aiHcward,  stJET,  affected. 
Spurning  Nature,  torturing  art; 

Loves  and  Graces  all  rejected. 
Then  Indeed  thoo'd'st  act  a  part. 


EXTEMPORE   ON    SOME    COMMEMORATIONS 
OF  THOMSON 

Doer  thou  not  rise,  Indignant  shade, 
And  smile  wi'  spuming  scorn. 
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Wben  they  wba  wad  bae  starved  thy  life. 
Thy  scnselesi  tuH  adorn  F 

Helpless,  alane,  thou  clamb  the  brae, 

Wi'  meikle  honest  toil, 
And  ciaught  th'  unfading  garland  there— 

Thy  sair-worn,  ri^tful  spoil. 

And  wear  it  there  I  and  call  aloud 

This  axiom  undoubted — 
Would  thou  hae  Nobles'  patronage? 

First  leani  to  live  without  it  t 

To  whom  hae  much,  more  shall  be  given. 

Is  every  Great  man's  faith; 
But  he,  the  helpless,  needful  wretch. 

Shall  lose  the  mite  he  hath. 


DUNCAN  GRAY 

DuKCAN  Gkay  cam'  here  to  woo. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
On  blytiie  Yule-night  when  we  were  fou. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't, 
Maggie  coost  her  head  fu'  heigh, 
Look'd  asldent  and  unco  skeigfi. 
Cart  poor  Duncan  stand  abeigh; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't: 

Duncan  fleech'd  and  Duncan  pray'd; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't, 
Meg  was  deaf  as  Ailsa  craig. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't: 
Duncan  sigh'd  baith  out  and  in, 
Grat  bis  e'en  baith  blear't  an'  blk^, 
Spak  o'  lowpia  o'er  a  linn ; 

Ha,  ha,  the  V 
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Time  and  Chance  are  bat  a  tid^ 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  0% 
Slighted  love  is  sair  to  bide. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't: 
Shall  I  like  a  fool,  quoth  he, 
For  a  haughty  hizzie  die? 
She  may  gae  to — France  for  me  t 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

How  it  comes  let  doctors  tell. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't; 
Meg  grew  sick,  as  he  grew  hale. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Something  in  her  bosom  wrings. 
For  relief  a  si^  she  brings: 
And  oh  I  her  een  they  spak  sic  things  I 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't: 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't: 
Duncan  could  na  be  her  death. 
Swelling  Pity  smoor'd  his  wrath ; 
Now  they're  crouse  and  canty  baidi. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  ot: 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  THEM   THAT'S   AWA 

Here's  a  health  to  them  tha's  awa, 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa; 
And  wha  winna  wish  gude  luck  to  our  cause, 
May  never  gude  luck  be  their  fa'  I 
It's  gude  to  be  merry  and  wise. 
It's  gude  to  be  honest  and  true; 
Ifs  gude  to  support  Caledonia's  cause. 

And  bide  by  the  bufE  and  the  Uue. 
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Here's  *  titalth  to  thetn  that's  ftwA, 
Here's  t  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
Here's  a  health  to  Charlie*  the  chief  iV  the  clan, 
Altho'  that  hti  band  he  but  tltia'  I 
May  Liberty  tutet  wi'  lucecja  I 

May  Prudence  protect  her  fr«e  wtl! 
May  tyrant*  and  tyranny  tine  1'  the  mlH, 
And  wander  thdr  way  to  Qm  devil  I 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 

Here's  a  health  to  theni  that'l  awa; 
Here's  a  btahh  to  Taoiniie,'  the  Norlan'  laddi^ 
That  livea  at  the  lug  o'  the  law  I 
Here's  freedom  to  thetn  that  Wad  read. 
Here's  frcedoto  to  thdm  that  wad  write. 
There's  nan*  ever  feafd  that  the  truth  should  be 
heard, 
But  they  .whom  the  truth  would  indite; 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
An'  here's  to  them  that's  awa  I 
Here's  to  Maitland  and  Wycombe,  let  wha  doesoa 
like  'em 
Be  built  in  a  hole  in  the  wa'; 
Here's  timmer  that's  red  at  the  heart 
Here's  fruit  that  is  sound  at  the  core; 
And  may  he  be  that  wad  turn  the  buff  and  blue  coat 
Be  tum'd  to  the  back  o'  the  door. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 

Herd's  a  health'  to  them  that's  awa; 
Here's  chieftain  M'Leod,  a  chieftain  worth  gowd, 
Tho'  bred  amang  mountains  o'  snaw; 
Here's  friends  on  baith  sides  o'  the  hnl]. 
And  friends  on  baith  sides  o'  the  Tweed; 
And  wha  wad  betray  old  Albion's  right. 
May  they  never  eat  of  her  bread  I 

'Cbtrle*  Jvnn  Fw.       'Hoa.  Tbet.  Enhiiu,  tJWnrSidi  Ler4  EnUoa 
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A  TII*PUNG  BALLAI) 

Oa  the  Dak«  of  Brunswick's  Breaking  up  his  Caaap,  and  the 
defeat  of  the  Austrians,  by  Dumouriet,  florember  1792. 

WbeM  Princes  and  Prelates, 

And  bot-headed  aealots, 
A'  Europe  had  aat  in  a  low,  a  low. 

The  poor  man  lies  down, 

Nor  envies  a  crown, 
And  comforts  himself  as  he  dow,  as  he  dow, 
And  comforts  himself  as  he  dow. 

The  Uack-headed  eagle, 

As  keen  as  a  beagle, 
He  hunted  o'er  height  and  o'er  howe. 

In  the  braes  o'  Gemappe, 

He  fell  in  a  trap. 
E'en  let  him  come  out  as  he  dow,  dOw,  dow, 
E'en  let  him  conie  oilt  as  he  dow. 
*  *  •  «  h  *      -    * 

But  truce  With  Comuidtlons, 

And  new-fangled  notions, 
A  bumper,  I  trust  you'll  allow ; 

Here's  George  our  good  long. 

And  Charlotte  his  queen. 
And  lang  may  they  ring  as  they  dow,  dow,  dow. 
And  lang  may  they  ring  as  they  dow. 


POORTITH    CAULD    AND    RESTLESS    LOVE 
TiMM— 'OmiU  K^I  in  AberdecD." 

O  roslniTd  Caiild,  and  restiasB  love^ 
Ye  wradc  my  peace  between  y*; 

Yet  ptertilh  i'  I  could  forgive, 
An  't«er«  nt  for  toy  Jeanie. 
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Chorus — 0  why  should  Fate  sic  pleasare  have^ 
Life's  dearest  bands  untwining? 
Or  why  sae  sweet  a  flower  as  love 
Deprad  on  Fortune's  shining? 


The  warld's  wealth,  when  I  tfiink  oo, 
It's  pride  and  a'  the  lave  o't; 

O  fie  on  silly  coward  man, 
That  he  should  be  the  slave  o't  1 
O  why,  &c. 

Her  e'en,  sae  bonle  blue,  betray 
How  she  repays  my  passion; 

But  prudence  is  her  o'erword  ay«v 
She  talks  o'  rank  and  f  asliion. 
O  why,  &c. 

O  wha  can  prudence  think  np<x^ 

And  sic  a  lassie  by  him? 
O  wha  can  prudence  think  upon. 

And  sae  in  love  as  I  am  ? 
O  why.  &c 

How  West  the  simple  cotter's  fate  I 
He  woos  his  artless  dearie ; 

The  silly  bogles,  wealth  and  stat«i 
Can  never  make  him  eerie. 
O  why,  &C. 


ON   POLITICS 

Ih  Politics  if  thou  would'st  mi^ 
And  mean  thy  fortunes  be ; 

Bear  this  in  mind,  be  deaf  and  blitidt 
Let  great  folk  hear  and  see. 
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BRAW   LADS   0'   GALLA    WATER 

Beaw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow-braes, 
They  rove  amang  the  blooming  heather; 

But  Yarrow  braes,  nor  Ettricjc  shaws 
Can  match  the  lads  o'  Galla  Water, 

But  there  is  ane,  a  secret  ane, 
Aboon  them  a'  I  loe  him  better; 

And  I'll  be  his,  and  he'll  be  mine, 
The  bonie  lad  o'  GaUa  Water. 

Altho'  his  daddie  was  nae  laird. 
And  tho'  I  hae  nae  meildc  tocher. 

Yet  rich  in  kindest,  truest  love. 
We'll  tent  our  flocks  by  Galla  Water. 

It  ne'er  was  wealth,  it  ne'er  was  wealth, 
That  coft  contentment,  peace,  or  pleasure; 

The  bands  and  bliss  o'  mutnal  love, 
O  that's  the  chiefest  warld's  treasure. 


SONNET  WRITTEN  ON  THE  AUTHOR'S 

BIRTHDAY, 

On  bearing  a  Thrush  sing  to  his  Morning  Walk. 

Sing  on,  sweet  thrush,  upon  the  leafless  bough, 
Sing  on,  sweet  bird,  I  listen  to  thy  strain, 
See  aged  Winter,  'mid  his  surly  rcign. 

At  thy  blythe  carol,  clears  his  furrowed  brow. 

So  in  lone  Poverty's  dominion  drear. 
Sits  meek  Content  with  light,  unanxious  heart; 
Welcomes  the  rapid  moments,  bids  them  part, 

Nor  asks  if  they  bring  ought  to  hope  or  fear. 

I  thank  thee,  Author  of  this  opening  day  I 
Thon  whose  bright  sun  now  gilds  yon  orient  skieal 
HC— ToL  8  E 
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Riches  denied,  thy  boon  was  purer  joyi — 
What  wealth  could  never  give  nor  take  away  t 

Yet  come,  thou  chiM  of  fmverty  and  eare, 

The  mite  high  besv'n  bestow'd,  that  mite  with  thee  111 


WANDERING  WILLIE 
First  Vertion 

HsM  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 

Now  tired  with  wandering,  haud  awt  ham« ; 
Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ae  only  dearie, 

And  tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the  same. 
Loud  blew  the  cauld  winter  winds  at  our  parting; 

It  was  na  the  blast  brought  the  tear  in  my  e'e: 
Now  welcome  the  Simmer,  and  weIcom«  my  Willie, 

The  Simmer  to  Nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 

Ye  hurricanet  rest  in  the  cave  o'  your  slumbers, 

O  how  your  wild  horrors  a  lover  alarms ! 
Awaken  ye  breezes,  row  gently  ye  billows, 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  arms. 
But  if  h«'>  forgotten  his  faithf ullest  Nannie, 

O  still  flow  between  us,  thou  wide  roaring  main; 
May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it. 

But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  ain  I 


WANDERING  WILLIE 
Revised  Veriipn 

Hebe  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 
Here  awa,  there  awa,  haud  awa  hame; 

Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ain  only  dearie. 

Tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the  same. 

Winter  winds  blew  loud  and  cauld  at  our  partlnf^ 
Fears  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  my  e'e, 
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Welcome  now  Simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie, 
The  BiiAmsi:  to  Nature,  my  Willie  to  m«. 

Rest,  ye  wild  itonni,  in  the  e^vt  of  your  elumbers, 
How  your  dread  howling  •  lBv«r  alarms  I 

WankMi  jre  brcccell,  row  t^aily  ye  hillowi, 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  anc*  tnair  to  my  arms. 

But  oh,  if  he's  faithless,  and  minds  na  his  Nannie, 
Flow  still  b«tWnn  us,  thou  widd  raarihg  main  j 

May  I  never  t<e  it,  m^  I  nenr  tnhlr  it| 

But,  dflnf,  btUevfe  that  my  WllUt'i  m>  aiit 


LORD  GREGORY 

O  MIRK,  mirk  is  this  midnight  Iwur, 

And  loud  the  tempest's  roar; 
A  wacfu'  wtnder«r  saeks  thy  tbwor* 

L«rd  Gr«g»ry,  ^a  thy  dtfor, 
An  aidlo  fras  htr  father's  ha^ 

And  a'  for  sake  o'  thee ; 
At  least  some  pity  on  ml  ihaw» 

If  love  it  may  na  be. 

Lord  Gregory,  mind'st  thou  not  the  grove 

By  bonie  Irwine  side, 
Where  lifSt  t  own'd  that  Virgin  low 

I  lang,  lang  had  denied. 
How  aften  didst  thou  pledge  and  vow 

Thou  *ad  for  aye  be  mine ! 
And  my  fond  heart,  itsel'  sae  true, 

It  tie'er  mistrusted  thine. 

Hard  is  thy  heart.  Lord  Gregory, 

And  flinty  is  thy  breast: 
Thou  bolt  of  Heaven  that  fiasheat  by, 

O,  wilt  thou  bring  me  rest  I 
Ye  mU9tefIag  thunders  from  above. 

Your  willing  victim  see; 
But  spare  and  pardon  my  fause  Love, 

His  wraags  to  Hoanti  iM  tUi. 
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OPEN  THE  DOOR  TO  ME,  OH 

Oh,  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  shew. 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh, 
Tho'  thou  hast  been  false,  I'll  ever  prove  tnte^ 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh. 

Cauld  is  the  blast  upon  my  pale  cheek, 

But  canlder  thy  love  for  me,  oh : 
The  frost  that  freezes  the  life  at  my  heart, 

Is  nought  to  my  pains  frae  thee,  oh. 

The  wan  Moon  is  setting  behind  the  white  wavc^ 

And  Time  is  setting  with  me,  oh : 
False  friends,  false  love,  farewell  I  for  mair 

I'll  ne'er  trouble  them,  nor  thee,  oh. 

She  has  open'd  the  door,  she  has  open'd  it  viide. 
She  sees  the  pale  corse  on  the  plain,  oh: 

"  My  true  lovel "  she  cried,  and  sank  down  by  his 
side. 
Never  to  rise  again,  db. 


LOVELY  YOUNG  JESSIE 

True  hearted  was  he,  the  sad  swain  o'  the  Yarrow, 

And  fair  are  the  maids  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr; 
But  by  the  sweet  side  o'  the  Nith's  winding  river. 

Are  lovers  as  faithful,  and  maidens  as  fair: 
To  equal  young  Jessie  seek  Scotland  all  over; 

To  equal  young  Jessie  you  seek  it  in  vain, 
Grace,  beauty,  and  elegance  fetter  her  lover. 

And  maidenly  modesty  fixes  the  chain. 

Fresh  is  the  rose  in  the  gay,  dewy  morning. 
And  sweet  is  the  lily,  at  evening  close; 

But  in  the  fair  presence  o'  lovely  young  Jessie;, 
Unseen  is  the  lily,  unheeded  the  rose. 
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Love  sits  in  her  smile,  a  wizard  ensnaring; 

Enthron'd  in  her  een  he  delivers  his  law: 
And  still  to  her  charms  shs  alone  is  a  stranger; 

Her  modest  demeanour's  the  jewel  of  a'. 


MEG  O'   THE  MILL' 

O  KEK  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten, 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten? 
She  gotten  a  coof  wi'  a  claut  o'  siller. 
And  broken  the  heart  o*  the  barley  Miller. 

The  Miller  was  strq>pin,  the  Miller  was  ruddy: 
A  heart  like  a  lord,  and  a  hue  like  a  lady; 
The  laird  was  a  widdifu',  bleent  knurl ; 
She's  left  the  gude  fellow,  and  taen  the  churl. 

The  Miller  he  hecht  her  a  heart  leal  and  loving. 
The  laird  did  address  her  wi'  matter  mair  moving, 
A  fine  pacing-horse  wi'  a  clear  chained  bridle, 
A  whip  by  her  side,  and  a  bonte  side-saddle. 

O  wae  on  the  siller,  it  is  sae  prevailin. 
And  wae  on  the  love  that  is  fixed  on  a  mailen  I 
A  tocher's  nae  word  in  a  true  lover's  parle, 
But  gie  me  my  love,  and  a  fig  for  the  warl' ! 


MEG  O'  THE  Mn,L 

Another    Version 

O  KEN  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten. 
An'  ken  yc  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten? 
A  braw  new  naig  wi'  the  tail  o'  a  rottan, 
And  that's  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten. 
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O  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Hill  loea  dearly. 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  lo«i  dearly? 
A  dram  o'  gude  itnmt  in  the  tnoming  eariy, 
And  that's  what  Htg  o'  the  Hill  loea  dearfy. 

O  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  married, 
An'  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  married? 
The  priest  he  was  oxter'd,  the  dark  be  was  carried. 
And  that's  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  married. 

O  ken  ye  how  Meg  d'  the  Mill  was  b«dded. 
An'  ken  ye  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  bed<W? 
The  groom  ^t  sae  fou',  he  fell  awald  beside  it. 
And  that's  how  Meg  o'  the  Mill  was  bedded. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  RETURN 

Air—"  The  Mill,  mill,  O." 

Whkn  wild  war's  deadly  blast  was  blawn. 

And  gentle  peace  returning, 
Wi'  mony  a  sweet  babe  fatherless, 

And  mony  a  widow  mourning; 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field. 

Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger, 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honeit  Eodger. 

A  leal,  light  heart  was  in  my  breast. 

My  hand  unstain'd  wi'  plunder; 
And  for  fair  Scotia,  hame  again, 

I  cheery  on  did  wander; 
I  thought  upon  the  banks  o*  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
I  thought  upon  the  witching  smile 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy. 

At  length  I  reach'd  the  bonte  glen, 
Where  e«rly  life  I  sported; 
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I  pjtss'd  Qrt  mill  and  ItTstinv  tborn. 

Where  Nafti^  aft  I  tourtedi 
Wfaa  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  inaid, 

Down  by  h«r  mother's  dwelling  I 
And  tuni'd  me  roiUid  t9  hide  the  fldod 

That  in  mjr  e'en  was  swellitlg. 

Wi'  alter'd  Voice,  quoth  I,  "  Sweet  las^ 

Sweet  as  yon  hawthorti'i  btiinom, 
Ol  happy,  h^py  tnay  he  be, 

That's  dearest  to  thy  InmkmiI: 
My  purse  is  light,  I've  far  to  gang. 

And  fain  would  be  thy  lodger; 
I've  serv'd  my  king  and  country  lang— 

Take  pity  oti  a  Sddgcr," 

Sae  wistfully  she  gaz'd  on  me. 

And  tovelicr  wai  th&n  ever; 
Quo'  she)  "  A  sodgtir  aticc  I  lo'cd, 

Forget  him  shall  I  nbret: 
Our  humbK  cot,  «nil  hbtneljr  fsn. 

Ye  freely  shall  partake  it; 
That  gallant  badge — the  dear  cockade, 

Ye're  welcome  for  the  sake  o't," 

She  gaz'd — she  redden'd  like  a  rose — 

Sjrne  pale  like  «n/  lily; 
She  sank  within  toy  arms,  and  cried, 

"Art  thou  my  ain  deat  Willie?" 
"  By  him  Who  made  yon  >un  and  iky  I 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man ;  and  thus  may  still 

True  lovers  be  rewarded. 

"The  wars  are  o'er,  abd  I'm  come  hamc^ 
And  find  thee  still  true-hearted; 

Tho'  poor  In  geaf)  we're  rich  In  love, 
And  ttair  we'se  ne'er  be  parted." 

Quo'  tbe,  "  My  gratidsire  left  mi  gowd, 
A  ABilen  pleniBh'd  fairly; 
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And  come,  my  faithfu'  sod^rer  Ia<!l, 
Thou'rt  weI(X)ine  to  it  dearly ! " 

For  gold  the  mercbant  plot^hs  the  m 

The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor; 
But  glory  is  the  sodger's  prize. 

The  sodger's  wealth  is  honor: 
The  brave  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise. 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger; 
Remember  he's  his  country's  Stay, 

In  day  aijd  hour  of  danger. 


VtnUM,  aj».  1793 

THE  TRUE  LOYAL  NATIVES 

Ye  true  "  Loyal  Natives  "  attend  my  soog 

In  uproar  and  riot  rejoice  the  night  long; 

From  Envy  and  Hatred  your  core  is  exempt. 

But  where  is  your  sbield  fr<Kn  the  darts  of  Contempt  I 


ON  COMMISSARY  GOLDIE'S  BRAINS 

Lord,  to  account  who  dares  thee  call. 
Or  e'er  dispute  thy  pleasure? 

Else  why,  within  so  thick  a  wall. 
Enclose  so  poor  a  treasure? 


LINES  INSCRIBED  IN  A  LADY'S  POCKET 
ALMANAC 

Gkaht  me,  indulgent  Heaven,  that  I  may  live, 
To  see  the  miscreants  feel  the  pains  they  give ; 
Deal  Freedom's  sacred  treasures  free  as  air. 
Till  Slave  and  Despot  be  but  things  that  were. 


^laiiizodbvGoogle 


POEMS  AND  SONGS 


THANKSGIVING  FOR  A  NATIONAL  VICTORY 

Ye  hypocrites!  are  these  your  pranks? 
To  murder  men  and  give  God  thanks! 
Desist,  for  shamel — proceed  no  further; 
God  won't  accept  your  thanks  for  mustherI 


LINES  ON  THE  COMMEMORATION  OF  RODNEY'S 
VICTORY 

Instead  of  a  song,  boys,  I'll  give  you  a  toast; 
Here's  to  the  memory  of  those  we  have  lost  1 — 
That  we  lost,  did  I  say? — nay,  by  Heav'n,  that  we  found; 
For  their  fame  it  will  last  while  the  world  goes  round. 
The  next  in  succession  I'll  give  you's  the  King  t 
Whoe'er  would  betray  him,  on  high  may  he  swing! 
And  here's  the  grand  fabric,  the  free  Constitution, 
As  built  on  the  base  of  our  great  Revolution! 
And  longer  with  Politics  not  to  be  cramm'd. 
Be  Anarchy  curs'd,  and  be  Tyranny  damn'dt 
And  who  would  to  Liberty  e'er  prove  disloyal, 
May  his  son  be  a  hangman — and  himself  his  first  trial  t 


THE  RAPTURES  OF  FOLLY 

Thou  greybeard,  old  Wisdom!  may  boast  of  thy  treasures; 

Give  me  with  old  Folly  to  live ; 
I  grant  thee  thy  calm-blooded,  time-settled  pleasures. 

But  Fotly  has  raptures  to  give. 


KIRK  AND  STATE  EXaSEMEN" 

Ye  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  why  all  this  sneering 
'Gainst  poor  Excisemen?    Give  the  cause  a  hearing: 
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What  arc  your  Landlord's  rent-rolls ?— taxing  ledgers! 
What  Freipier^f— wli»t  ttit  MqnarghgK-mijbty  OaMgersf 
Nay,  what  are  Priests?  (those  seeming  godly  wise-men,) 
What  are  they,  pray,  bm  Spiritual  Excisemen  1 


ECTEMPORE  REPLY  TO  AN  INVITATION 

Thi  King's  most  hurahle  servant,  I 
Can  scarcely  sp^e  a  minute; 

But  ni  be  wi'  you  by  an'  by; 
Or  etK  titc  Deil's  be  ip  it. 


GRACE  AFTER  MEAT 

LpiW,  wp  tbanlf,  ^d  tliep  atjQff, 

For  tpmppral  ^ifts  we  HtHc  merit ; 
At  prf^nt  lye  viU  asV  no  nwrerrr: 


GRACE  BEFORE  ANP  AETER  WEAT 
0  LoBD,  when  bHnger  viw^^  sore 

Do  thou  stand  \)i  JQ  ^tead. 
And  send  us,  fron^  (hy  bout^teous  stpr^t^ 
A  tup  or  wether  head  I    Ani^Ri 


O  L^ltB,  sinee  we  b^vf  fe^mj  t^W 

Which  we  so  little  merit, 
t^t  Mag  now  take  away  the  flesbi 

AiWl  jQCfc  bripg  in  tl)e  spirit  t     Am« 
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IMPROMPTU  ON  GENERAL  DUMOURIER'S 

DESERTION    FROM    THE   FRENCH 

REPUBLICAN  ARMY 

You're  welcamc  to  Despots,  DuiDDUrieTi 
You're  weicom*  to  Despots,  Dumouricr: 

How  does  Dunpierc  do? 

Ay,  and  Boumonvilla  too? 
Why  did  they  not  comfl  «lopg  with  yow,  Dumourier? 

I  will  flght  France  with  you,  Dufflouripr; 
I  will  fight  Franea  with  you,  Dumourier; 

I  will  fight  France  with  you, 

I  will  take  my  chance  with  you 
By  my  soul,  I'll  dance  with  you,  Dumourier. 

Then  let  us  fight  afeout,  Dumourier; 
Then  let  us  fight  about,  Dumourier; 

Then  let  us  fight  about. 
Till  Freedom's  spark  be  out. 
Then  we'll  be  d— d,  uo  doubt,  Dumourier. 


THE  LAST  TIME  I  CAME  O'ER  THE  MOOR 

The  last  time  I  eame  o'er  the  moor. 

And  left  Maria's  dwelling. 
What  ihroaa,  what  tortures  passing  cure. 

Were  in  my  bosom  swelling: 
Condemn'd  to  see  my  rival's  reign, 

While  I  in  secret  languish ; 
To  feel  a  fire  in  every  vein. 

Vet  dare  not  speak  my  anguish. 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  despairing,  I 
Fain,  fain,  my  crime  would  cover; 

Th'  unweeting  groan,  the  bursting  sigh, 
Betray  the  guilty  lover. 
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I  know  my  doom  must  be  despair. 
Thou  wilt  nor  canst  relieve  me; 

But  oh,  Maria,  hear  my  prayer. 
For  Pity's  sake  forgive  me  I 

The  music  of  thy  tongue  I  heard. 

Nor  wist  while  it  enslav'd  me; 
I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  {ear'<( 

Till  fear  no  more  had  saVd  me: 
The  unwary  sailor  thus,  aghast. 

The  wheeling  torrent  viewing, 
"Uid  circling  horrors  yields  at  last 

To  overwhelming  ruin. 


LOGAN  BRAES 


O  Logan,  sweetly  didst  thou  glide. 
That  day  I  was  my  Willie's  bride. 
And  years  sin  syne  hae  o'er  us  run. 
Like  Logan  to  the  simmer  sun: 
But  now  thy  flowery  banks  appear 
Like  drumlie  Winter,  dark  and  drear. 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  face  his  fae^ 
Far,  far  frae  me  and  Ijogan  braes. 

Again  the  merry  month  of  May 

Has  made  our  hills  and  valleys  gay; 

The  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers. 

The  bees  hum  round  the  breathing  flowersi 

Blythe  Morning  lifts  his  rosy  eye. 

And  Evening's  tears  are  tears  o'  joy: 

My  soul,  delightless  a'  surveys. 

While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 

Within  yon  milk-white  hawthorn  bush, 
Amang  her  nestlings  sits  the  thrush : 
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Her  faithfu'  mate  will  share  her  toil, 
Or  wi'  his  song  her  cares  beguile; 
But  I  wi'  my  sweet  nurslings  here, 
Nac  mate  to  help,  nae  mate  to  cheer. 
Pass  widow'd  nights  and  joyless  days. 
While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 

O  wae  be  to  you.  Men  o'  State, 
That  brethren  rouse  in  deadly  hate! 
As  ye  make  mony  a  fond  heart  mourn, 
Sae  may  it  on  your  heads  return  t 
How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy 
The  widow's  tear,  the  orphan's  cry? 
But  soon  may  peace  bring  happy  days. 
And  Willie  hame  to  Logan  braes  I 


BLYTHE  HAE  I  BEEN  ON  YON  HILL 
TinM— "The  Quaker's  Wife." 

fitYTHE  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill. 

As  the  lambs  before  me; 
Careless  ilka  thought  and  free. 

As  the  breeze  flew  o'er  me; 
Now  nae  langer  sport  and  play, 

Mirtb  or  sang  can  please  me; 
Ijssley  is  sae  fair  and  coy. 

Care  and  anguish  seize  me. 

Heavy,  heavy  is  the  task, 

Hopeless  love  declaring; 
Trembling,  I  dow  nocht  but  gloVr, 

Sighing,  dumb  despairing  t 
If  she  winna  ease  the  thraws 

In  my  bosom  swelling. 
Underneath  the  grass-green  sod. 

Soon  maim  be  my  dwelling. 
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O  WERE  MY  LOVE  YON  LILAC  FAIR 

4ir— '•Bvghl*  Oratiam." 

O  WElE  ray  love  yon  LiUc  fair, 

Wi'  purple  blotsoms  to  the  Spri>lff> 
And  I,  a  bird  to  shelter  there. 

When  wearied  on  my  little  wing! 
How  I  wad  mourn  when  (t  wav  tern 

By  Autumn  wild,  and  Winter  rude  I 
But  I  wad  Bing  nn  wanton  wtng, 

When  youthfu'  May  its  bloom  renew'd. 

O  gin  my  love  were  yen  red  rose. 

That  growi  upon  the  cattle  wa*] 
And  I  myMlf  a  drap  o'  dew, 

Into  her  bonie  breast  to  fa'  I 
O  there,  beyond  expression  blest, 

I'd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night; 
Seal'd  on  her  silk-saft  faulds  to  reg^ 

Till  fley'd  awa  by  Phosbus'  light  I 


BONIE  JEAN— A  BALLAD 

To  lU  aj*  time. 

There  was  a  Um.  apd  "hd  wm  fair. 

At  kirk  qr  m^rktt  to  b»  wen; 
When  a'  our  fsJMSt  mai^O  ^f*  nwt. 

The  fairest  pt^id  wa4  tnnifl  jHfl- 

And  aye  she  wrought  her  mammie's  watk. 
And  aye  she  sang  sae  merrilie; 

The  blythest  bird  upon  the  bush 
Had  ne'er  a  ligfatar  heart  than  she. 

But  hawks  will  rob  the  tender  joys 
That  bless  the  little  lintwhitc's  aest; 

And  fiost  will  bli|^t  the  fairest  flowers. 
And  |ov«  will  break  the  Mundsit  rest 
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Young  BxjbK  wai  th«  bravest  lad, 
The  flower  and  pride  of  »'  the  glen; 

And  he  had  owsen,  sheep,  and  kye. 
And  wanton  naigiei  nine  or  tea. 

He  gaed  wi'  Jeanie  to  the  tryste. 
He  danc'd  wi'  Jeanie  on  the  down; 

And,  lan^  ere  witless  Jeanie  wist, 
Her  heart  was  tint,  her  peace  was  stownl 

As  in  the  bosom  of  the  stream, 
The  moon-beara  dwells  at  dewy  e'cQi 

So  trembling,  pure,  was  tender  love 
Within  the  breast  of  bonic  Jean, 

And  now  she  works  her  mammie's  wark. 
And  aye  she  sighs  wi'  care  and  pain; 

Yet  vnit  na  what  her  ail  might  be. 
Or  what  wad  make  her  weel  again. 

But  did  na  Jeanic's  heart  loup  light. 

And  didna  joy  blink  in  her  «'e. 
As  Robie  tauld  a  tale  o'  love 

Ae  e'ening  on  the  lily  lea? 

The  sun  was  sinking  in  the  west, 
Tlie  birds  sang  sweet  in  ilka  grove; 

His  cheek  to  hers  be  fondly  laid. 
And  whisper'd  thus  his  tale  o'  love: 

"O  Jeanie  fair,  I  16'«  thee  dear; 

O  canst  thou  think  to  fancy  me. 
Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  mammie's  cot. 

And  learn  to  tent  the  farms  wi'  me? 

"At  bam  or  byre  thou  shalt  na  drudge. 
Or  naething  else  to  trouble  thee ; 

But  stray  amang  the  heather-bells. 
And  tent  the  waving  com  wi'  mc." 
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Now  what  could  artless  Jeanie  do  ? 

She  had  tue  will  to  say  him  na: 
At  length  she  blush'd  a  sweet  consent, 

And  love  was  aye  between  them  tws. 


LINES  ON  JOHN  M-MURDO,  ESQ. 

Blest  fw  M'Murdo  to  his  latest  day  t 
No  envious  cloud  o'ercast  his  evening  ray; 
No  wrinkle,  furrow'd  by  the  hand  of  care. 
Nor  ever  sorrow  add  one  silver  hair ! 
O  may  no  son  the  father's  honour  stain. 
Nor  ever  daughter  give  the  mother  pain  I 


EPITAPH   ON   A  LAP-DOG 

In  wood  and  wild,  ye  warbling  throng. 

Your  heavy  loss  deplore ; 
Now,  half  extinct  your  powers  of  song. 

Sweet  Echo  is  no  more. 

Ye  jarring,  screeching  things  around. 
Scream  your  discordant  joys; 

Now,  half  your  din  of  tuneless  sound 
With  Echo  silent  lies. 


EPIGRAMS  AGAINST  THE  EARL  OF  GALLOWAY 

What  dost  thou  in  that  mansion  fair? 

Flit,  Galloway,  and  find 
Some  narrow,  dirty,  dungeon  cave. 

The  picture  of  thy  mind. 

No  Stewart  art  thou,  Galloway, 
The  Stewarts  all  were  brave; 
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Besides,  the  Stewarts  were  hut  fools. 
Not  one  of  them  a  knave. 

Bright  ran  thy  line,  O  Galloway, 
Thro'  many  a  far-f am'd  sire  I 
So  ran  the  far-famed  Roman  way. 
And  ended  in  a  mire. 

Spare  mc  thy  vengeance,  Galloway  t 

In  quiet  let  me  live : 
I  ask  no  kindness  at  thy  hand, 

For  thou  hast  Dime  to  give. 


EPIGRAM    ON    THE    LAIRD    OF    LAGGAN 

When  Morine,  deceas'd,  to  the  Devil  went  down, 
'Twas  nothing  wovdd  serve  him  but  Satan's  own  crown ; 
"Thy  fool's  head,"  quoth  Satan,  "that  crown  shall  wear 

I  grant  thou'rt  as  wicked,  but  not  quite  so  clever." 


SONG— PHILLIS  THE  FAIR 
T*ne—"  RoMn  Adair," 

While  larks,  with  little  wing, 

Fann'd  the  pure  air, 
Tasting  the  breathing  Spring, 

Forth  I  did  fare: 
Gay  the  sun's  golden  eye 
Peep'd  o'er  the  mountains  high; 
Such  thy  mom !  did  I  cry, 

Fhillis  the  fair. 

In  each  bird's  careless  song. 

Glad  I  did  share; 
While  yon  wild-flowers  among. 

Chance  led  me  there  I 
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SwCet  to  tht  op'nlng  day. 
Rosebuds  bent  the  dewy  ^r^; 
Such  thy  bloom !  did  I  say, 
Phillii  th«  fair. 

Down  in  t  bhady  walk, 

Doves  cooing  were! 
I  mark'd  the  cniel  hawk 

Caught  in  a  saare : 
So  kind  may  fortune  be, 
Such  make  his  destiny, 
He  who  vreold  injure  tbt€, 

Phillis  the  fair. 


SONG— HAD  I  A  CAVE 

TVti*— "Robin  Adair."  j 

Haa  I  a  cave  on  some  wild  distant  stiere,  i 

Where  the  winds  howl  to  the  wave's  dashing  roar:  ' 

There  would  I  weep  tny  woes, 

There  seek  my  lost  repose,  I 

Till  grief  my  eyes  should  close. 

Ne'er  to  wake  more !  '■ 

Falsest  of  womankind,  can'st  thou  declare 
All  thy  fond,  plighted  vows  fleeting  as  air  t 

To  thy  new  lover  hie. 

Laugh  o'er  thy  perjury  j 

Then  in  thy  b«om  try 

What  peace  is  there  t 


SONG.— BY   ALLAN   STREAM 

By  Allan  stream  I  chanc'd  to  rove. 

While  Phoebus  satA  beyond  Benledi;  j 

The  winds  are  whi^erinK  thro*  ttie  grovfe 

The  yellow  com  was  waving  ready :  j 


I 
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I  liiten'd  to  a  lover's  sanp. 

An'  thought  on  youthfa'  pleasures  njony; 
And  aye  the  wild-wood  cchpes  rang — 

"  O,  dearly  do  I  love  thw,  Annte! 

"  O,  happy  be  the  woodbine  bower, 

Nae  nightly  iMigts  make  it  eerie; 
Nor  ever  Borrow  stain  the  hour. 

The  place  atid  time  I  met  my  E)earlel 
Her  head  upon  my  throbbing  brcait, 

She,  sinking,  said,  '  I'm  thtn«  for  evtrl ' 
While  mony  a  kiu  the  seal  imprist-«> 

The  sacred  vow  we  ne'er  should  sever." 

The  haunt  o'  Spring's  the  primrose-brae,     . 

The  &ii(iimer  joys  tbe  flocks  to  follow; 
How  cheery  thro'  her  short'ning  day. 

Is  Autumn  in  her  weedi  o'  yellow; 
But  can  they  melt  t^C  glowing  heart, 

Or  chsi;^  the  soul  in  speeeHcss  plcasiireP 
Or  thro'  each  nerve  the  rapture  dart. 

Like  meeting  her,  our  bosmn's  trewiire? 


WHISTLE.  AND  I'LL  COME  TO  YOU,  MY  LAD 

Chorutj-^  WHISTLE  «ii'  I'll  come  to  yt,  my  lad, 
O  whistle  an'  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  lad, 
Tho'  father  an'  mother  an'  a'  should  gae  mad, 
O  whistle  an"  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  lad. 

But  warily  tent  when  ye  pome  to  court  me. 
And  come  nae  unless  tht  back-yetl  be  a-jee; 
Syne  up  the  back-stile,  and  let  naebody  see. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin  to  me, 
And  come  u  ye  wtr^  nt  comin  to  me. 
0  whistle  ap'  ril  come,  &c. 

At  kirk,  or  at  market,  whene'w  ye  meet  m^ 
Gang  by  me  as  tho'  that  ye  car'd  na  a  flie ; 
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But  steal  me  a  blink  o'  your  bonie  black  e*^ 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  oa  locdEin  to  me, 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  lodkin  to  ne. 
O  whistle  an'  111  come,  ftc. 

Aye  TOW  and  protest  that  ye  care  na  for  me^ 

And  whiles  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a-wee ; 
But  court  na  anither,  tho'  jokin  ye  be. 
For  fear  that  she  wile  your  fancy  frae  me, 
For  fear  that  she  wile  your  fancy  frae  me. 
O  whistle  an'  I'll  come,  &c. 


PHILUS  THE  QUEEN  C  THE  FAIR 

rwM— ■"  The  Haddn  o'  Geordie'*  Bjre." 

Adowh  winding  Nith  I  did  wander. 
To  mark  the  sweet  flowers  as  they  spring; 

Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander. 
Of  PhiUis  to  muse  and  to  sing. 

Ckorut. — Awa'  wi'  your  belles  and  your  beatitiei^ 
They  never  wi'  her  can  compare, 
Whaever  has  met  wi'  my  PhiUis, 
Has  met  wi'  the  queen  o'  the  fair. 

TTie  daisy  antus'd  my  fond  fanty. 

So  artless,  so  simple,  so  wild; 
Thou  emblem,  said  I,  o'  my  PhilUs— 

For  she  is  Simplicity's  child. 
Awa'  wi'  your  belles,  &c. 

The  rose-bud's  the  blush  o'  my  charmer. 
Her  sweet  balmy  lip  when  'tis  prest : 

How  fair  and  bow  pure  is  the  lilyl 

But  fairer  and  purer  her  breast 

Awa'  wi'  your  belles,  &c 
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Yon  knot  of  gay  flowers  in  the  arbour, 
They  ne'er  wi'  my  PhJIIis  can  Tie : 

Her  breath  is  the  breath  of  the  woodbine. 
Its  dew-drop  o'  diamond  her  tyt. 
Awa'  wi'  your  belles,  &c 

Her  voice  is  the  song  o'  the  morning. 
That  wakes  thro'  the  green-spreading  grove 

When  Phoebus  peeps  over  the  mountains, 
On  music,  and  pleasure,  and  love. 
Awa'  wi'  your  belles,  &c 

But  beauty,  how  frail  and  how  fleeting! 

The  bloom  of  a  fine  summer's  day; 
While  worth  in  the  mind  o'  my  Fhil^s, 

Will  flourish  without  a  decay. 
Awa'  wi*  your  belles,  &c 


COME,    U:T    me   take   thee   to    my    BREAST 

CoHB,  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast. 

And  pledge  we  ne'er  shall  sunder; 
And  I  shall  spurn  as  vilest  dust 

The  world's  wealth  and  grandeur: 
And  do  I  hear  my  Jeanie  own 

That  eqtul  transports  move  her? 
I  ask  for  dearest  life  alone. 

That  I  may  live  to  love  her. 

Thus,  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  her  charms, 

I  clasp  my  countless  treasure ; 
111  seek  nae  mair  o'  Heav'n  to  share, 

Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure: 
And  by  thy  e'en  sae  bonie  blue, 

I  swear  I'm  thine  for  ever  I 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow. 

And  break  it  shall  I  never. 
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DAINTY   DAVIE 


Now  rosjr  Uty  coma  in  wi'  flowers, 
To  deck  her  gay,  grcen-aiucadiiig  bvwert; 
And  now  comes  in  the  happy  hours, 
To  wander  wi'  niy  Darie- 

Chonu.—iJLttX  me  on  the  warlock  knpw^ 
Dainty  D^vie,  Dainty  C^vtt; 
There  I'll  jpepd  the  d^y  wi'  yOU 
My  ain  dear  Dainty  Davic. 

The  crystal  waters  ToanH  H>  U', 
The  merry  birds  at  lover*  a', 
The  scented  breeieg  roHn^  ur  UjiWa 
A  wandering  v/i'  tny  DaV)^ 
Meet  me  on,  &c 

As  purple  morning  starts  the  har^ 
To  <teal  upon  ber  early  fare. 
Then  thro'  the  dews  I  will  repair. 
To  meet  my  faithfu'  Davie. 
Meet  me  on,  &c. 

When  day,  expiring  in  the  w«t. 

The  curtain  draws  9'  Nature's  rcati 

I  flee  to  hif  arms  I  lo'e  the  b»t, 

And  that's  roy  ain  dear  D«vie. 

Meet  tpo  on.  ftP. 


ROBERT   BRUCE'S   MAKCH   TO   BANNOCKBURN 

Scots,  wh«  bait  wi'  WAti-ACs  Utl 
Scots,  wham  Biuc»  has  «fteo  kd, 
WcIconr«  to  yoar  gory  bed, 
Qrto  Victorltl 
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Now's  the  day,  and  now's  tbe  hour  ] 
Sm  the  front  o*  battle  lour; 
See  approach  proud  Edward^  fowtrm 
Chains  and  Slaveritl 


Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave? 
Wha  cap  fil'  a  coward's  grave? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  Slave  ? 

I^t  him  turn  and  fleet 

Wha,  for  Scotland's  King  and  Law, 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw, 
PsEE-UAN  stand,  or  Fkee-han  fa'. 
Let  him  on  wi'  met 

By  Oppression's  woes  and  pains  I 
By  your  Sona  in  servile  chains  I 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins. 

But  they  shall  be  free  I 

Lay  the  proud  Usurpers  low  I 
Tyrants  fall  in  eveiy  foe ! 
ZfiBEfLTV's  in  every  blow  \-s- 

Let  us  Do  or  Die  t 


BEHOLD   THE   HOUR,   THE   BOAT   ARRIVE 

Behold  the  hour,  th«  boat  arrive; 

Thou  goest,  the  darling  of  my  heart ; 
SevtF^  from  thee,  can  I  survive. 

But  Fate  has  wilt'd  and  we  muat  part 
I'll  often  greet  the  aurgiag  swell. 

Yon  distant  Isle  will  often  hail: 
"  E'en  here  I  took  the  last  farewell ; 

There,  latut  marii'd  her  vanl^'^  sail.'' 


^lailizodbvGOOglc 


HOBEBT  BVBNB 

Along  the  solitary  shore, 

While  flitting  sea-fowl  rouixl  me  erf. 
Across  the  rolling,  dashing  roar, 

I'll  westward  turn  my  wistful  eye: 
**  Happy  thou  Indian  grove,"  111  say, 

"  Where  now  my  Nancy's  path  may  be  I 
While  thro'  thy  sweets  she  loves  to  stray, 

O  tcU  me,  does  she  muse  on  me  I " 


DOWN  THE   BURN,   DAVIE 

As  down  the  burn  they  to<4c  their  way, 
And  thro'  the  flowery  dale; 

His  diedc  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay. 
And  love  was  aye  the  tale : 

With  "  Mary,  when  shall  we  return. 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew?  " 
Quoth  Mary — "  Love,  I  like  the  bum. 

And  aye  shall  follow  you." 


THOU    HAST    LEFT    ME    EVER,    JAMIE 
7<tn«— "Fe«  Um,  father,  fee  him." 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever ; 
Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever: 
Aften  hast  thou  vow'd  that  Death 

Only  should  us  sever ; 
Now  tiiou'st  left  thy  lass  for  aye— 

I  maun  see  thee  never,  Jamie, 

I'll  see  thee  never. 

Thou  hast  ne  forsaken,  Jami^ 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken; 
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Thou  bast  me  forsaken,  Jamie, 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken ; 

Than  canst  love  another  jo. 
While  my  heart  is  breaking; 

Soon  my  weary  ecn  I'll  dose, 
Never  mair  to  waken,  Jami^ 
Never  niair  to  waken  I 


WHERE  ARE  THE  JOYS  I  HAVE  MET? 
Tim»—"Sur  yt  my  father." 

Wbeke  arc  the  joys  I  have  met  in  the  tnoroing, 
That  daoc'd  to  the  lark's  early  song? 

Where  is  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wand'ring. 
At  evening  the  wild-woods  among? 

No  more  a  winding  the  course  of  yon  river. 
And  marking  sweet  flowerets  so  fair. 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  footsteps  of  Pleasnrc, 
But  Sorrow  and  sad-sighing  Care. 

Is  it  that  Summer's  forsaken  our  valleys. 

And  grim,  surly  Winter  is  near  ? 
No,  no,  the  bees  humming  round  the  gay  roses 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  of  the  year. 

Fain  would  I  hide  what  I  fear  to  discover, 
Yet  long,  tong,  too  well  have  I  known ; 

All  that  has  caused  this  wreck  in  my  bosom, 
I*  Jernqr,  fair  Jenny  alone. 

Time  catmot  aid  me,  my  griefs  are  immortal. 

Nor  Hc^  dare  a  comfort  bestow: 
Come  then,  enamour'd  and  fond  of  my  anguish. 

Enjoyment  111  seek  in  n^  woe. 
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DELUDED  SWAIK,  THE  PLEASURE 
rtwr— "Tbc  Collier'a  DachMr." 

Deluded  swain,  the  pleasure 

The  fidile  Fair  cart  give  thce. 
Is  but  a  fairy  treasure. 

Thy  hopes  will  soon  deceive  thee: 
The  billows  on  the  ocean. 

The  breezes  idly  roaming, 
The  cloud's  utlcertain  motion, 

They  are  but  types  of  Woman. 

O  art  thou  not  ashairi'dl 

To  doit  upoti  a  teiitureS' 
if  Man  thdu  wouldst  be  nant'd. 

Despise  the  silly  cttaturt. 
Go,  find  an  honest  fellow, 

Good  claret  set  befttre  OM, 
Hold  On  till  th«u  art  mdhiw, 

And  Ihm  to  bed  iti  glory  I 


THINE  AM  I,  MY  PAlTHniL  FAlfl 
tuH*—"  Tiie  Qntker's  Wife." 

Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  Fair, 

Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy  | 
Ev'ry  pulse  along  my  vcinii 

Ev'ry  roving  fancy. 
To  thy  bosom  Uy  my  hcalt. 

There  to  throb  and  languish; 
Tho'  de^air  had  wrung  its  core, 

That  would  heal  its  anguish. 

Take  away  those  raty  tips, 
Rich  with  balmy  treasure ; 
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Turn  aWay  thine  ej^es  of  love. 
Lest  I  die  with  pleasare  t 

What  is  life  When  wanting  Love? 
Night  without  ft  morning: 

Love's  the  cloudless  summer  sun. 
Nature  gay  idonilng. 


ON    MRS.    RIDDELL'S    BIRTHDAY 

4ih  November  inj- 

Old  Winter,  with  his  frosty  beard, 
Thus  once  to  Jove  his  prayer  preferred: 
"  What  have  I  done  of  all  the  year. 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  severe? 
My  cheerless  suns  no  pleasure  knoW; 
Night's  horrid  car  drags  dreary  sloA ; 
My  dismal  months  no  Joys  are  crowning. 
But  spleeny  English  hanging,  drowning. 

"  Now  Jove,  for  once  be  mighty  dvll. 

To  counterbalance  all  this  evil ; 

Give  rtie,  and  I've  no  more  to  say. 

Give  me  Maria's  natal  day! 

That  brilliant  gift  shall  so  enrich  me. 

Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  cahnot  match  me." 

"  *Tis  done  I  "  says  JovC ;  so  ends  my  story. 

And  Winter  once  rejoiced  in  glory. 


MY  SPOUSE  NANCY 
Tmif—"iif  Je  Juiet" 

"  HtJSfiAND,  husband,  cease  your  strife. 

Nor  longer  idly  rave.  Sir ; 
Tho'  I  Bdi  jrour  wedded  wife 

Yet  I  itti  not  your  alave,  Sir." 
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"  One  of  two  mtut  still  ol)ey, 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Is  it  Man  or  Woman,  lay, 

My  spouse  Nancy?" 

"If  'tis  still  the  lordly  word. 

Service  and  obedience; 
111  desert  my  sov'reign  lord, 

And  so,  good  bye,  allegiance  I " 
"  Sad  will  I  be,  so  bereft, 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Yet  I'll  try  to  make  a  shift, 

My  spouse  Nancy." 

*  My  poor  heart,  then  break  it  mus^ 

My  last  hour  I  am  near  it : 
When  you  lay  me  in  the  dust. 

Think  how  you  will  bear  it." 
"  I  will  hope  and  trust  in  Heaven, 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Strength  to  bear  it  wilt  be  given. 

My  spouse  Nancy." 

"  Well,  Sir,  from  the  silent  dead. 

Still  I'll  try  to  daunt  you; 
Ever  round  your  midnight  bed 

Horrid  sprites  shall  haunt  you  I " 
"  I'll  wed  another  hke  my  dear 

Nancy,  Nancy; 
Then  all  hell  will  fly  for  fear. 

My  spouse  Nancy." 


Still  anxious  to  secure  your  partial  favour. 
And  not  less  anxious,  sure,  this  nij^t  tiian  ever. 
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A  Proltqine,  Epilogfue,  or  some  such  matter, 

'Twould  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing  better; 

So  sought  a  poet,  roosted  near  the  skies. 

Told  him  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  eyes; 

Said,  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed; 

And  last,  my  prologue-business  slily  hinted. 

"  Ma'am,  let  me  tell  you,"  quoth  my  man  of  rhymes, 

**  I  know  your  bent — these  are  no  laughing  times: 

Can  you — but.  Miss,  I  own  I  have  my  fears — 

Dissolve  in  pause,  and  sentimental  tears ; 

With  laden  sighs,  and  solemn-rounded  sentence. 

Rouse  from  his  sluggish  slumbers,  fell  Repentance; 

Paint  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand. 

Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand, 

Catling  the  storms  to  bear  him  o'er  a  guilty  land  ?  " 

I  could  no  more — askance  the  creature  eyeing, 
"  D'ye  think,"  said  I,  "  this  face  was  made  for  crying? 
I'll  laugh,  that's  poa — nay  more,  the  world  shall  know  it; 
And  so,  your  servant !  gloomy  Master  Poet  I " 

Firm  as  my  creed.  Sirs,  'tis  my  fix'd  belief. 
That  Misery's  another  word  for  Grief: 
I  also  think — so  may  I  be  a  bride  t 
That  so  much  laughter,  so  much  life  enjoy'd. 

Thou  man  of  crazy  care  and  ceaseless  sigh. 
Still  under  bleak  Misfortune's  blasting  eye; 
Doom'd  to  that  sorest  task  of  man  alive — 
To  make  three  guineas  do  the  work  of  five: 
Lau^  in  Misfortune's  face — the  beldam  witch  I 
Say,  youll  be  merry,  tbo'  you  can't  be  rich. 

Thou  other  man  of  care,  the  wretch  in  love. 
Who  long  with  jiltish  airs  and  arts  hast  strove; 
Who,  as  the  boughs  all  temptingly  project, 
Measur'st  in  desperate  thought — a  rope — thy  neck— 
Or,  where  the  beetling  cliff  o'erhangs  the  deep, 
Peerest  to  meditate  the  healing  leap : 
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Would'st  tbou  be  cttr'd.  thou  silly,  ttiopjn^  dt? 
Laugfi  At  her  follle»— 4ai1gH  fc'«n  ct  thyatlf : 
Learn  to  despise  tho«e  frowns  rtdw  K)  terrific. 
And  love  a  kirtdei-— that's  yowf  gfiftd  Spetflfit; 

To  sum  up  all,  be  meny,  I  advise; 

And  as  we're  merry,  may  we  still  be  Wtie. 


COMPLIMENTARY  EPIGRAM  ON  MAMA 
RIDDELL 

"PiAisE  Woman  Still,"  his  lofdship  roafs, 

"  DeseiVd  or  not,  no  matter?  " 
But  thee,  wholn  ftll  my  lonl  wl«res, 

Et's  Flattery  cannot  flatter: 

Makia,  all  my  thought  and  dream. 

Inspires  my  vocal  sliell; 
The  more  I  praise  my  lovely  tfaetn^ 

The  more  the  truth  1  tell. 


REMORSEFUL  APOLOGY 

The  friend  whom,  wild  from  Wisdom's  wi 
The  fumes  of  wine  infuriate  send, 

(Not  moony  madness  more  astray) 
Who  but  deplores  that  hapless  friend? 


Mine  was  th'  insensate  frenf ied  part. 
Ah  I  why  should  I  such  scenes  outlive? 

Scenes  so  abhorrent  to  my  heart! — 
'Tis  thine  to  pity  and  forgive. 
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WILT  THOU  BE  MY  DEARIEF 
n«t»— "Tke  SHtor'a  Docbttr." 

Wilt  thou  be  my  Dearie? 
When  Soirgw  wring  thy  gentle  hear^ 

O  wilt  tbou  let  me  cheer  thee  I 
By  the  treasure  of  my  soul. 

That's  the  love  I  bear  thee: 
I  swear  and  vow  that  only  thou 

Shall  ever  be  my  Deam  1 
Only  thou,  I  swear  and  vow, 

Shall  ever  be  my  Dearie ! 

Lassie,  say  thou  lo'es  me ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  na  be  my  ain, 

O  say  na  thou'lt  refuse  me) 
If  it  winna,  canna  be. 

Thou  for  thine  may  choose  mft, 
Let  me,  lassie,  quickly  die. 

Still  trusting;  that  thou  lo'es  mef 
Lassie,  let  me  quickly  die, 

Sdll  trusting  that  thou  lo'es  met 


A  FIDDLER  IN  THE  NORTH 

Tmiu — "  The  King  o'  France  he   rade  a  i»c«." 

Amang  the  trees,  where  humming  bees. 

At  buds  and  flowers  were  hinging,  O, 
Auld  Caledon  drew  out  her  drone, 

And  to  her  pipe  was  singing,  O : 
Twas  Pibroch,  Sang,  Strathspeys,  and  Reels, 

She  dirl'd  them  aff  fu'  clearly,  O : 
When  there  aun'  a  yell  o'  foreign  squeels. 

That  (Uag  boi  tapsalteerie,  O. 
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Their  capon  craws  an'  queer  "  ha,  ha's," 

They  made  our  lugs  grow  eerie,  O ; 
The  hungry  bike  did  scrape  and  fylce. 

Till  we  were  wae  and  weary,  O: 
But  a  royal  ghaist,  wha  ance  was  cas'd, 

A  prisoner,  aughteen  year  awa'. 
He  fir'd  a  Fiddler  in  the  North, 

That  dang  them  tapsatteerie,  O. 


THE  MINSTREL  AT  LINCLUDEK 
r«Mc— "  Cmniiock  Pulmt." 

As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower. 
Where  the  wa'AoVr  scents  the  dewy  air. 

Where  the  howlel  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower, 
And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care. 

Chonu — ^A  lassie  all  alone,  was  making  her  moan. 
Lamenting  our  lads  beyond  the  sea ; 
In  the  bluidy  wars  they  fa',  and  our  honour's 


The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still. 
The  stars  they  shot  along  the  sky; 

The  tod  was  howling  on  the  hill. 
And  the  distant-echoing  glens  reply. 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c. 

The  bum,  adown  its  hazelly  path. 
Was  rushing  by  the  ruin'd  wa'^ 

Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nlth, 
Whase  roarings  seem'd  to  rise  and  fa*. 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c 

The  cauld  blae  North  was  streaming  forth 
Her  lights,  wi'  hissing,  eerie  din. 
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Atliort  the  lift  they  sUrt  and  shift. 
Like  Fortune's  favours,  tint  as  win. 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c 

Now,  loolcing  over  frith  and  fauld, 
Her  horn  the  pale-faced  Cynthia  reai'd. 

When  lo  1  in  form  of  Minstrel  auld, 
A  stem  and  stalwart  ghaist  appear'd. 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c. 

And  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow, 
Might  rous'd  the  slumbering  Dead  to  heiT 

But  oh,  it  was  a  tale  of  woe. 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear  I 
A  lassie  all  alone,  &c 

He  sai^;  wi'  joy  his  former  day. 
He,  weeping,  wail'd  his  latter  times; 

But  what  be  said — it  was  nae  play, 

I  winna  ventur't  in  my  rhymes, 

A  lassie  all  alone,  &c 


A  VISION 

As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower. 
Where  the  wa'flower  scents  the  dewy  aifi 

Where  the  bowlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower. 
And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care. 

The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still, 
The  stars  they  shot  alang  the  sky; 

The  fox  was  howling  on  the  hill. 
And  the  distant  echoing  glens  reply. 

The  stream,  adovm  its  hazelly  path. 
Was  rushing  by  the  riiin'd  wa's. 
Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nith, 
Vhase  distant  roaring  swells  and  fa's. 
H0-.V01.  a 
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The  cauld  blae  North  was  streaming  forA 
Her  lights,  wi'  hissing,  eerie  din ; 

Athwart  the  lift  they  start  and  shift. 
Like  Fortune's  favors,  tint  as  win. 

By  heedless  chance  I  tum'd  mine  eyes. 
And,  by  the  moonbeam,  shook  to  see 

A  stem  and  stalwart  ghaist  arise, 
Attir'd  as  Minstrels  wont  to  be. 

Had  I  a  statue  been  o'  stane, 
His  daring  look  had  daunted  me; 

And  on  his  bonnet  graVd  was  plain. 
The  sacred  posy — "LiBEXTtEl" 

And  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow, 
Might  rous'd  the  sliunb'ring  Dead  to  hear; 

But  oh,  it  was  a  tale  of  woe. 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear  I 

He  sang  wi'  joy  his  former  day. 
He,  weeping,  wailed  his  latter  times; 

But  what  he  said — it  was  nae  play, 
I  winna  ventvr't  in  my  rhymes. 


A  RED,  RED  ROSE 

O  MY  Luve's  like  a  red,  red  rose. 
That's  newly  sprung  in  June : 

0  my  Luve's  like  the  melodie. 
That's  sweetly  play'd  in  tune. 

As  fair  art  thou,  my  bonie  lass, 

So  deep  in  luve  am  I ; 
And  I  will  luve  thee  still,  my  dear, 

Till  a'  the  seas  gang  di?. 
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Till  »'  the  seas  gang  dry,  my  dear, 
And  the  rocks  melt  wi'  the  nm ; 

And  I  will  luvc  thee  still,  my  dear, 
While  the  sands  o'  life  shall  nuu 

And  fare-thee-weel,  my  only  Luvel 
And  fare-thee-weel,  a  while  I 

And  I  will  come  again,  my  Luve, 
Tho'  'twere  ten  thousand  mile  I 


YOUNG  JAMIE,  PRIDE  OF  A'  THE  PLAIN 
Thm— "  The  Carlin  of  the  Gkn." 

YovNG  Jamik,  pride  of  a'  the  plain, 
Sae  gallant  and  sae  gay  a  swain. 
Thro'  a'  oar  lasses  he  did  rove, 
And  reign'd  resistless  King  of  Lov& 

But  now,  wi'  sight  and  starting  tears, 
He  stra- M  amang  the  woods  and  breirs; 
Or  m  the  glens  and  rocky  caves. 
His  sad  complaining  dowie  raves  :— 

"  I  wha  sae  late  did  range  and  rove. 
And  chang'd  with  every  moon  my  love, 
1  little  thought  the  time  was  near. 
Repentance  I  should  buy  sae  dear. 

"  The  slighted  maids  my  torments  see. 
And  laugh  at  a'  the  pangs  I  dree ; 
While  she,  my  Cmel,  scornful  Fair, 
Forbids  me  e'er  to  see  her  mair." 


THE  FLOWERY   BANKS   OF  CREE 

Hbu  is  the  glen,  and  here  the  bower 
All  underneath  the  birchen  shade ; 


u.,:,^..Xe 


ROBBRT  BURNS 

The  village-bcIl  has  told  the  hour, 
O  what  can  stay  my  lovely  maid? 

Tis  not  Maria's  whispering  call ; 

'Tis  but  the  balmy  breathing  gale, 
Mixt  with  some  warbler's  dying  fall. 

The  dewy  star  of  eve  to  hail. 

It  is  Maria's  voice  I  hear; 

So  calls  the  woodlark  in  the  grove. 
His  little,  faithful  mate  to  cheer; 

At  once  'tis  music  and  'tis  love. 

And  art  thou  come  I  and  art  thou  true  I 
0  welcome  dear  to  love  and  me ! 

And  let  us  all  our  vows  renew. 
Along  the  flowery  banlcs  of  Cree. 


MONODY 
On  a  lady  famed  for  her  Capricft 

How  cold  is  that  bosom  which  folly  once  fired. 
How  pale  is  that  cheek  where  the  rouge  lately  g^lsten^d; 

How  silent  that  tongue  which  the  echoes  oft  tired. 
How  dull  <£  that  ear  which  to  flatt'ry  so  listen'd  1 

tf  sorrow  and  anguish  their  exit  await. 
From  friendship  and  dearest  affection  remov'd; 

How  doubly  severer,  Maria,  thy  fate. 
Thou  diedst  unwept,  as  thou  livedst  unlov'd. 

Loves,  Graces,  and  Virtues,  I  call  not  on  yon; 

So  shy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a  tear: 
But  come,  all  ye  offspring  of  Folly  so  true. 

And  flowers  let  us  cull  for  Maria's  cold  bier. 

Well  search  through  the  garden  for  each  silly  Sower, 
We'll  roam  thro'  the  forest  for  each  idle  weed; 
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But  chiefly  the  nettle,  so  typical,  shower. 
For  none  e'er  approadi'd  her  but  rued  the  rash  deed. 

Well  sculpture  the  marble,  we'll  measure  the  lay; 

Here  Vanity  strums  on  her  idiot  lyre ; 
There  keen  Indignation  shall  dart  on  his  prey. 

Which  spuming  Contempt  shall  redeem  from  hia  ire. 

THl  EPITAPH 

Herk  lies,  now  a  prey  to  insulting  neglect. 
What  once  was  a  butterfly,  gay  in  life's  beam: 

Want  only  of  wisdom  denied  her  respect, 
Want  only  of  goodness  denied  her  e 


PINNED  TO  MRS.  WALTER  RIDDELL'S  CARRIAGE 

If  you  rattk  along  like  your  Mistress's  tongue. 

Your  speed  will  outrival  the  dart ; 
But  a  fly  for  your  load,  you'U  break  down  on  the  road. 

If  your  stuff  be  as  rotten's  her  heart 


EPITAPH  FOR  MR.  WALTER  RIDDELL 

Sic  a  reptile  was  Wat,  sic  a  miscreant  slave, 
That  the  worms  ev'n  d — d  him  when  laid  in  his  grave; 
"  In  his  flesh  there's  a  famine,"  a  starved  reptile  cries, 
"  And  his  heart  is  rank  poison  1 "  another  replies. 


EPISTLE  FROM  ESOPUS  TO  MARIA 

¥90U  those  drear  solitudes  and  frowsy  cells, 
Where  Infamy  with  sad  Repentance  dwells ; 
Where  turnkeys  make  the  jealous  portal  fast, 
And  deal  from  iron  hands  the  spare  repast ; 
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Where  truant  'pi'^ntices,  yet  young  in  sin. 
Blush  at  the  curious  stranger  peeping  in ; 
Where  strumpets,  relics  of  the  drunken  roar, 
Resolve  to  drink,  nay  half — to  whore  no  more ; 
Where  tiny  thieves  not  destin'd  yet  to  swing. 
Beat  hemp  for  others,  riper  for  the  string: 
From  these  dire  scenes  my  wretdied  lines  I  date* 
To  tell  Maria  her  Esopus'  fate. 

"  Alas  1 1  feel  I  am  no  actor  here !  " 
'Tis  real  hangmen  real  scourges  bear  1 
Prepare  Maria,  for  a  horrid  talc 
Will  turn  thy  very  rouge  to  deadly  pale; 
Will  make  thy  hair,  tho'  erst  from  gipsy  poll'd. 
By  barber  woven,  and  by  barber  sold. 
Though  twisted  smooth  with  Harry's  nicest  care. 
Like  hoary  bristles  to  erect  and  stare. 
The  hero  of  the  mimic  scene,  no  mora 
I  start  in  Hamlet,  in  Othello  roar ; 
Or,  haughty  Chieftain,  'mid  the  die  of  arms 
In  Highland  Bonnet,  woo  Malvina's  charms ; 
While  sans-culottes  stoop  up  the  mountain  high. 
And  steal  fiwm  me  Maria's  prying  eye- 
Blest  Highland  bonnet !  once  my  proudest  dress. 
Now  prouder  still,  Maria's  temples  press ; 
I  see  her  wave  thy  towering  plumes  afar. 
And  call  each  coxcomb  to  the  wordy  war: 
I  see  her  face  the  first  of  Ireland's  sons. 
And  even  out-Irish  his  Hibernian  bronze; 
The  crafty  Colonel  leaves  the  tartan'd  lines, 
For  other  wars,  where  he  a  hero  shines : 
The  hopeful  youth,  in  Scottish  senate  bred. 
Who  owns  a  Bushb/s  heart  without  the  head, 
Comes  'mid  a  string  of  coxcombs,  to  display 
That  veni,  vidi,  vici,  is  his  way : 
The  shrinking  Bard  adown  the  alley  skulks. 
And  dreads  a  meethig  worse  than  Woolwich  hulkt: 
Though  there,  his  heresies  in  Church  and  State 
Might  well  award  him  Muir  and  Palmer's  fate: 
Still  she  undaunted  reels  and  rattles  on, 
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And  dares  the  public  like  a  noontide  svn. 

What  scandal  «l)ed  Maria'i  jaunty  sta^^ 

The  Ticket  reeling  of  a  crooked  swagger? 

Whose  spleen  (e'en  worse  than  Bums's  venom,  whoi 

He  dips  in  gall  unmix'dhis  eager  pen. 

And  pours  his  vengeance  in  the  burning  line,) — 

Who  diristen'd  thus  Maria's  lyre-dtvine 

The  idiot  strum  of  Vanity  bemus'd. 

And  even  the  abuse  of  Poesy  abus'd? — 

Who  called  her  verse  a  Parish  Workhouse,  made 

For  motley  foundling  Fancies,  stolen  or  strayed? 

A  Workhouse  I  ah,  that  sound  awakes  my  woes. 
And  pillows  on  the  thorn  my  rack'd  repose  I 
In  durance  vile  here  must  I  wake  and  weep. 
And  all  my  frowsy  couch  in  sorrow  steep; 
That  straw  where  many  a  rogue  has  lain  of  yore. 
And  vermin'd  gipsies  litter'd  heretofore. 

Why,  Lonsdale,  tbug  thy  wrath  on  vagrants  poor? 

Must  earth  no  raBca]  save  thyself  endure? 

Must  thou  alone  in  guilt  immortal  swell. 

And  make  a  vast  monopoly  of  hell? 

Thou  know'st  the  Virtues  cannot  hate  thee  wone; 

The  Vices  also,  must  they  club  their  curse? 

Or  must  no  tiny  sin  to  others  fall. 

Because  thy  guilt's  supreme  enough  tor  all? 

Maria,  send  me  too  thy  griefs  and  cares ; 
In  all  of  thee  sure  thy  Esopus  shares. 
As  thou  at  all  mankind  the  flag  nnfurls. 
Who  on  my  fair  one  Satire's  vengeance  hwl^-- 
Who  calls  thee,  pert,  aSected,  vain  coquette, 
A  wit  in  folly,  and  a  fool  in  wit  I 
Who  says  that  fool  alone  is  not  thy  due, 
And  Quotes  thy  treacheries  to  prove  It  true  I 

Our  force  united  on  thy  foes  we'll  turn, 
And  dare  the  war  with  all  of  woman  bom: 
For  who  can  write  and  speak  as  thou  and  I? 
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My  periods  that  deciphering  defy. 

And  thy  still  matchless  tongue  diat  conquers  all  reply) 


EPITAPH  ON  A  NOTED  COXCOMB 
Capt  Wm.  Roddick,  of  Corbbton. 

ZjGHT  lay  the  earth  on  Billy's  breast, 
His  chicken  heart  so  tender ; 

But  build  a  castle  on  his  head. 
His  scull  will  prop  it  under. 


ON  CAPT.  LASCELLES 

Wbxn  Lascelles  tboi^ht  fit  from  this  world  to  dep»^ 
Some  friends  warmly  thought  of  embalming  his  heart; 
A  bystander  whispers — "  Fray  don't  make  so  much  o% 
The  snbject  is  poison,  no  reptile  will  touch  it" 


ON  WM.  GRAHAM,  ESQ.,  OF  MOSSKNOWE 

"  Stop  thief ! "  dame  Nature  call'd  to  Death, 
As  Willy  drew  his  latest  breath ; 
How  shall  I  make  a  fool  again  ? 
My  choicest  model  thou  hast  ta'en. 


DN  JOHN  BUSHBY,  ESQ.,  TINWALD  DOWNS 

Hess  lies  John  Bushby — hones!  man. 
Cheat  him.  Devil — if  yon  can  1 
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SONNET  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  RIDDELL 
Of  Gleoriddell  and  Friars'  Caret 

No  tnor^  yc  warblers  of  the  wood  I  no  more ; 

Nor  pour  your  descant  grating  on  my  soul ; 

Thou  young-eyed  Spring !  gay  in  thy  verdant  stole. 
More  welcome  were  to  me  grim  Winter's  wildest  roar. 

How  can  ye  charm,  ye  flowers,  with  all  your  dyes  f 
Ye  blow  upon  the  sod  that  wraps  my  friend  I 
How  can  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend? 

That  strain  flows  round  the  untimely  tomb  where  Riddell 
Ues. 

Yes,  pour,  ye  warblers  I  pour  the  notes  of  woe, 
Ajid  soothe  the  Virtues  weeping  o'er  his  bier; 
The  man  of  worth — and  hath  not  left  his  peer  I 

Is  in  his  "  narrow  house,"  for  ever  darkly  low. 

Thee,  Springl  ^ain  with  joy  shall  others  greet; 
Me,  memory  of  my  loss  will  only  meet. 


THE  LOVELY  LASS  O'  INVERNESS 

The  lovely  la^s  o'  Inverness, 

Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see; 

For,  e'en  to  mom  she  cries  "  alas  1 " 
And  aye  the  saut  tear  blin's  her  e'e. 

"  Drumossie  moor,  Drumossie  day — 

A  waefu'  day  it  was  to  me  1 
For  there  I  lost  my  father  dear, 

My  father  dear,  and  brethren  three. 

"  Their  winding-sheet  the  bluidy  clay, 
Their  graves  are  growin  green  to  see; 

And  by  them  lies  the  dearest  lad 
That  ever  blest  a  woman's  e'e  I 
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"  Now  wae  to  thee,  thou  cruel  lord, 

A  bhiidy  matt  I  trow  thoM  be; 
For  mony  a.  he*rt  thou  has  made  6air, 

That  ne'er  did  wrang  to  thine  or  theel"* 


CHARLIE,  HE'S  HY  DARLING 

TwAs  on  a  Monday  morning, 
Ri^ht  early  in  the  year. 

That  Charlie  came  to  our  town. 
The  ytmng  Ch«valler. 

Ckonu— An'  Charlie,  he's  my  darling, 
My  darling,  my  dailtng, 
Chariie,  he's  my  darling. 
The  young  Chevalier. 

As  he  was  walking  up  the  street 

The  city  for  to  view, 
0  there  he  spied  a  bonie  lass 

The  window  looking  throt^h. 
An'  Charlie,  &c. 

Sae  light's  he  jumped  up  the  stair, 

Andtirl'd  at  the  pin; 
And  wha  sae  ready  as  heriel' 

To  let  the  laddie  in. 
An'  Charlie,  &c 

He  set  his  Jenny  on  his  knee. 
All  in  bis  Highland  dress ; 

For  brawly  weel  he  ken'd  the  vdj 
To  please  a  bonie  lass. 
An'  Charlie,  &£. 

It*!  up  yon  heathery  moontaia. 
An'  down  yon  tcroggie  glen. 
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We  daur  na  gang  a  milkEng, 
For  Charlie  and  his  men. 
An'  Charlie,  &c. 


BANNOCKS  O'  BEAR  MEAL 

Chorus — Bannocks  o'  bear  meal, 
Bannocks  o'  barley, 
Here's  to  the  Highlandman'a 
Bftnnocks  o'  barley ! 


Wha,  in  a  brulyie,  will 

Flnt  cry  a  parley? 
Never  the  lads  wi'  the 

Bannocks  o'  barley. 

Bannocks  o'  bear  meal,  &c 

Wha,  in  his  wae  days, 
Were  loyal  to  Charlie? 

Wha  but  the  lads  wi'  the 
Bannocks  o'  barley  1 

Bannocks  o'  bear  meal,  So. 


THE  HIGHLAND  BALOU 

Hie  balou,  my  sweet  wee  Donald, 
Picture  o'  the  great  Qanronatd; 
Brawlie  kens  our  wanton  Chief 
Wha  gat  my  young  Highland  thief. 

Leeze  me  on  thy  bonie  cTaigie, 
An'  thou  live,  thou'll  steal  a  naigie. 
Travel  the  country  thro'  and  thro'. 
And  bring  hame  a  Carlisle  cowr 
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Thro'  the  Lawlands,  o'er  the  Border, 
Weel,  my  babie,  may  thou  furder  1 
Harry  the  louns  o'  the  laigh  Cowittiei 
Sync  to  the  HighlaiKis  bame  to  me. 


THE  fflGHLAND  WIDOW'S   LAMENT 

Oh  I  am  come  to  the  low  Cotmtrie, 

Ochon,  Ochoa,  Ochriet 
Without  a  penny  in  my  purse. 

To  buy  a  meal  to  me. 

It  was  na  sae  in  the  Highland  hilb, 

Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochrie  I 
Nae  itn»nan  in  tiie  Country  wide, 

Sae  happy  was  as  me. 

For  then  I  had  a  score  o*  \qft, 

Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochrie  I 
Feeding  on  yon  hill  sae  high. 

And  giving  mitk  to  me. 

And  there  I  had  three  score  o'  yowo^ 

Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochrie  I 
Skipping  on  yon  bonie  knowes. 

And  casting  woo  to  me. 

I  was  the  happiest  of  a'  the  dan, 

Sair,  sair,  may  I  repine ; 
For  Donald  was  the  brawest  man, 

And  Donald  be  was  mine. 


Till  Charlie  Stewart  cam  at  last, 

Sae  far  to  set  us  free ; 
My  Donald's  arm  was  wanted  then* 

For  Scotland  and  for  me. 
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Their  waefu'  fate  what  need  I  tell. 
Right  to  the  wrang  did  yield ; 

My  Donald  and  his  Country  fell. 
Upon  Culloden  field. 

Ochon  I    O  Donald,  oh  1 

Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochrie  t 
Nae  woman  in  the  warld  wide, 

Sae  wretched  now  as  me. 


IT  WAS  A'  FOR  OXJR  RIGHTFU'  KING 

It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  King 
Wc  left  fair  Scotland's  strand; 

It  was  a'  for  our  rightfu'  King 
We  e'er  saw  Irish  land,  my  dear. 
We  e'er  saw  Irish  land. 

Now  a'  is  done  that  men  can  do, 

And  a'  is  done  in  vain ; 
My  Love  and  Native  Land  fareweet. 

For  I  maun  cross  (he  main,  my  dear. 

For  I  maun  cross  the  main. 

He  tum'd  him  right  and  round  atxwt. 

Upon  the  Irish  shore; 
And  gae  his  bridle  reins  a  shake. 

With  adieu  for  evermore,  my  dear. 

And  adieu  for  evermore. 

The  soger  frac  the  wars  returns. 

The  sailor  f  rae  the  main ; 
But  I  hae  parted  frac  my  Love, 
Never  to  meet  again,  my  dear. 
Never  to  meet  again. 

When  day  is  gane,  and  night  is  come. 
And  a'  folk  bound  to  sleep ; 
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I  think  on  him  that's  far  awa. 

The  Ice>]ang  night  and  weep,  my  dear, 
Tbe  lee-lang  night  and  weep. 


ODE  FOR  GENERAL  WASHINGTON'S  BIRTHDAY 

No  Spartan  tube,  no  Attic  shell. 

No  lyre  .£oIian  I  awake; 
Tis  liberty's  bold  note  I  swell, 

Thy  harp,  Columbia,  let  me  taket 
See  gathering  thousands,  while  I  itnj, 
A  broken  chain  exulting  bring, 

And  dash  it  in  a  tyrant's  face. 
And  dare  him  to  his  very  beard, 
And  tell  him  he  no  more  is  feared — 

No  more  the  despot  of  Colarabia's  race  I 
A  tyrant's  proudest  insults  brav'd. 
They  shout — a  People  freed  I  They  hail  an  Empire 
saved. 

Where  is  man's  godlike  form  ? 

Where  is  that  brow  erect  and  bold — 

That  eye  that  can  unmov'd  behold 
The  wildest  rage,  the  loudest  storm 
That  e'er  created  fury  dared  to  raise? 
Avaunt!  thou  caitiff,  servile,  base. 
That  tremblest  at  a  despot's  nod, 
Yet,  crouching  under  the  iron  rod. 

Canst  laud  the  hand  that  struck  th'  insulting 
blow! 
Art  thou  of  man's  Imperial  Dne? 
Dost  boast  that  countenance  divine? 

Each    skulking   feature  answers.  No  I 
But  come,  ye  sons  of  Liberty, 
Columbia's  offspring,  brave  as  free. 
In  danger's  hour  still  flaming  in  the  van, 
Ye  know,  and  dare  tnaintain,  the  Royally  of 
Man  I 
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Alfred !  on  thy  starry  throne, 

Surrounded  by  the  tuneful  choir, 

The  bards  that  erst  have  struck  the  patriot  lyre. 

And  rous'd  the  freebom  Briton's  soul  of  fire. 
No  more  thy  England  own ! 
Dare  injured  nations  form  the  great  design. 

To  make  detested  tyrants  bleed? 

Thy  England  execrates  the  glorious  deedl 

Beneath  her  hostile  banners  waving, 

Every  pang  of  honour  braving, 
England  in  thunder  calls,  "  The  tyrant's  cause  is  mine  I " 
That  hour  accurst  how  did  the  fiends  rejoice 
And  hell,  thro'  all  her  confines,  raise  the  exulting  voice, 
That  hour  which  saw  the  generous  English  name 
Linkt  with  such  damned  deeds  of  everlasting  shame ! 

Thee,  Caledonia '.  thy  wild  heaths  among, 

Fam'd  for  the  martial  deed,  the  heaven-taught  song, 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  Freedom  fled? 
Inuningled  with  the  mighty  dead, 

BeneaUi  that  hallow'd  turf  where  Wallace  lies 
Hear  it  not,  Wallace  !  in  thy  bed  of  death. 

Ye  babbling  winds!  in  atlence  sweep. 

Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep. 
Nor  give  the  coward  secret  breath  t 
Is  this  the  ancient  Caledonian  form. 
Firm  as  the  rock,  resistless  as  the  storm? 
Show  me  that  eye  which  shot  Immortal  hate, 

Blasting  the  despot's  proudest  bearing; 
Show  me  that  arm  which,  nerv'd  with  thundering  fate, 

Crush'd  Usurpation's  boldest  daring! — 
Dark-quench'd  sts  yonder  sinking  star, 
No  more  that  glance  lightens  afar; 
That  palsied  arm  no  more  whirls  on  the  waste  of  war. 
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INSCRIPTION  TO  MISS  GRAHAM  OF  FINTRY 

Hbhe,  where  the  Scottish  Muse  immortal  lives. 
In  sacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  joined. 

Accept  the  gift;  thongb  humble  he  who  gives. 
Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind. 

So  may  no  ruffled  feeling  in  my  breast, 
Discordant,  jar  thy  bosom-chords  among; 

But  Peace  attune  thy  gentle  soul  to  rest. 
Or  Love  ecstatic  wake  his  seraph  song, 

Or  Pity's  notes,  in  luxury  of  tears. 
As  modest  Want  the  tale  of  woe  reveals; 

While  conscious  Virtue  all  the  strains  endears, 
And  heaven-bom  Piety  her  sanction  seals. 


ON  THE  SEAS  AND  FAR  AWAY 
Thim— "O'er  the  Ulli  and  far  nnj." 

How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad, 
When  absent  from  my  sailor  lad; 
How  can  I  the  thought  forego— 
He's  on  the  seas  to  meet  the  foe? 
Let  me  wander,  let  me  rove. 
Still  my  heart  is  with  my  love; 
Nightly  dreams,  and  thoughts  by  day. 
Are  with  htm  that's  far  away. 

Chorus.—On  the  seas  and  far  away. 

On  stormy  seas  and  far  away; 
Nightly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  day. 
Are  aye  with  him  that's  far  away. 

When  in  summer  noon  I  faint, 
As  weary  flocks  around  me  pant, 
Haply  in  this  scorching  sun. 
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My  sailor's  thund'ring  at  bis  gun; 

Bullets,  spare  my  only  joyl 

Bullets,  spare  my  dariing  boy  I 

Fate,  do  with  me  what  you  may, 

Sparc  but  bim  that's  far  away. 
On  the  seas  and  far  away, 
On  stormy  seas  and  far  away; 
Fate,  do  with  me  what  you  may, 
Spare  but  him  that's  far  away. 

At  the  starless,  midnight  hour 

When  Winter  rules  with  boundless  power. 

As  the  storms  the  forests  tear. 

And  thunders  rend  the  howlit^  sir. 

Listening  to  the  doubling  roar, 

Sni^ng  OB  the  rocky  shore. 

All  I  can — I  weep  and  pray 

For  his  weal  that's  far  away. 

On  the  seas  and  far  away, 

On  stormy  seas  and  far  awa^i 

All  I  can — I  weep  and  pray. 

For  his  weal  that's  far  away. 

Peace,  thy  olive  wmnd  extend, 
And  bid  wild  War  his  ravage  end, 
Man  with  brother  Man  to  meet. 
And  as  a  brother  kindly  greet; 
Then  may  heav'n  with  prosperous  galu^ 
Fill  my  sailor's  welcome  sails; 
To  my  arms  their  charge  convey. 
My  dear  lad  thaf  s  far  away. 

On  the  seas  and  far  away. 

On  stormy  seas  and  far  away ; 

To  my  arms  their  charge  convey. 

My  dear  lad  that's  far  away. 
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CA'  THE  YOWES  TO  THE  KNOWES 

SECOND  TESSIOK 

Chorus. — Co.'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes, 

Ca.'  them  where  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  whefe  the  burnie  rowes. 
My  bonie  Dearie. 

Hark  the  mavis'  e'ening  sang. 
Sounding  Gouden's  woods  amang; 
Then  a-fautding  let  us  gang. 
My  bonie  Dearie, 
Ca'  the  yowes,  ftc. 

We'll  gae  down  by  Clouden  tide, 
Thro'  the  hazels,  spreading  wide. 
O'er  the  waves  that  sweetly  glide. 
To  the  moon  sae  clearly. 
Ca'  the  yowcs,  &c. 

Yonder  Clonden's  silent  towers,' 
Where,  at  moonshine's  midnight  hours. 
O'er  the  dewy  bending  flowers, 
Fairies  dance  sae  cheery. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  4c. 

Gbaist  nor  bogie  shalt  thou  fear, 
Thou'rt  to  Love  and  Heav'n  sae  dear, 
Nocht  of  ill  may  come  thee  near; 
My  bonie  Dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes.  Sec. 

Fair  and  lovely  as  thou  art. 
Thou  hast  stown  my  very  heart; 
I  can  die — but  canna  part. 
My  bonie  Dearie. 
Ca'  the  yowes,  &c. 
n  &  sweet  situation  at  Uie  conHueace  of  tbe  Ctoaden  t 


tlie  Nilb.— «.  B. 
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SHE  SAYS  SHE  LOES  ME  BEST  OF  A* 

Tmi*— "  Oonagh'B  WaterfdL" 

Sae  flaxen  were  her  ringlets, 

Her  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hue, 
Bewitchingfly  o'er- arching 

Twa  laughing  e'en  o'  lovely  blue ; 
Her  smiling,  sac  willing, 

Wad  make  a  wretch  forget  his  woe; 
What  pleasure,  what  treasure. 

Unto  these  rosy  lips  to  grow  1 
Such  was  my  Chloris'  bonie  face, 

When  first  that  bonie  face  I  saw; 
And  aye  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm-^ 

She  says,  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 

Like  harmony  her  motion. 

Her  pretty  ankle  is  a  spy. 
Betraying  fair  proportion. 

Wad  make  a  saint  forget  the  s'ky: 
Sac  warming,  sae  charming. 

Her  faultless  fonn  and  gracefu'  air; 
Ilk  feature — auld  Nature 

Declar'd  that  she  could  do  nae  mair: 
Hers  are  the  willing  chains  o'  love. 

By  conquering  Beauty's  sovereign  law; 
And  still  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm^ 

She  says,  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 

Let  others  love  the  city, 

And  gaudy  show,  at  sunny  noon; 
Gie  me  the  lonely  valley, 

The  dewy  eve  and  rising  moon. 
Fair  beaming,  and  streaming, 

Her  silver  light  the  boughs  amang ; 
While  falling,  recalling. 

The  amorous  thrush  conclndes  his  sang; 
There,  dearest  Chloris,  wilt  thou  rove. 

By  wimpling  bum  and  leafy  shaw, 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


BOBERT  BURNS 

And  hear  my  vows  o'  tmth  and  lore. 
And  say,  tbou  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. 


TO  DR.   MAXWELL 
On  Miss  Jessy  Staig's  recovery. 

Maxwell,  if  here  yon  merit  crave, 

That  merit  I  deny; 
You  save  fair  Jessie  from  the  grave  t- 

An  Angel  could  not  diel 


TO  THE  BEAUTIFUE  MISS  ELIZA  J N 

On  her  Principles  of  Liberty  and  Equality. 

How,  Libertyl  girl,  can  it  be  by  thee  nam'd? 
Equality  toof  hussey,  art  not  asham'd? 
Free  and  Equal  indeed,  while  mankind  thou  cndiaiiies^ 
And  over  their  hearts  a  proud  Despot  so  reignesL 


ON  CHLORIS 
Reqnestins  me  to  give  her  a  Sprig  of  Blossomed  Thom. 

Fkou  the  white-blossom'd  sloe  my  dear  Chloris  requested 

A  sprig,  her  fair  breast  to  adorn: 
No,  by  Heavens  I  I  exclaim'd,  let  me  perish,  if  ever 

I  plant  in  that  bosom  a  thorn  I 


OH  SEEING  MRS.  KEMBLE  IN  YARICO 

Kkmble,  thou  cur'st  my  unbelief 

Of  Moses  and  his  rod; 
At  Yarico's  sweet  note  of  grief 

The  rock  with  tears  had  Sow'd. 
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EPIGRAM  ON  A  COUNTRY  LAIRD, 
not  qntt«  ao  wise  as  Solomoti. 

Bless  Jesus  Cbrist,  O  Cardoness, 

With  grateful,  lifted  eyes. 
Who  taught  that  not  the  soul  alone, 

But  body  too  shall  rise; 
For  had  He  said  "  the  soul  alone 

From  death  I  will  deliver," 
Alas,  alas  I  O  Cardoness, 

Then  badst  thou  lain  for  ever. 


ON  BEING  SHEWN  A  BEAUTIFUL  COUNTRY  SEAT 
Bclongliig  to  the  Mine  IMnL 

We  grant  they're  thine,  those  beauties  all. 

So  lovely  in  our  eye; 
Keep  them,  thou  eunuch,  Cardoness, 

For  others  to  enjoy  I 


ON  HEARING  IT  ASSERTED  FALSEHOOD 
It  expressed  In  the  Rev.  Dr.  Babingt(»i'i  very  looks. 

That  there  is  a  falsehood  in  bis  looks, 

I  must  and  will  deny ; 
Tbey  tell  their  Master  is  a  knav^ 

And  sure  they  do  not  lie. 


ON  A  SUiaDE 

Easth'd  up,  here  lies  an  imp  o'  heU, 

Planted  1^  Satan's  dibble; 
Poor  «lly  wretch,  he's  damned  himsel', 

To  save  the  Lord  the  trouble. 
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ON  A  SWEARING  COXCOMB 

Heks  earnog,  swearing  Burton  lies, 

A  buck,  ■  beau,  or  "  Dem  my  tyet  I " 

Who  in  hi*  Ufe  did  little  good, 

And  his  Uat  wotdl  wen  "  Dem  my  Uood  I " 


ON  AN  INNKEEPER  NICKNAMED  "THE  MARQUIS" 

Here  lies  a  mock  Marquis,  whose  titles  w«re  sbamm'd, 
II  ever  be  rise,  it  will  be  to  be  damn'd. 


ON  ANDREW  TURNER 

Ih  te'cntten  bunder  'n  forty-nin^ 
The  deil  gat  itvS  to  mak  a  tmat. 

An'  coost  it  in  a  comer ; 
But  wiltly  he  chang'd  his  plan. 
An'  shap'd  it  something  like  a  man. 

An'  ca'd  h  Andrew  TuraW. 


PRETTY  PEG 

As  I  gaed  up  by  yen  gate-«tid. 

When  day  was  waxin  weary, 
Wha  did  I  meet  come  down  the  street, 

But  pretty  Peg,  my  dmne  1 

Her  air  sae  sweet,  an'  shape  conqtiete, 
Wi'  nae  proportion  wanting, 

The  Queen  of  Love  did  never  n 
Wi'  motion  mair  « 
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Wr  linked  hatids  we  took  the  sands, 
Adovm  yon  winding  river ; 

Oh,  that  aweet  hour  and  shady  bower. 
Forget  it  shall  I  never  I 


ESTEEM  FOR  CHLORIS 

Ah,  Chloria,  since  it  may  not  be, 
That  thou  of  love  wilt  hear ; 

If  from  the  lover  thou  maun  flea> 
Yet  let  the  friend  be  dear. 

Altho'  I  love  vay  Chlorie  mair 
Than  ever  tongue  could  tell ; 

My  passion  I  will  ne'er  declare— 
I'll  say,  I  wish  thee  well. 

Tho'  a'  my  dally  care  thou  art. 
And  a'  my  nightly  dream, 

111  hide  the  struggle  In  my  heart* 
Aad  say  it  is  e  ' 


SAW  YE  MY  DEAR,  MY  PHILLY 
Titne — "  When  ehe  cam'  ben  she  bobbtt.** 

O  SAW  ye  my  Dear,  my  Philly? 
O  saw  ye  my  Dear,  my  Philly, 
She's  down  1'  the  grove,  she's  wj'  a  new  Lore, 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  Willy. 

What  says  she  my  dear,  my  Philly? 

What  says  she  my  dear,  my  Philly  ? 

She  lets  thee  to  wit  she  has  thee  forgot. 

And  forever  disowns  thee,  her  Willy. 
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O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  PhiUy  1 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Philly  I 
As  light  as  the  air,  and  fause  as  thou's  fair, 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  Willy. 


HOW  LANG  AND  DREARY  IS  THE  NIGHT 

How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  night 

When  I  am  frae  my  Dearie; 
I  restless  lie  frae  e'en  to  mom 

Though  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary. 

Chorus. — For  oh,  her  lanely  nights  are  lang  I 
And  oh,  her  dreams  arc  eerie ; 
And  oh,  her  widoVd  heart  is  sair. 
That's  absent  frae  her  Dearie  I 

When  I  think  on  the  lightsome  days 

I  spent  wi'  thee,  my  Dearie; 
And  now  what  seas  between  us  roar. 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie  ? 
For  oh,  &c. 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours; 

The  joyless  day  how  dreary: 
It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by. 

When  I  was  wi'  my  Dearie  I 
For  oh,  &c 


INCONSTANCY  IN  LOVE 

Ttau— "  Dtactm  Gray." 

Lbt  not  Woman  e'er  complain 
Of  inconstancy  in  love ; 

Let  not  Woman  e'er  complain 
Fickle  Man  is  apt  to  rove: 
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Look  abroad  thro'  Nature's  range. 
Nature's  mighty  Law  is  change. 
Ladies,  would  it  not  seem  strange 
Mao  should  then  a  monster  prove  I 

Mark  the  winds,  and  matk  the  skies, 
Ocean's  ebb,  and  ocean's  flow. 

Sun  and  moon  but  set  to  rise, 
Round  and  round  the  seasons  go. 

Why  then  ask  of  silly  Man 

To  oppose  great  Nature's  plan? 

We'll  be  constant  while  we  can — 
You  can  be  no  more  you  know. 


THE  LOVER'S  MORNING  SALUTE  TO  HIS 

MISTRESS 

Tmiie—"  Deil  tak  the  wbtl" 

Sluv'st  thou,  or  wak'st  thou,  fairest  creature? 

Rosy  mora  now  lifts  his  eye, 
Numbering  ilka  bud  which  Nature 

Waters  wi'  the  tears  o'  joy. 

Now,  to  the  streaming  fountain. 

Or  up  the  heathy  mountain, 
The  hart,  hind,  and  roe,  freely,  wildly-wanton  stray; 

In  twining  hazel  bowers. 

Its  lay  the  linnet  pours. 

The  laverock  to  the  sky 

Ascends,  wi'  sangs  o'  joy. 
While  the  sun  and  thou  arise  to  bless  th«  day. 

Phcebus  gilding  the  brow  of  morntog. 

Banishes  ilk  darksome  shade, 
Nature,  gladdening  and  adorning; 

Such  to  me  my  lovely  maid. 

When  frae  my  Chloris  parted. 

Sad,  cheerless,  brdten-hearted, 
The  nl^t's  gloomy  shades,  cloudy,  dark,  o'ercaat 
my  sky: 
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But  when  ihe  charau  ray  sight. 
In  pride  of  Beauty's  light — 
When  thro'  my  very  heart 
Her  burning  glorita  dart ; 
Tis  then — 'tis  then  I  wake  to  life  and  joyl 


THE  WINTER  OF  LIFE 

Birr  lately  seen  in  gladaome  green. 

The  woods  rejoic'd  the  day. 
Thro'  gentle  showers,  the  laughing  flowers 

In  double  pride  were  gay : 
But  now  our  joys  are  fled 

On  winter  blasts  awa ; 
Yet  maiden  May,  in  rich  array. 

Again  shall  bring  them  a'. 

But  my  white  pow,  nae  kindly  thowe 

Shall  melt  the  snaws  of  Age ; 
My  trunk  of  eild,  but  buss  or  beild. 

Sinks  In  Time's  wintry  rage. 
Oh,  Age  has  weary  days, 

And  nights  o'  sleepless  pain: 
Thou  golden  time,  o'  Youthfu'  prime, 

Why  comes  thou  not  again  I 


BEHOLD,  MY  LOVE.  HOW  GREEN  THE  GROVES 
Titn* — "  M;  lodging  ia  on  the  cold  groimd." 

Behold,  my  love,  bow  green  the  groves, 

The  primrose  banks  how  fair; 
The  balmy  gales  awidce  the  flowers. 

And  wave  thy  flowing  hair. 

The  lav'rodc  shuns  the  palace  gay, 
And  o'er  the  cottage  stags; 
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For  NBtuK  inilleB  as  nreet,  I  ween. 
To  Shepherds  u  to  Kiogs. 

Let  inJastreU  sweep  the  akilfu'  string, 

In  lordly  lighted  ba' : 
The  Shepherd  stops  his  simple  reed, 

Blythe  in  the  bliken  shaw. 

The  Princely  revel  may  survey 

Our  rustic  dance  wl'  scorn ; 
But  are  their  hearts  as  Ught  as  ours. 

Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  I 

The  shepherd,  in  the  flowery  glen; 

In  shepherd's  phrase,  will  woo : 
The  courtier  tells  a  finer  tale, 

Bnt  is  his  heart  as  true  I 

Thew  wild-wood  flowers  I've  pu'd,  to  deck 

That  spotless  breast  o'  thine : 
The  courtiers'  gems  may  witness  love. 

But,  'til  na  Ion  like  mine. 


THE  CHARMING  MONTH  OF  MAY 

Tumg — "  Daiotie  Davie." 

It  was  the  channii^  month  of  May, 
When  all  the  fiow'rs  were  fresh  and  gay. 
One  morning,  by  the  break  of  day. 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe— 
From  peaceful  slumber  she  arose. 
Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hose. 
And  o'er  the  Sow'ry  mead  she  goe»— 

The  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 

C^om.—haveiy  was  she  by  the  dawn. 

Youthful  Chloe,  charming  Chloe, 
Tripping  o'er  the  pearly  lawn, 
n»  you^ful,  ^lanaing  Chloe. 
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The  feather'd  people  yon  might  see 
Perch'd  all  around  on  every  tree. 
In  notes  of  sweetest  melody 

They  hail  the  charming  Chloe; 
Till,  painting  gay  the  eastern  skte^ 
The  glorious  sun  began  to  rise, 
Ontrival'd  by  the  radiant  eyes 

Of  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 
Lovely  was  she,  &c 


LASSIE  WI'  THE  LINT-WHITE  LOCKS 

r«i««— "  Rothiemurchle'i  Rant." 

Chorus. — Lassie  wt'  the  lint-white  locks, 
Bonie  lassie,  artless  lassie. 
Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  flocks. 
Wilt  thou  be  my  Dearie,  O? 

Now  Nature  deeds  the  flowery  lea. 
And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  like  thee, 
O  wilt  thou  share  its  joys  wi'  me. 
And  say  thou'lt  be  my  Dearie,  0. 
Lassie  wi'  the,  &c. 

The  primrose  bank,  the  wimpling  burn. 
The  cuckoo  on  the  notlk-white  thorn. 
The  wanton  lambs  at  early  morn, 
Shall  welcome  thee,  my  Dearie,  0. 
Lassie  wi'  the,  &c. 

And  when  the  welcome  simmer  shower 
Has  checr'd  ilk  drooping  little  flower. 
We'll  to  the  breathing  wood-bine  bower. 
At  sultry  noon,  my  Dearie,  0. 
Lassie  wi'  the,  &c 

When  Cynthia  lights,  wi'  silver  ray, 
The  weaiy  shearer's  hameward  wt^. 
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Thro'  yellow  waving  fields  we'll  stray, 
And  talk  o'  love,  my  Dearie,  O. 
Lassie  wi'  the,  &c. 

And  when  the  howling  wintry  blast 
Disturbs  my  Lassie's  midnight  rest, 
Enclasped  to  my  faithfu'  breast, 
111  comfort  thee,  my  Dearie,  O. 
Lassie  wi'  the,  &g. 


DIALOGUE  SONG— PHILLY  AND  WILLY 
Tune— "Tit  Son's  tail  to  G«rdie." 

He.  0  Philly,  happy  be  that  day. 

When  roving  thro'  the  gather'd  hay. 
My  youthfu'  heart  was  stown  away. 
And  by  thy  charms,  my  Philly. 
Ske.  O  Willy,  aye  I  bless  the  grove 

Where  first  I  own'd  my  maiden  love, 
Whiitt  thou  did  pledge  the  Powers  above. 

To  be  my  ain  dear  Willy. 
Both,   For  a'  the  joys  that  gowd  can  gie, 
I  dimia  care  a  single  flie; 


And  that's  my  ain  dear  j  pj^y    [ 


He.  As  songsters  of  the  early  year, 
Are  ilka  day  mair  sweet  to  hear. 
So  ilka  day  to  me  mair  dear 
And  charming  is  my  Philly. 
She.  As  on  the  brier  the  budding  rose. 

Still  richer  breathes  and  fairer  blow^ 
So  in  my  tender  bosom  grows 
'       The  love  I  bear  my  WiHy. 
Both.  For  a'  the  joys,  Ike. 
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He.  The  milder  sun  and  tluer  sky 

That  crown  my  harvest  cares  wi'  joy. 
Were  ne'er  sac  welcome  to  my  eye 
As  is  a  sight  o'  Philly. 
She,  The  little  swallow's  wanton  wing, 

Tho*  wafting  o'er  the  flowery  Springy 
Did  ne'er  to  me  sic  tidings  bring. 

As  meeting  o'  my  Willy. 
Both.  For  a'  the  joys,  &c. 

He.  The  bee  that  thro'  the  sunny  hour 

Sips  nectar  in  the  op'ning  Hower, 

Compar'd  wi'  my  delight  is  poor, 

Upon  the  lips  o"  Philly. 

She.  The  woodbine  in  the  dewy  weet, 

When  ev'ning  shades  in  silence  meet; 
Is  nocht  sae  fragrant  or  sae  sweet 

As  is  a  kiss  o'  Willy. 
Both.  For  a'  the  joys,  ftc. 

He.  Let  fortune's  wheel  at  random  rin. 

And  fools  may  tine,  and  knaves  nuy  win; 
My  thoughts  are  a'  bound  up  in  ane. 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Phtlly. 
She.  What's  a'  the  joys  that  gowd  can  gitP 
I  dinna  care  a  single  3ie; 
The  lad  I  love's  the  lad  for  me. 

And  that's  my  aIn  dear  Willy. 
Beth.  For  a'  the  joys,  &c. 


CONTENTED  WT  UTTLE  AND  CANTIE  WP  MAIR 
TtuM—"  Lumps  <f  Puddin*." 

CoNTENTKD  wi'  little,  and  cantie  wi'  mair, 
Whene'er  I  forgather  wi'  Sorrow  and  Car^ 
I  gie  them  a  skelp  as  they're  creeping  alang, 
Wi'  a  cog  o'  gude  swats  and  an  auld  Scottish  sang. 

C*ofw— Cwitented  wi'  little.  &c 
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I  whiles  daw  the  elbow  o'  trouUesome  thought ; 
B«t  Man  is  a  wger,  and  life  is  a  faught ; 
My  mirth  and  gude  humour  are  coin  in  mj  pouch, 
And  my  Freedom's  my  Lairdship  nae  monarch  dare  touch, 
Ccmtented  wi'  little,  £c. 

A  townmond  o'  trouble,  shovld  that  be  tnay  H', 
A  night  o'  gude  fellowship  sowthers  it  t' : 
When  at  the  blythe  end  o"  our  journey  at  last, 
Wha  the  deil  ever  thinks  o'  the  road  he  has  past? 
Contented  wi'  little,  &c. 

Blind  Chance,  let  her  snapper  and  stoyte  on  her  way; 
Be't  to  me,  be't  frae  me,  e'en  let  the  jade  gae : 
Come  Ease,  or  come  Travail,  come  Fleaiure  or  Pain, 
My  wargl  word  is  i  "  Welcome,  and  welcome  agaia  I " 
C<MitcQted  wi'  little.  &c. 


FAREWELL  THOU  STREAM 

Aii^-"  Nsnsie'a  to  fiie  greenwood  gmc" 

Fabewxll,  thou  Stream  that  winding  flows 
Around  Eliza's  dwelling; 

0  mem'ry  I  spare  the  cruel  tboea 
Within  my  bosom  swdling. 

Conderon'd  to  drag  a  hopeless  cbslo 

And  yet  in  secret  languish ; 
To  feel  a  fire  in  every  vein, 

Nor  dare  disclose  my  anguish. 

Love's  veriest  wretch,  unseen,  unknown, 
I  fain  my  griefs  would  cover; 

The  bursting  sigh,  th'  wnweeting  groan. 
Betray  the  hapless  lover. 

1  know  thou  doom'st  me  to  despair, 
Nor  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me ; 

But,  O  Eliza,  hear  one  prayer — 
For  pity's  sake  forgive  me  1 
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The  music  of  thy  TOtc«  I  beard, 

Nor  wist  while  it  enslav*!!  me ; 
I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  fear'd. 

Till  fears  no  more  had  sav'd  me: 
Th'  unwary  sailor  thus,  aghast 

The  wheeling  torrent  viewing, 
"Mid  circling  horrors  sinks  at  Uu^ 

In  overwhelmii^  ruin. 


CANST  THOU  LEAVE  ME  THUS,  MY  KATIE 

Tun*—"  Soft  y/ift," 

Chorus~-C^iat  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  KaHe? 

Canst  dion  leave  me  thus,  my  Katie? 
Well  thou  knoVst  my  aching  heart. 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  for  pily? 

Is  this  thy  plighted,  fond  regard. 
Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katie? 

Is  this  thy  faithful  swain's  reward — 
An  actUng,  broken  heart,  my  Katie  I 
Canst  thou  leave  me,  &c. 

Farewell  1  and  ne'er  such  sorrows  tear 
That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katie  I 

Thou  mayst  find  those  will  love  thee  dear. 
But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katie, 
Canst  thou  leave  me,  Sk. 


MY  NANIES  AWA 
Ttut—"  Theretl  aent  be  peace  till  Jamie  comei  hame." 

Now  in  her  green  mantle  blythe  Nature  arrays, 
And  listens  Ae  lambkins  that  Meat  o'er  ber  braes; 
While  birds  warble  weloimes  in  ilka  green  sbaw. 
But  to  me  it's  deli|^tless~nqr  Nanie's  awa. 
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The  snawdrap  and  primrose  our  woodlands  adom, 
And  violets  bathe  in  the  wect  o'  the  mom ; 
They  pain  my  sad  bosom,  sae  sweetly  they  Maw, 
They  mind  me  o'  Nanie — and  Nanie's  awa. 

Thou  laVrock  that  springs  frae  the  dews  of  the  lawn. 
The  shepherd  to  warn  o'  the  grey-breaking  dawn. 
And  thou  mellow  mavis  that  hails  the  night-fa', 
Give  over  for  pity — my  Nanie's  awa. 

G>me  Autumn,  sae  pensive,  in  yellow  and  grey. 
And  soothe  me  wi'  tidings  o'  Nature's  decay : 
The  dark,  dreary  Winter,  and  wild-driving  snaw 
Alane  can  delight  me — now  Nanie's  awa. 


THE  TEAR-DROP 

Wae  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear's  in  my  e'e ; 
Lang,  lang  has  Joy  been  a  stranger  to  mc : 
Forsaken  and  friendless,  my  burden  I  bear. 
And  the  sweet  voice  o'  Pity  ne'er  sounds  in  my  ear. 

Love  thou  hast  pleasures,  and  deep  hae  I  luv'd ; 
Love,  thou  hast  sorrows,  and  sair  hae  I  pruv'd ; 
But  this  bruis^  heart  that  now  bleeds  in  my  breast, 
I  can  feel  by  its  throbbings,  will  soon  be  at  rest 

Oh,  if  I  were — ^where  happy  I  hae  been — 

Down  by  yon  stream,  and  yon  bonie  castle-green ; 

For  there  he  is  wand'ring  and  musing  on  me, 

Wha  wad  soon  dry  the  tear-drop  that  dings  to  my  e'e. 


FOR  THE  SAKE  0'  SOMEBODY 

My  heart  is  sair— I  dare  na  tell. 
My  heart  is  sair  for  Somebody ; 
HC— Vol.  6 
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I  could  wake  a  winter  night 

For  the  sake  o'  S<»ncbody. 

0-hon  I  for  Somebody  t 

0-hey  1  for  Somebody  I 

I  could  range  the  world  around. 

For  the  sake  o'  Somebody. 

Ye  Powers  that  smile  on  virtuous  lov^ 

O,  sweetly  smile  on  Somebody  t 
Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  free. 
And  send  me  safe  my  Somebody  I 
O-hon !  for  Somebody  1 
O-heyl  for  Somebody  I 
I  wad  do — what  wad  I  not? 
For  the  sake  o'  Somebody. 


A  MAN'S  A  MAN  FOR  A'  THAT 
Tmu—"  For  a'  that" 

Is  there  for  honest  Poverty 

That  hings  his  head,  an'  a'  that; 
The  coward  slave — we  pass  him  by. 

We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that  I 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that 

Our  toils  obscure  an'  a'  that. 
The  rank  is  but  the  guinea's  stamp, 

Tlie  Uan's  the  gowd  for  a'  diat. 

What  though  on  hamely  fare  we  dine, 

Wear  hoddin  grey,  an'  a'  that ; 
Gie  fools  their  silks,  and  knaves  their  wii 

A  Man's  a  Man  for  a*  that : 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Their  tinsel  show,  an'  a'  that; 
The  honest  man,  tho'  e'er  sae  poor. 

Is  king  o'  men  for  a'  that. 
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Ye  see  yon  birlue  ca'd  a  lord, 

Wha  struts,  an'  stares,  an'  a'  that ; 
Tho'  hundreds  worship  at  his  word. 

He's  but  a  coof  for  a'  that: 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 

His  ribband,  star,  an'  a'  that: 
The  man  o'  independent  mind 

He  looks  an'  laughs  at  a'  that. 

A  prince  can  mak  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  as'  a'  that ; 
But  an  honest  man's  aboon  his  might, 

Gude  faith,  he  maunna  fa'  that  t 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 

Their  dignities  an'  a'  that; 
The  pith  o'  sense,  an'  pride  o'  worth. 

Are  higher  rank  that  a'  that. 

Then  let  ua  pray  that  come  it  may, 

(As  ccone  it  will  for  a'  that,) 
That  Sense  and  Worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth. 

Shall  bear  the  gree,  an'  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 

It's  coming  yet  for  a'  that. 
That  Man  to  Man,  the  world  o'er. 

Shall  brothers  be  for  a'  that 


CRAIGIEBURN  WOOD 

SwiET  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigiebum, 
And  blythe  awakes  the  morrow ; 

But  a'  the  pride  o'  Spring's  return 
Can  yield  me  nocht  but  sorrow. 

I  see  the  flowers  and  spreading  trees, 
1  bear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 

But  what  a  weary  wight  can  please. 
And  Care  hb  bosom  wiiagitigl 
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Fain,  fain  would  I  my  griefs  imparl 

Yet  dare  na  for  your  anger ; 
But  secret  love  will  break  my  hear^ 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

If  thou  refuse  to  pity  me. 

If  thou  shall  love  another. 
When  yon  green  leaves  fade  frae  the  tre^ 

Around  my  grave  they'll  wither. 


t  of  1793 
THE  SOLEMN  LEAGUE  AND  COVENANT 

The  Solemn  League  and  Covenant 
Now  brings  a  smile,  now  brit^s  a  tear; 

But  sacred  Freedom,  too,  was  theirs: 
If  tboa'rt  a  slave,  indulge  thy  sneer. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  JOHN  SYME  OF  RYEDALE 

Lines  sent  with  a  Present  of  a  Dozen  of  Porter. 

O  HAS  the  malt  thy  strength  of  mind. 

Or  hops  the  flavour  of  thy  wit, 
'Twere  drink  for  first  of  human  kind, 
A  gift  that  even  for  Syme  were  fit. 
jEKtrauxu  Tavern,  Dui<fue& 


INSCRIPTION  ON  A  GOBLET 

Teebe's  Death  in  the  cup,  so  beware  I 
Nay,  more — ^there  is  danger  in  touching; 

But  who  can  avoid  the  fell  snare. 
The  man  and  his  wine's  so  bewitching  I 
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APOLOGY  FOR   DECLINING   AN   INVITATION 
TO   DINE 

No  more  of  your  guests,  be  they  titled  or  not, 
And  cookery  the  first  in  the  nation ; 

Who  is  proof  to  thy  personal  converse  and  wit^ 
Is  proof  to  all  other  temptation. 


EPITAPH  FOR  MR.  GABRIEL  RICHARDSON 

Here  Brewer  Gabriel's  fire's  extinct. 

And  empty  all  his  barrels: 
He's  blest — if,  as  he  brew'd,  he  drink. 

In  upright,  honest  morals. 


EPIGRAM  ON   MR.  JAMES   GRACIE 

Gracie,  thou  art  a  man  of  worth, 

O  be  thou  Dean  for  ever  1 
May  he  be  d — d  to  hell  henceforth, 

Who  fauts  thy  weight  or  measure  I 


BONIE  PEG-A-RAMSAY 

CAtJiD  is  the  e'enin  blast, 
O'  Boreas  o'er  the  pool. 

An'  dawin  it  is  dreary. 
When  birks  are  bare  at  Yule. 

Canld  blaws  the  e'enin  blast. 
When  bitter  bites  the  frost. 

And,  in  die  mirk  and  dreary  drif^ 
The  hills  and  glens  are  lost: 
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Ne'er  sae  murky  blew  the  night 
That  drifted  o'er  the  bill. 

But  bonie  Feg-a-Ramsay 
Gat  grist  to  her  mill. 


INSCRIPTION  AT  FRIARS'  CARSE  HERMITAGE 
To  the  Uemory  of  Robert  RiddelL 

To  Riddell,  much  lamented  man. 

This  ivied  cot  was  dear ; 
Wand'rer,  dost  value  matchless  worth? 

This  ivied  cot  revere. 


THERE  WAS   A  BONIE  LASS 

Theb£  was  a  bonie  lass,  and  a  bonie,  bonie  lass. 

And  she  lo'ed  her  bonie  laddie  dear; 
Till  War's  load  alarms  tore  her  laddie  frae  her  arms, 

Wi'  mony  a  sigh,  and  a  tear. 
Over  sea,  over  shore,  where  the  cannons  loudljr  roar. 

He  stiU  was  a  stranger  to  fear ; 
And  nocht  could  him  quail,  or  hit  bosom  assail. 

Bat  the  booie  lass  be  lo'ed  sae  dear. 


WEE  Wnxm  GRAY 

ThM— "  Wee  Tottrm  Fogs-" 

WsE  VWHIe  Gray,  and  his  leather  wallet. 
Peel  a  willow  wand  to  be  faim  boots  and  jacket; 
The  rose  upon  the  breir  will  be  him  trewa  an'  doublet. 
The  rose  upon  the  breir  will  be  him  trewt  an'  doublet 

Wee  WiUIe  Gray,  and  his  leather  wallet, 
Twice  a  lily-flower  will  be  him  sark  and  cravat; 
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Feathers  of  a  flee  wac]  feather  up  his  bonnet. 
Feathers  of  a  flee  wa4  feather  up  his  bonnet 


O  AYE  MY  WIFE  SHE  DANG  ME 

CAwM*--0  aye  my  wife  she  dang  me, 

An'  aft  my  wife  she  bang'i]  me. 
If  yc  g:ie  &  woman  a'  her  will, 
Gude  faith  1  she'll  soon  o'er-gang  ye. 

Oh  peace  an'  rest  my  mind  was  bent. 

And,  fool  I  was  1  I  married; 
But  never  honest  man's  intent 

Sae  cursedly  miscarried. 

O  aye  my  wife,  &c. 

Some  sairie  comfort  at  the  last, 
When  a'  thir  days  are  don*,  man. 

My  pains  o'  hell  on  earth  is  past, 
I'm  sure  o'  bliss  aboon,  tnaH] 
O  aye  my  wife,  && 


GUDE  ALE  KEEPS  THE  HEART  ABOON 

Chorus — O  gude  ale  comes  and  gude  ale  goes; 
Gude  ale  gars  me  sell  my  hose. 
Sell  my  hose,  and  pawn  my  shooi^— 
Gude  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon  t 

I  HAD  sax  owsen  in  a  pleugh. 
And  they  drew  a'  wcel  eneugh: 
I  sell'd  them  a'  just  ane  by  ane — 
Gude  ale  keeps  tiie  heart  aboon  1 
O  gude  ale  comes,  &c. 

Gude  ale  bauds  me  bare  and  busy, 
Gars  me  moop  wi'  the  servant  htzzie. 
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Stand  i'  the  stool  when  I  hae  done— 
Gnde  ale  keeps  the  heart  aboon  I 
O  gude  ale  comes,  &c. 


O  STEER    HER    UP    AN*    HAUD    HER    GAUN 

O  STEER  her  up,  ^n'  haud  her  gaim. 

Her  mither's  at  the  mill,  jo; 
An'  gin  she  winna  tak  a  man. 

E'en  let  her  tak  her  will,  ja 
First  shore  her  wi'  a  gentle  kiss. 

And  ca'  anither  gill,  jo; 
An'  gin  she  tak  the  thii^  amiss. 

E'en  let  her  9yte  her  fill,  jo. 

O  steer  her  up,  an'  be  na  blate. 

An'  gin  she  tak  it  ill,  jo. 
Then  leave  the  lassie  till  her  fate, 

And  time  nae  langer  spill,  jo: 
Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  ae  rebute. 

But  think  upon  it  still,  jo: 
That  gin  the  lassie  winna  do't, 

Ye'll  find  aotther  will,  jo. 


THE  LASS  O*  ECCLEFECHAN 

riuw— "Jack  o'  Latin." 

Gat  ye  me,  O  gat  ye  me, 

O  gat  ye  me  wi'  nacthing? 
Rock  an  reel,  and  spinning  wheel, 

A  mickle  quarter  bason : 
Bye  attour  my  Gutcher  has 

A  heich  house  and  a  laich  an^ 
A'  forbye  my  bonie  sel. 

The  toss  o'  Ecclefedian. 
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0  baud  your  tongue  now,  Lacky  Lang, 

0  baud  your  twipie  and  jauner 

1  held  the  gate  till  you  I  met. 

Syne  I  began  to  wander: 
I  tint  my  whistle  and  my  sang, 

1  tint  my  peace  and  pleasure ; 

But  your  green  graff,  now  Ludcy  Lang, 
Wad  airt  me  to  my  treasure. 


O  LET  ME  IN  THIS  AE  NIGHT 

O  LASSIE,  are  ye  sleepin  yet, 
Or  are  ye  waulcin,  I  wad  wit  ? 
For  Love  has  bound  me  hand  an'  fit. 
And  I  would  fain  be  in,  jo. 

Chorus — 0  let  me  in  this  ae  night. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night; 
O  let  me  in  this  ae  night, 
I'll  no  come  back  again,  jol 

O  hcar'st  thou  not  the  wind  an'  weet? 
Nac  star  blinks  thro'  the  driving  sleet; 
Tak  pity  on  my  weary  feet, 
And  shield  me  frae  the  rain,  jo. 
O  let  me  in,  &c 

The  bitter  blast  that  round  me  blaws. 
Unheeded  howls,  unheeded  fa's ; 
The  cauldness  o'  thy  heart's  the  cause 
Of  a'  my  care  and  pine,  jo. 

O  let  me  in,  &c 


O  tell  na  me  o'  wind  an'  rain, 
Ifpbraid  na  me  wi'  cauld  disdain, 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  cam  again, 
I  winna  let  ye  in,  jo. 
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Chorus — I  tell  yo«  now  this  ae  night. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; 
And  ance  for  a'  this  ae  night, 
I  winna  let  ye  in,  jo. 

The  enellest  blast,  at  mirkest  hours. 
That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pours 
Is  nocht  to  what  poor  she  endures. 
That's  trusted  faithless  man,  jo, 
I  tell  you  now,  &c 

The  sweetest  (lower  that  deck'd  the  mea<3, 
Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  weed — 
Let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read 
The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  jo. 
I  tell  you  now,  &C 

The  bird  that  chann'd  his  summer  day. 
Is  now  the  cruel  Fowler's  prey; 
Let  witless,  trusting,  Woman  say 
How  aft  her  fate's  the  same,  jo  I 
I  tell  you  now.  Sat. 


IXL  AYE  CA'  IN  BY  YON  TOWN 
Air — "  111  gaag  nae  malr  to  yon  tona." 

Choms—I'li  aye  ca'  in  by  yon  town. 

And  by  yon  garden-green  again; 
I'll  aye  ca'  in  by  yon  town. 
And  see  my  bonie  Jean  again. 

There's  nane  sail  ken,  there's  nane  can  gues 
What  brings  me  back  the  gate  again. 

But  she,  my  fairest  faithfu'  lass. 
And  Btownlins  we  sail  meet  again. 
I'll  aye  ca"  in,  Bcc 
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She'll  wander  by  the  alken  tree, 
When  trystin  time  draws  near  agi 

And  when  her  lovely  form  I  see, 
O  haith  I  she's  doubly  dear  3g:aia 
I'll  aye  ca'  in,  &c. 


O  WAT  YE  WHA'S  IN  YON  TOWN 
Tune—"  m  gang  oM  miff  to  joa  totm." 

Chorus — O  wat  ye  wha's  in  yon  town, 

Ye  see  the  e'enin  sun  upon, 
The  dearest  maid's  in  yon  town, 
That  e'ening  sun  is  shining  aa. 

Now  haply  down  yon  gay  green  shaw. 
She  wanders  by  yon  spreading  tree; 

How  blest  ye  flowers  that  round  her  blaw. 
Ye  catch  the  glan<%s  o*  her  e'e  I 

O  wat  ye  wha's,  4c. 

How  blest  ye  birds  that  round  her  sing. 
And  welcome  in  the  blooming  year; 

And  doubly  welcome  be  the  Spring, 
The  season  to  my  Jeanie  dear. 

O  wat  ye  wha's,  &c 

The  snn  blinks  blythe  in  yon  town, 
Among  the  broomy  braes  sae  green ; 

But  my  delight  in  yon  town. 
And  dearest  pleasure,  is  my  Jean. 

O  wat  ye  wha's,  &c 

Withont  my  Fair,  not  a'  the  charms 
O'  Para^se  could  yield  me  joy; 

But  give  me  Jeanie  in  my  arms 
And  welcome  Lapland's  dreary  sl^I 
O  wat  ye  wha's,  &c. 
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My  cave  wad  be  a  lover's  bower, 
Tho'  raging  Winter  rent  the  air; 

And  she  a  lovely  little  flower. 
That  I  wad  tent  and  shelter  there. 

O  wat  ye  wha's,  &c 


0  sweet  is  she  in  yon  town, 

The  stnldn  sun's  gane  down  upon ; 
A  fairer  than's  in  yon  town. 
His  setting  beAm  ne'er  shone  upon. 
O  wat  ye  wha's,  && 

If  angry  Fate  Is  sworn  my  foe. 
And  sufTring  I  am  doom'd  to  bear; 

1  careless  quit  aught  else  below. 

But  spare,  O  spare  me  Jeanie  dear, 
O  wat  ye  wha's,  &c 

For  while  life's  dearest  blood  is  warm, 
Ae  thought  f  rae  her  shall  ne'er  depart 

And  she,  as  fairest  is  her  form, 
She  has  the  truest,  kindest  heart, 

O  wat  ye  wha's,  &c 


aVritaU  M  Mt.  titnie*  maOtB.  1799 
BALLAD    FIRST 

Whom  will  you  send  to  London  town. 

To  Parliament  and  a'  that  ? 
Or  wha  in  a'  the  country  round 
The  best  deserves  to  fa'  that? 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 
Thro'  Galloway  and  a'  that. 
Where  is  the  Laird  or  belted  KmgiA 
The  best  deserves  to  fa'  that? 
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Wha  sees  Kerroi^htree's  open  yctt, 

(And  wha  is't  never  saw  that?) 
Wha  ever  wi'  Kerroughtree  met. 
And  haa  a  doubt  of  a'  that  ? 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  I 
The  independent  patriot, 
The  honest  man,  and  a'  that 

Tho'  wit  and  worth,  in  either  sex. 

Saint  Mary's  Isle  can  shaw  that, 
Wi'  Dulces  and  Lords  let  Selkirk  raia^ 
And  weel  does  Selkirk  fa'  that 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  thati 
The  independent  commoner 
Shall  be  the  man  for  a'  that 

But  why  should  we  to  Nobles  jouk. 

And  is't  against  the  law,  that? 

For  why,  a  Lord  may  be  a  gowk, 

Wi'  ribband,  star  and  a'  that. 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that 

Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  tiiatl 

A  Lord  may  be  a  lousy  loun, 

Wi'  ribband,  star  and  a'  that 

A  beardless  boy  comes  o'er  the  hills, 

Wi'  uncle's  purse  and  a'  that ; 
But  we'll  hae  ane  frae  mang  oursds, 
A  man  we  ken,  and  a'  that 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
For  we're  not  to  be  bought  and  foM, 
Like  naigs,  and  nowt,  and  a'  that 

Then  let  us  drink— The  Stewartry, 
Kerroughtree's  laird,  and  a'  tha^ 
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Ow  representative  to  be. 
For  weel  he's  worthy  a'  that 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that! 
A  House  of  Commons  mch  as  h^ 
The;  wad  be  blcEt  that  saw  th^ 


BALLAD  SECOND— ELECTION  DAY 
Thm—"  Fy,  let  «(  a'  to  the  BHdoL" 

py,  let  us  a'  to  Kirkcudbright, 

For  there  will  be  bickerin  there; 
For  Murray's  light  horse  are  to  muster. 

And  O  how  the  heroes  will  swear  1 
And  there  will  be  Murray,  Commander, 

And  Gordon,  the  battle  to  win; 
Like  brothers  they'll  stand  by  eacb  other, 

Sae  knit  in  alliance  and  kin. 

And  there  will  be  black-nebbit  Johnie^ 

The  tongue  o'  the  trump  to  them  a'; 
An  he  get  na  Hell  for  bis  haddin. 

The  Deil  gets  ua  justice  ava. 
And  there  will  be  Kempleton's  birki^ 

A  boy  no  sae  black  at  the  bane; 
But  as  to  his  fine  Nabob  fortune, 

We'll  e'en  let  the  subject  alane. 

And  there  will  be  Wigton's  new  Sheriff; 

Dame  Justice  fu*  brawly  has  sped. 
She's  gotten  the  heart  of  a  Bushby, 

But,  Lord  I  what's  become  o'  the  head? 
And  there  will  be  Cardoness,  Esquire, 

Sae  mighty  in  Cardoness*  eyes; 
A  wight  tfiat  will  weather  damnation. 

The  Devil  the  prey  will  despise. 
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And  there  will  be  Douglasses  doughty, 

New  christening  towns  far  and  near; 
Abjuring  their  democrat  doings. 

By  kissin'  the o'  a  Peer : 

And  there  will  be  folk  frae  Saint  Mary's 

A  house  o'  great  merit  and  note ; 
The  deil  ane  but  honours  them  highly — 

The  deil  ane  will  gie  them  his  vote ! 

And  there  will  be  Kenmure  sae  gen'roua, 

Whose  honour  is  proof  to  the  storm. 
To  save  them  from  stark  reprobation. 

He  lent  them  his  name  in  the  Firm. 
And  there  will  be  lads  o'  the  gospel, 

Muirhead  wha's  as  gude  as  he's  true; 
And  there  will  be  Buittle's  Apostle, 

Wha's  mair  o'  the  black  than  the  blue. 

And  there  will  be  Logan  M'Dowall, 

Sculdudd'ry  an'  he  will  be  there. 
And  also  the  Wild  Scot  o'  Galloway, 

Sogering,  gunpowder  Blair, 
But  we  winna  mention  Redcastie, 

The  body,  e'en  let  him  escape! 
He'd  venture  the  gallows  for  siller, 

An  'twere  na  the  cost  o'  the  rape. 

But  where  is  the  Do^erbank  hero, 

That  made  "Hogan  Mogan"  to  skulk? 
Poor  Keith's  gane  to  h-H  to  be  fuel. 

The  auld  rotten  wreck  of  a  Hulk. 
And  where  is  our  King's  Lord  Lieutenant, 

Sae  fam'd  for  his  gratefu'  return? 
The  blricie  ia  gettin'  his  Questions 

To  aay  in  Saint  Stephen's  the  mom. 

But  mark  yet  there's  trusty  Kerroughtre^ 
Whose  honor  was  ever  his  law; 

If  the  Virtues  were  pack'd  in  a  parcel. 
His  worth  mi^t  be  sample  for  a' ; 
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And  Strang  an'  respectfti's  bis  backing. 
The  maist  o'  the  lairds  wi'  him  stand; 

Nae  gipsy-like  nominal  barons, 
Wha's  property's  paper — not  land. 

And  there,  frae  the  Niddisdale  borders, 

The  Maxwclb  will  gather  in  droves, 
Teugh  Jockie,  staunch  Geordie,  an'  Wellwood, 

That  griens  for  the  fishes  and  loaves ; 
And  there  will  be  Heron,  the  Major, 

Wha'll  ne'er  be  forgot  in  the  Greys; 
Out  flatt'ry  we'll  keep  for  some  other, 

HiK,  only  it's  justice  to  praise. 

And  there  will  be  maiden  Kilkerran, 

And  also  Barskimming's  gude  Knigh^ 
And  there  will  be  roarin  Birtwhistle, 

Yet  luckily  roars  i'  the  right. 
And  there'll  be  Stamp  Office  Johnie, 

(Tak  tent  how  ye  purchase  a  dram  I) 
And  there  will  be  gay  Cassencarry, 

And  there'll  be  gleg  Colonel  Tam. 

And  there'll  be  wealthy  young  Richard, 

Dame  Fortune  should  hing  by  the  ned^ 
For  prodigal,  thriftless  bestowing — 

His  merit  had  won  him  respect. 
And  there  will  be  rich  brother  Nabobs, 

(Tho'  Nabobs,  yet  men  not  the  worst,) 
And  there  will  be  Collieston's  whiskers. 

And  Quintin — a  lad  o'  the  first. 

Then  heyl  the  chaste  Interest  o'  Broughtot^ 

And  hey!  for  the  blessin's  'twill  bring; 
It  may  send  Balmaghie  to  the  Commons, 

In  Sodom  'twould  make  him  a  king; 
And  hey  t  for  the  sanctified  Murray, 

Our  land  wha  wi'  chapels  has  stor'd; 
He  fonnder'd  bis  horse  among  harlots. 

But  gied  the  anid  naig  to  the  Lord. 
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BALLAD  THIRD 
John  Bushby's  Lamentation 
Titne—"BaheB  in  the  Wood." 

TwAs  in  the  seventeen  hunder  year 

O'  grace,  and  ninety-five, 
That  year  I  was  the  wae'est  man 

Of  ony  man  alive. 

In  March  the  tbree-an'-twentietb  mDrn, 
The  sun  raise  clear  an'  bright ; 

But  oh  1 1  was  a  waefu'  man. 
Ere  to-fa'  o'  the  night. 

Yerl  Galloway  lang  did  rule  this  Ian(], 

Wi'  equal  right  and  fame, 
And  thereto  was  his  kinsmen  join'd, 

The  Murray's  noble  name. 

Yerl  Galloway's  man  o'  men  was  I, 
And  chief  o'  Broughton's  host; 

So  twa  blind  beggars,  on  a  string. 
The  faithfu'  tyke  wiU  trust. 

But  now  Yerl  Galloway's  sceptre's  btok^ 
And  Broughton's  wi'  the  slain. 

And  I  my  ancient  craft  may  try. 
Sin'  honesty  is  gane. 

'Twas  by  the  banks  o*  bonie  Dee, 
Beside  Kirkcudbright's  towers, 

The  Stewart  and  the  Murray  ther^ 
Did  muster  a*  their  powers. 

Then  Murray  on  the  auld  grey  yaud, 

Wi'  wingAd  spurs  did  ride. 
That  auld  grey  yaud  a'  Nidsdale  rad^ 

He  staw  upon  Kidside. 
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And  there  had  na  been  the  Yerl  hinu^ 

O  there  had  been  nae  play ; 
But  Garlies  was  to  London  gane. 

And  sae  the  kye  might  stray. 

And  there  was  Balmagfaie,  I  weei^ 
In  front  rank  he  wad  shine; 

But  Balmaghie  had  better  been 
Drinkin'  Madeira  wine. 

And  frae  Glenkens  cam  to  our  aid 

A  chief  o'  doughty  deed ; 
In  case  that  worth  should  wanted  bci 

O'  Kenmurc  we  had  need. 

And  by  Qur  banners  march'd  Muirhead, 

And  Buittle  was  na  slack ; 
Whase  haly  priesthood  nane  could  stain. 

For  wha  could  dye  the  black? 

And  there  was  grave  squire  Cardoneaa, 

Look'd  on  till  a'  was  done ; 
Sae  in  the  tower  o'  Cardoness 

A  howkt  sits  at  noon. 

And  there  led  I  the  Bushby  chm. 

My  gamesome  billie.  Will, 
And  my  son  Maitland,  wise  as  brsr^ 

My  footsteps  foUow'd  still 

The  Douglas  and  the  Heron's  name, 
We  set  nought  to  their  score ; 

The  Douglas  and  the  Haxm's  niOM, 
Had  felt  our  wd^t  before. 

But  Douglasses  o'  weight  had  we^ 

The  pair  o'  lusty  lairds. 
For  building  cot-houses  sae  faBl'<dt 

And  christenin'  kail-yards. 
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And  then  Redcastle  drew  his  sword. 
That  ne'er  was  staJn'd  wi'  gore. 

Save  on  a  wand'rer  lame  and  blind. 
To  drive  him  frac  his  door. 

And  last  cam  creepin  Collteston, 
Was  mair  in  fear  than  wrath ; 

Ac  knave  was  constant  in  his  min<t— 
To  keep  that  knave  frae  scaith. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  AN  ALTAR  OF  INDEPENDENCE 
At  Kerroughtree,  the  Seat  of  Mr,  Heron, 

Thou  of  an  independent  mind. 

With  soul  resolv'd,  with  soul  resign'd ; 

Prepar'd  Power's  proudest  frown  to  brave, 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  have  a  slave; 

Virtue  alone  who  dost  revere. 

Thy  own  reproach  alone  dost  fear — 

Approach  this  shrine,  and  worship  here. 


THE  CARDIN  O'T,  THE  SPINNIN  C^T 

I  coFT  a  stane  o'  haslock  woo. 
To  mak  a  wab  to  Johnie  o't ; 

For  Johnie  is  my  only  jo, 
I  toe  him  best  of  onic  yet 

Chonu — The  cardin  o't,  the  spinnin  o't, 

The  warpin  o't,  the  winniil  o't; 
When  ilka  ell  cost  me  a  groat, 
The  tailor  staw  the  lynin  o't 

For  tho*  his  locks  be  lyart  grey. 
And  tho'  his  brow  be  held  aboon, 
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Yet  I  hae  seen  him  on  a  day. 
The  pride  of  a*  the  parishen. 
The  cardin  o't,  &c. 


THE   COOPER   C   CUDDY 
Thm— "Bftb  at  the  bomter." 

CfctffK*— We'll  hide  the  Cooper  behint  the  door, 
Behint  the  door,  behint  the  door, 
Well  hide  the  Cooper  behint  the  door. 
And  cover  him  under  a  mawn,  O. 

The  Cooper  o'  Cuddy  came  here  awa. 
He  ca'd  the  girrs  out  o'er  us  a' ; 
An'  our  gudewife  has  gotten  a  ca'. 
That's  anger'd  the  silly  gademan  O. 
We'll  hide  the  Cooper,  &c 

He  soi^t  them  out,  he  sought  them  in, 

Wi'  deil  hae  her  I  an'  deil  hae  him ! 

But  the  body  he  was  sae  doited  and  blin'. 

He  wist  na  where  he  was  gaun  O. 

We'll  hide  the  Cooper,  &c. 

They  cooper'd  at  e'en,  they  coopcr'd  at  room. 
Till  our  gudeman  has  gotten  the  scorn ; 
On  tUca  brow  she's  planted  a  horn. 
And  swears  that  there  they  sail  stan'  O. 
We'll  hide  the  Cooper,  &c. 


THE   LASS   THAT   MADE   THE   BED   TO    ME 

When  Januar'  wind  was  blawing  cauld. 
As  to  the  north  I  took  my  way, 

The  mirksome  night  did  me  enfauld, 
I  knew  na  where  to  lodge  till  day : 
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By  my  gude  luck  a  mud  I  met, 
Just  in  the  middle  o'  my  care, 

And  kindly  she  did  me  invite 
To  walk  into  a  chamber  fair. 


I  bow'd  fll'  low  unto  this  maid. 

And  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesie; 
I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maid. 

An'  bade  her  make  a  bed  to  me; 
She  made  the  bed  baith  large  and  wide, 

Wi'  twa  white  hands  she  spread  it  doun; 
She  put  the  cup  to  her  rosy  lips, 

And  drank — "  Young  man,  now  sleep  ye  soun'.'' 

Ckanu — The  bonie  lass  made  the  bed  to  me, 

The  braw  lass  made  the  bed  to  me, 
I'll  ne'er  forget  till  the  day  I  die. 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

Ste  snatch'd  die  candle  in  her  hand, 

And  frae  my  chamber  went  wi'  speed; 
But  I  call'd  her  quickly  back  again, 

T<J  lay  some  mair  below  my  head: 
A  cod  she  laid  below  my  head. 

And  servM  mc  with  due  respect. 
And,  to  salute  her  wi'  a  kiss, 

I  put  my  arms  about  her  neck. 
The  bonie  lass,  &c. 

"  Haud  aff  your  hands,  young  man  I "  she  said, 

"  And  dinna  oae  uncivil  be; 
Gif  ye  hae  oay  luve  for  me, 

O  wrang  na  my  virg^nitie." 
Her  hair  was  like  the  links  o'  gowd. 

Her  teeth  were  like  the  ivorie. 
Her  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  wine, 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me: 
The  bonie  lass,  && 


Di^iiizodbvGoogle 


ROBBBT  BUBN8 

Her  bosom  was  the  driven  maw, 

Twa  drifted  heaps  sae  fair  to  s«e; 
Her  limbs  the  polish'd  marble  stane, 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
I  ktss'd  her  o'er  and  o'er  again. 

And  aye  she  wist  na  what  to  say: 
I  laid  her  'tween  me  and  the  wa' ; 

The  lassie  thocht  na  lang  till  day. 
The  bonie  lass,  &c. 

Upon  the  morrow  when  we  raise, 

I  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesie; 
But  aye  she  Uush'd  and  aye  she  sigb'd. 

And  said,  "  Alas,  ye'vc  ruin'd  me." 
I  dasp'd  her  waist,  and  kiss'd  her  sync. 

While  the  tear  stood  twinkling  in  her  e'e; 
I  said,  my  lassie,  dlnna  cry, 

For  ye  aye  shall  make  the  bed  to  me. 
The  bonte  lass,  ftc 

She  took  her  mither's  holland  sheets, 

An'  made  them  a'  in  sarks  to  me ; 
Blythe  and  merry  may  she  be. 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

C&orwf— The  bonie  lass  made  the  bed  to  me. 

The  braw  lass  made  the  bed  to  me. 
Ill  ne'er  forget  till  the  day  I  die. 
The  Uss  l£it  made  the  bed  to  me. 


HAD  I  THE  WYTE?  SHE  BADE  ME 

Had  I  the  wyte,  had  I  the  wjrte, 
Had  I  the  wyte?  she  bade  me; 

She  watch'd  me  by  the  hie-gate  side. 
And  up  the  loan  she  shaw'd  tat. 

And  when  1  wadna  venture  in, 
A  coward  loon  she  ca'd  me: 
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Had  Kirk  an'  State  been  In  the  gate, 
I'd  lighted  when  she  b&de  me. 

Sae  craftilie  she  todc  me  ben. 

And  bade  me  mak  nae  clatter; 
"  For  our  ramgunshoch,  glutti  gudeman 

Is  o'er  ayont  the  water." 
Whae'er  shall  say  I  wanted  grace. 

When  I  did  kisa  and  dawte  her. 
Let  him  be  planted  in  my  place. 

Syne  say,  I  was  the  fautor. 

Could  I  for  shame,  could  I  for  shame, 

Could  I  for  shame  refus'd  her; 
And  wadna  manhood  been  to  blame. 

Had  I  unkindly  used  her  1 
He  claw'd  her  *i'  the  rlpplin-kame. 

And  blae  and  bluidy  bruis'd  her; 
When  sic  a  husband  wis  frae  hame. 

What  wife  but  wad  excus'd  her  I 

I  dig^ted  aye  her  e'en  sae  blut. 

An'  bann'd  the  cruel  randy. 
And  weel  I  wftt,  her  willin  itiou 

Was  Bweet  as  sugar-candle. 
At  gloamin-shot,  it  was  I  wot, 

I  lighted  on  the  Monday; 
But  I  cam  thro'  the  Tyseday's  dew. 

To  wanton  Willie's  brandy. 


DOES    HAUGHTY    GAUL    INVASION    THREAT? 
Ttine — "  Push  ttbout  the  Jorum." 

Does  haughty  Gaul  invasion  threat? 

Then  let  the  louns  beware.  Sir; 
There's  wooden  walls  upon  our  seas. 

And  volunteers  on  shore.  Sir: 
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The  Nith  shall  run  to  Corsincoo, 
And  Criflfel  sink  in  Solway, 

Ere  wc  permit  a  Foreign  Foe 
On  British  ground  to  rally ! 

We'll  ne'er  permit  a  Foreign  Foe 
On  British  ground  to  rally  1 

O  let  us  not,  like  snariing  curs. 

In  wrangling  be  divided. 
Till,  slap  I  come  in  an  unco  loun. 

And  wi'  a  rung  decide  it  I 
Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  true, 

Amang  ourselves  united; 
For  never  but  by  British  hands 

Maun  British  wrangs  be  righted  I 
Not  never  but  by  British  hands 

Shall  British  wrangs  be  rioted  t 

The  Kettle  o'  the  Kirk  and  SUte, 

Perhaps  a  clout  may  fail  in't; 
But  deil  a  foreign  tinkler  loun 

Shall  ever  ca'  a  nail  in't. 
Our  father's  blude  the  Kettle  bought 

And  wba  wad  dare  to  spoil  it; 
By  Heav'ns  I  the  sacrilegious  dog 

Shall  fuel  be  to  boil  it  I 
By  Heav'ns  1  the  sacrilegious  dog 

Shall  fuel  be  to  boil  it  I 


The  wretch  that  would  a  tyrant  own. 

And  the  wretch,  his  true-bom  brother. 
Who  would  set  the  Mob  aboon  the  Throng 

May  they  be  damn'd  together  I 
Who  will  not  sing  "  God  save  the  King," 

Shall  hang  as  high's  the  steeple; 
But  while  we  sing  "  God  save  the  King," 

We'll  ne'er  forget  The  People! 
But  while  we  sing  "  God  save  the  King," 
We'll  ne'er  forget  Tbs  People  I 
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ADDRESS  TO   THE   WOODLARK 
TwM— "Loch  Enoch  SiOt." 

O  STAY,  sweet  warbling  woodlark,  stay. 
Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spray, 
A  hapless  lover  courts  thy  lay. 

Thy  soothing,  fond  complaining. 
Again,  again  that  tender  part. 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  art; 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  heart 

Wha  kills  me  wi'  disdaining. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind. 
And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind? 
Oh,  nocht  but  love  and  sorrow  join'd. 

Sic  notes  o'  woe  could  wauken  I 
Thou  tells  o'  never-ending  care; 
O*  speechless  grief,  and  dark  despair: 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair  I 

Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken. 


SONG.— ON    CHLORIS    BEING    tUl 
rwM— "Aje  waulnn  O." 

Chonw— Long,  long  the  night. 

Heavy  comes  the  momnv 
While  my  soul's  delight 
Is  on  her  bed  of  sorrow. 

Cak  I  cease  to  care? 

Can  I  cease  to  languish, 
While  my  darling  Fair 

Is  on  the  couch  of  anguish? 
Long,  long,  &c. 

Ev'ry  hope  is  fled, 
Ev'ry  fear  is  terror; 
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Slumber  ev'n  I  dread, 
Ev'ry  dream  i3  horror. 
Long,  long,  &c. 

Hear  me.  Powers  Divine! 

Oh,  in  pity,  hear  me  I 
Take  aught  else  of  mine. 

But  my  Chtoris  spare  met 
Long,  long,  &c. 


HOW    CRUEL    ARE    THE    PARENTS 
AUersd  from  an  old  EngUih  long. 
Tttnt — "  JohD  Anderson,  m;  jo." 

How  cruel  are  the  parents 
Who  riches  only  priie. 

And  to  the  wealthy  booby 
Poor  Woman  sacrifice! 

Meanwhile,  the  hapless  Daughter 
Has  but  a  choice  of  strife; 

To  shun  a  tyrant  Father's  hate- 
Become  a  wretched  Wife, 

The  ravening  hawk  pursuing. 

The  trembling  dove  thus  Sies, 
To  shun  impelling  ruin. 

Awhile  her  pinions  tries; 
Till,  of  escape  despairing. 

No  shelter  or  retreat. 
She  trusts  the  ruthlesi  Falconer, 

And  drops  beneath  his  feet. 


MARK  YONDER  POMP  OF  COSTLY  FASHION 

Air-"  Deil  t>k  tlw  wmrs." 

Mask  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fashlm 

Round  the  wealthy,  titled  bride: 
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Bnt  when  contpar'd  with  real  passion, 
Poor  is  all  that  princely  pride. 

Mailc  yonder,  &c  ifo*''  ^'*  repeated) . 

What  are  the  showy  treasures. 

What  are  the  noisy  pleasures? 
The  gay,  gaudy  glare  of  vanity  and  art: 

The  polish'd  jewels  blaze 

May  draw  the  wond'ring  gaze ; 

And  courtly  grandeur  bright 

The  fancy  may  delight. 
But  never,  never  can  come  near  the  heart 

But  did  you  see  my  dearest  Chloris, 

In  simplicity's  array; 
Ix)vely  as  yonder  sweet  opening  flower  ia. 

Shrinking  from  the  gaze  of  day. 
But  did  you  see,  &c. 

O  then,  the  heart  alarming, 

And  all  resistless  charming. 
In  Love's  delightful  fetters  she  chains  the  willing  soul  I 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown, 

Ev'n  Avarice  would  deny, 

His  worshipp'd  deity, 
And  feel  thro'  every  vein  Love's  raptures  rolL 


'TWAS  NA  HER  BONIE  BLUE  E'E 
Tiint — "  Laddie,  lie  near  me." 

TwAS  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin. 
Fair  tho'  she  be,  that  was  ne'er  my  undoin' ; 
"Twas  the  dear  smile  when  nae  body  did  mind  us, 
Twas  the  bewitching,  sweet,  stown  glance  o'  kindness: 
'Twas  the  bewitching,  sweet,  stown  glance  o'  kindness. 

Sair  do  I  fear  that  to  hope  is  denied  me, 
Sair  do  I  fear  that  despair  maun  abide  me, 
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But  tho'  fell  fortune  should  fate  us  to  sever. 
Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  for  ever: 
Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  for  ever. 

Chloris,  I'm  thine  wi'  a  passion  sincerest. 
And  thou  hast  plighted  me  love  o'  the  dearest! 
And  thou'rt  the  angel  that  never  can  alter. 
Sooner  the  sun  in  his  motion  would  falter: 
r  the  sun  in  his  motion  would  falter. 


THEIR  GROVES  0'  SWEET  MYRTLE 
Tuttt — "  Bumoiin  of  Glen." 

Thbui  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  Foreign  Lands  reckon. 

Where  bright-beaming  summers  exalt  the  perfume; 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  bredkan, 

Wi'  the  burn  stealing  under  the  lang,  yellow  broom. 
Far  dearer  to  me  are  yon  humble  broom  bowers 

Where  the  blue-bell  and  gowan  lurk,  lowly,  unseen; 
For  there,  lightly  tripping,  among  the  wild  flow^s, 

A-list'ning  the  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

Tho'  rich  is  the  breeze  in  their  gay,  sunny  valleys. 

And  cauld  Caledonia's  blast  on  the  wave ; 
Their  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  skirt  the  proud  palace. 

What  are  they  ? — the  haunt  of  the  Tyrant  and  Slave. 
The  Slave's  spicy  forests,  and  gold-bubbling  fountains. 

The  brave  Caledonian  views  wi'  disdain; 
He  wanders  as  free  as  the  winds  of  his  mountains. 

Save  Love's  willing  fetters — the  chains  of  his  jean. 


FORLORN,  MY  LOVE,  NO  COMFORT  NEAR 

Air — "  Let  me  in  tUs  ae  ni^ti'' 

FoKLOKH,  my  Love,  no  comfort  near, 
Far,  far  from  thee,  I  wander  here; 
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Far,  far  from  thee,  the  fate  severe. 
At  which  I  most  repine.  Love. 

Chorus— O  wert  thou.  Love,  hut  near  me  t 
But  near,  near,  near  me. 
How  kindly  thou  wouldst  cheer  me. 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  Love. 

Around  me  scowls  a  wintry  sky. 
Blasting  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy; 
And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I; 
Save  in  these  arms  of  thine.  Love. 
O  wert  thou,  &c. 

Cold,  alter'd  friendship's  cruel  part. 

To  poison  Fortune's  ruthless  dart — 

Let  me  not  break  thy  faithful  heart, 

And  say  that  fate  is  mine.  Love. 

O  wert  thou,  &c 

But,  dreary  tho'  the  moments  fleet, 
O  let  me  think  we  yet  shall  meet ; 
That  only  ray  of  solace  sweet. 
Can  on  thy  Chloris  shine.  Love  1 
O  wert  thou,  &c 


FRAGMENT,— WHY,  WHY  TELL  THE  LOVER 

Tunt—"  Caledonian  Hunt's  detigbt." 

Why,  why  tell  the  lover 

Bliss  he  never  must  enjoy? 
Why,  why  undeceive  him, 

And  give  all  his  hopes  the  lie? 
O  why,  while  fancy,  raptur'd  slumbers, 

"  Chloris,  Chloris,"  all  the  theme. 
Why,  why  would'st  thou,  cruel — 

Wake  thy  lover  from  his  dream. 
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THE  BRAW  WOOER 

Tkm— "The  Lothian  Lassie." 


Last  May,  a  braw  wooer  cam  doun  the  lang  glen. 

And  aair  wi'  bis  love  he  did  deave  me ; 
I  said,  there  was  naething  i  hated  like  men — 

The  deuce  gae  wi'm,  to  believe  me,  believe  me; 

The  deuce  gae  wi'm  to  helieve  me. 

He  spak  o'  the  darts  in  my  bonie  black  e'en. 

And  voVd  for  my  love  he  was  diein, 
I  said,  he  might  die  when  he  likM  for  Jean — 

The  Lord  forgie  me  for  liein,  for  liein ; 

The  Lord  forgie  me  for  liein  1 

A  wcel-stockM  mailen,  himsel'  for  the  laird. 

And  marriage  *ff-hand,  were  his  proffers; 
I  never  loot  on  that  I  kenn'd  it,  or  car'd: 

But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers,  waur  offers ; 

But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers. 

But  what  wad  ye  think? — in  a  fortnight  or  less — 

The  deil  tak  his  taste  to  gae  near  her  I 
He  up  the  Gate-slack  to  my  black  cousin,  Bess — 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad  1 1  could  bear  her,  could  bear  her; 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad !  I  could  bear  her. 

But  a'  the  niest  wedk,  as  I  petted  wi'  care, 

I  gaed  to  the  tryst  o'  Dalgarnock ; 
But  wha  but  my  fine  fickle  wooer  was  there, 

I  glowr'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warlock,  a  warlock, 

I  glowr'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warlock. 

But  owre  my  left  shouther  I  gae  him  a  blink. 

Lest  neibours  might  say  I  was  saucy ; 
My  wooer  he  caper'd  as  he'd  been  in  drink. 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie,  dear  lassie. 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie. 
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I  spier'd  for  my  cousin  fu'  coutby  and  sweet. 
Gin  she  had  recover'd  ber  hearin, 

And  how  her  new  shoon  fit  her  auld  achachl't  feet, 
But  heavena !  bow  he  fell  a  swearin,  a  swearin. 
But  heavens  1  how  he  fell  a  swearin. 

He  begged,  for  gudesake,  I  wad  be  his  wife, 

Or  else  I  wad  kill  him  wi'  sorrow ; 
So  e'en  to  preserve  the  poor  body  in  life, 

I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-morrow; 

I  think  I  mami  wed  him  to-morrow. 


THIS  IS  NO  MY  AIN  LASSIE 
Ttnu — "  This  ia  no  my  house." 

Chona — This  is  no  my  ain  lassie. 

Fair  tho'  the  lassie  be ; 

Weel  ken  I  my  ain  lassie. 

Kind  love  is  in  her  e'e. 

I  SEE  a  form,  I  sec  a  face, 
Ye  weel  may  wi'  the  fairest  place; 
It  wants,  to  me,  the  witching  grace. 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 

This  is  no  my  ain,  4c. 

She's  bonie,  blooming,  straight,  and  tall, 
And  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall; 
And  aye  it  charms  my  very  saul. 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 

This  is  no  my  ain,  &c. 

A  thief  sac  pawlde  is  my  Jean, 
To  steal  a  blink,  by  a'  unseen ; 
But  gleg  as  light  are  lover's  een, 
When  kind  love  is  in  her  e'e. 

This  is  no  my  ain,  &c. 
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It  may  escape  the  courtly  sparks. 

It  may  escape  the  learned  clerks; 

Bat  well  the  watching  lover  marks 

The  kind  love  that's  in  her  eye. 

This  is  no  my  atn,  &c 


O  BONIE  WAS  YON  ROSY  BRIER 

O  BONIE  was  yon  rosy  brier. 

That  blooms  sac  far  frae  haunt  o'  man; 
And  bonie  she,  and  ah,  how  dear  1 

It  shaded  frae  the  e'eoin  sun. 

Yon  rosebuds  in  the  morning  dew, 
How  pure,  amang  the  leaves  sac  green; 

But  purer  was  the  lover's  vow 
They  witness'd  in  their  shade  yestreen. 

All  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower. 
That  crimson  rose,  how  sweet  and  fair; 

But  love  is  far  a  sweeter  flower. 
Amid  life's  thorny  path  o'  care. 

The  pathless  wild,  and  whimpling  bum, 
Wi'  Chloris  in  my  arms,  be  mine; 

And  I  the  warld  nor  wish  nor  scorn, 
Its  joys  and  griefs  alike  Tesign. 


SONG  INSCRIBED  TO  ALEXANDER  CONNINGHAM 

Now  spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green, 
And  strevir'd  the  lea  wi'  flowers; 

The  furrow'd,  waving  com  is  seen 
Rejoice  in  fostering  showers. 

While  ilka  thing  in  nature  join 
Their  sorrows  to  forego. 
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O  why  thus  all  alone  are  mine 
The  weary  steps  o'  woe  I 

The  trout  in  yonder  wimpling  bom 

That  glides,  a  silver  dart. 
And,  safe  beneath  the  shady  thorti. 

Defies  the  angler's  art — 
My  life  was  ance  that  careless  stream. 

That  wanton  trout  was  I ; 
But  Love,  wi'  nnrelenting  beam. 

Has  scorch'd  my  fountains  dry. 

That  little  floweret's  peaceful  lot, 

In  yonder  cliff  that  grows. 
Which,  save  the  linnet's  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows. 
Was  mine,  till  Love  has  o'er  me  past. 

And  blighted  a'  my  bloom ; 
And  now,  beneath  the  withering  blast. 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

The  waken'd  lav'rodc  warbling  springs^ 

And  climbs  the  early  sky, 
Winnowing  blythe  his  dewy  wings 

In  morning's  rosy  eye ; 
As  little  reck'd  I  sorrow's  power. 

Until  die  flowery  snare 
O'  witching  Love,  in  luckless  hour. 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  care. 

O  bad  my  fate  been  Greenland  snows, 

Or  Afric's  burning  zone, 
Wi'  man  and  nature  leagued  my  foes. 

So  Peggy  ne'er  I'd  known  t 
The  wretch  whose  doom  is  "  hope  nae  mair  " 

What  tongue  his  woes  can  tell ; 
Within  whase  bosom,  save  Despair, 

Nae-  kinder  spirits  dwell. 
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O  THArS  THE  LASSIE  O'  MY  HEART 
r<M# — "  Morag." 

O  WAT  ye  wha  that  loci  me 
And  haa  my  heart  a-keeptng? 

O  sweet  is  she  that  lo'es  me. 
As  dews  o'  summer  weeping, 
In  tears  the  rosebuds  steeping  I 

Ckonu — O  that's  the  lassie  o*  my  hear^ 
My  lassie  ever  dearer; 
O  she's  the  queen  o'  womankind. 
And  ne'er  a  ane  to  peer  her. 

If  thou  shalt  meet  a  lassie. 
In  grace  and  beauty  charming. 

That  e'en  thy  chosen  lassie, 
Erewhite  ^y  breast  sae  wanmn^ 
Had  ne'er  sic  powers  alarming; 
O  that's  the  lassie,  &c. 

If  thou  hadst  heard  her  talking. 

And  thy  attention's  plighted. 
That  ilka  body  talking, 

Bat  her,  by  thee  is  slighted. 

And  thou  art  alt-delighted; 

O  that's  the  lassie,  &c. 

If  thou  hast  met  this  Fair  One, 

When  frae  her  thou  hast  paite<( 
If  every  other  Fair  One 
But  her,  thou  hast  deserted. 
And  thoa  art  broken-Jiearted ; 

O  that's  the  lassie  o'  my  heart, 

My  lassie  ever  dearer; 
O  that's  the  queen  o'  womankind. 
And  ne'er  a  ane  to  peer  her. 
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INSCRIPTION 

Written  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  copy  of  the  last  edition  of  my 
poems,  presented  to  the  Lady  wbom,  in  so  maof  fictitious  rev- 
eries of  passion,  but  with  the  most  ardent  sentiments  of  real 
faiendship,  I  have  io  often  sung  under  the  name  of— "Chloris."' 

'Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  Friend, 

Nor  thou  the  gift  refuse. 
Nor  with  unwilling  ear  attend 

The  moralising  Muse. 

Since  thou,  tn  all  thy  youth  and  charms. 

Must  bid  the  world  adieu, 
(A  world  'gainst  Peace  in  constant  arms) 

To  join  the  Friendly  Few. 

Since,  thy  gay  mom  of  life  o'ercast, 

Chill  came  the  tempest's  lour ; 
(And  ne'er  Misfortune's  eastern  blast 

Did  nip  a  fairer  flower.) 

Since  life's  gay  scenes  must  charm  no  won. 

Still  much  is  left  behind. 
Still  nobler  wealth  hast  thou  in  s 

The  comforts  of  the  mind  t 


Thine  is  the  self-approving  glow, 
Of  conscious  Honour's  part ; 

And  (dearest  gift  of  Heaven  below) 
Thine  Friendship's  truest  heart 

The  joys  refin'd  of  Sense  and  Taste, 
With  every  Muse  to  rove: 

And  doubly  were  the  Foet  blest. 
These  joys  could  be  improve. 


K.B. 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


ROBERT  BURNS 


FRAGMENT.— LEEZIE  LINDSAY 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands,  Leezie  Lindsay, 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands  wi'  me  ? 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Hielands,  Leezie  Lindsay, 
My  pnde  and  my  darling  to  be. 


FRAGMENT— THE  WREN'S  NEST 

The  Robin  to  the  Wren's  nest 

Cam  keeldn  in,  cam  kedcitt  in; 
O  weel's  me  on  your  auld  pow. 

Wad  ye  be  in,  wad  ye  be  in  ? 
Thou's  ne'er  get  leave  to  lie  witbotit 

And  I  within,  and  I  within, 
Sae  long's  I  hac  an  auld  clout 

To  rowe  ye  in,  to  rowo  ye  ia 


NEWS,  LASSIES,  NEWS 

Theses  news,  lassies,  news, 

Gude  news  I've  to  tell  I 
There's  a  boatfu'  o'  lads 

Come  to  our  town  to  selL 

Chonu — ^The  wean  wants  a  cradle. 

And  the  cradle  wants  a  cod: 
I'll  no  gang  to  my  bed. 
Until  I  get  a  nod. 

Fadier,  qtio'  she,  Mithcr,  quo  she. 

Do  what  you  can, 
111  no  gang  to  my  bed. 

Until  I  get  a  man. 

The  wean,  Stc 
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I  hae  as  gude  a  craft  rig 
As  made  o'  yird  and  stane; 

And  waly  fa'  the  ley-crap. 
For  I  maun  till'd  again. 

The  wean,  %e. 


CROWDIE  EVER  MAIR 

O  THAT  I  had  ne'er  been  married, 

I  wad  never  had  nae  care. 
Now  I've  gotten  wife  an'  weans. 

An'  they  cry  "  Crowdie  "  evermair. 

Chonu — Ance  crowdie,  twice  crowdie. 

Three  times  crowdie  in  a  day 
Gin  ye  crowdie  ony  mair, 
Ye'll  crowdie  a'  my  meal  away. 

Waefti'  Want  and  Hunger  fley  me, 

Glowrin  by  the  hallan  en' ; 
Sair  I  fecht  them  at  the  door, 

But  aye  I'm  eerie  they  come  beo. 
Ance  crowdie,  &c 


MALLY'S  MEEK,  MALLVS  SWEET 

Chonu — Mally'3  meek,  Mall/s  sweet, 
Holy's  modest  and  discreet ; 
Mall/s  rare,  Mall/a  fair, 
Mall/s  every  way  complete. 

As  I  was  walking  up  the  street, 
A  barefit  maid  I  chanc'd  to  meet; 

But  O  the  road  was  very  hard 
For  that  fair  maiden's  tender  feet, 
Mall/s  meek,  &c 
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It  were  mair  meet  that  those  fine  feet 
Were  wecl  laced  up  in  silken  shoon; 

An'  'twere  more  Gt  that  she  should  ait 
Within  yon  chariot  gilt  aboon, 
Mally's  meek,  &c. 

Her  yellow  hair,  beyond  compare, 
Ccnnes  trinklin  down  her  swan-like  necl^ 

And  her  two  eyes,  like  stars  in  skies. 
Would  keep  a  sinking  ship  frae  wreck, 
Mally's  meek,  && 


JOCKEY'S   TAEN   THE   PARTING   KISS 
Air—"  Bonle  law  tak  a  bub." 

Jockey's  taen  the  parting  kiss, 

O'er  the  mouatains  he  is  gane. 
And  with  him  is  a'  my  bliss. 

Nought  but  griefs  with  me  remain. 
Spare  my  Love,  ye  winds  that  blaw, 

Ptashy  sleets  and  beating  rain  I 
Spare  my  Love,  thou  feath'ry  snaw, 

Drifting  o'er  the  frozen  plain  I 

When  the  shades  of  evening  creep 

O'er  the  day's  fair,  gladsome  e'^ 
Sound  and  safely  may  he  sleep. 

Sweetly  blythe  his  waukentng  bC; 
He  will  think  on  her  he  loves. 

Fondly  he'll  repeat  her  name ; 
For  where'er  he  distant  roves. 

Jockey's  heart  is  still  the  same. 


VERSES  TO  COLLECTOR  MITCHELL 

Friend  of  the  Poet,  tried  and  leal, 
Wha,  wanting  thee,  might  beg  or  steal; 
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Alake,  alake,  the  meikle  deil 
Wi'  a'  his  witches 
Are  at  it  skelpin  jig  and  reel. 

In  my  poor  pouches? 

I  modestly  fu'  fain  wad  hint  it, 
That  One-po«nd-one,  I  aairly  want  it; 
If  wi'  the  bizzie  down  ye  sent  it, 

It  would  be  kind ; 
And  while  my  heart  wi'  life-blood  dunted* 

I'd  bear't  in  mind. 

So  may  the  Auld  year  gang  out  moania 
To  see  the  New  come  laden,  groanin, 
Wi'  doable  |denty  o'er  the  loanin, 

To  thee  and  thine : 
Domestic  peace  and  comforts  crownio 

llie  hale  des^ 


Ye've  heard  this  while  how  I've  been  liddt. 
And  by  fell  Death  was  nearly  nickit; 
Grim  loon !  he  got  tne  by  the  fecket. 

And  sair  me  sheuk ; 
But  by  glide  luck  I  lap  a  wicket. 

And  turn'd  a  neuk. 

But  by  that  health,  I've  got  a  share  oft. 
But  1^  that  life,  I'm  promis'd  mair  o't. 
My  hale  and  weel,  I'll  tak  a  care  o't, 

A  tentier  way ; 
Thai  farewell  folly,  bide  and  hair  (ft. 

For  aaot  md  ajre  I 
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THE  DEAN  OF  FACULTY 

A  Mew  Ballad 
Ttwi#— "The  Dru^ott  of  Wantley.* 

DntE  was  the  hate  at  old  Harlaw, 

That  Scot  to  Scot  did  cairy; 
And  dire  the  discord  Langside  saw 

For  beauteous,  hapless  Mary: 
But  Scot  to  Scot  ne'er  met  so  hot. 

Or  were  more  in  fury  seen.  Sir, 
Than  'twixt  Hal  and  Bob  for  the  famous  joli^ 

Who  should  be  the  Faculty's  Dean,  Sir. 

This  Hal  for  genius,  wit  and  lore. 

Among  the  first  was  numbcr'd ; 
But  pious  Bob,  'mid  learning's  store. 

Commandment  the  tenth  remember'd: 
Yet  simple  Bob  the  victory  got, 

And  wan  his  heart's  desire. 
Which  shews  that  heaven  can  boil  the  pot, 

Tbo'  the  devil  piss  in  the  fire. 

Squire  Hal,  besides,  had  in  this  case 

Pretensions  rather  brassy; 
For  talents,  to  deserve  a  plac^ 

Are  qualifications  saucy. 
So  their  worships  of  the  Faculty, 

Quite  sick  of  merit's  rudeness. 
Chose  one  who  should  owe  it  all,  d'ye  see. 

To  their  gratis  grace  and  goodness. 

As  once  on  Pisgah  purg'd  was  the  si^t 

Of  a  son  of  Circumcision, 
So  may  be,  on  this  Fisgah  height, 

Bob's  purblind  mental  vision — 
Nay,  Bobby's  mouth  may  be  opened  ye^ 

Till  for  eloquence  you  hail  him, 
And  swear  that  he  has  the  angel  met 

That  met  the  ass  of  Balaam. 
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Xb  your  heretic  sins  may  ymi  live  and  die. 

Ye  heretic  Eight-and-Thirty ! 
But  accept,  ye  sublime  Majority, 

My  congratulations  hearty. 
With  your  honours,  as  with  a  certain  king. 

In  your  servants  this  is  striking, 
The  more  incapacity  they  bring, 

.The  more  they're  to  your  likmg. 


EPISTLE  TO   COLONEL  DE  PEYSTER 

My  honor'd  Colonel,  deep  I  feel 
Your  interest  in  the  Poet's  weal ; 
Ah  I  now  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  speel 

The  steep  Parnassus, 
Surrounded  thus  by  bolus  pill, 

And  potion  glasses. 

O  what  a  canty  world  were  it. 

Would  pain  and  care  and  sickness  spare  it; 

And  Fortune  favour  worth  and  merit 

As  they  deserve; 
And  aye  rowth  o'  roast-beef  and  claret. 

Syne,  wha  wad  starve? 

Dame  Life,  tho'  fiction  out  may  trick  her. 
And  in  paste  gems  and  frippery  deck  her ; 
Oh  I  flickering,  feeble,  and  unsicker 

I've  found  her  still. 
Aye  wavering  like  the  willow- wicker, 

'Tween  good  and  ill. 

Then  that  curst  carmagnole,  auld  Satan, 
Watches  like  baudrons  by  a  ratton 
Our  sinfu'  saul  to  get  a  claut  on, 

Wi'  felon  ire; 
Sym,  .whip  I  his  tail  ye'll  ne'er  cast  saut  on, 

He's  aS  like  fire. 
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All  Nick  I  tb  Nick  1  it  ii  na  fair. 
First  showing  tu  the  temptin^f  ware, 
Bright  wines,  and  bonie  lasses  rare, 

To  put  us  daft  J 
SyuK  weave,  unseen,  thy  spider  snare 

0  hell's  damned  waft 

Poor  Man,  the  Hie,  aft  bizxes  by. 
And  aft,  as  chance  he  comes  thee  nigh. 
Thy  damn'd  auld  elbow  ycuks  wi'  joy 

And  hellish  pleasure  1 
Already  in  thy  fancy's  eye, 

Thy  sicker  treasure. 

Soon,  heels  o'er  gowdie,  in  be  gangs. 
And,  like  a  sheep-head  on  a  tat^s, 
Thy  giming  laugh  enjoys  his  pangs, 

And  tnurdering  wresth^ 
As,  dangling  in  the  wind,  be  hangs, 

A  gibbef  s  tassel. 

But  lest  yoa  think  I  am  uncivil 

To  plague  you  with  this  draunting  drivol. 

Abjuring  a'  intentions  evil, 

1  quat  my  pen, 
Tbe  Lord  preserve  us  f  rae  the  devil  I 

Amenl  Amenl 


A   LASS   Wr   A   TOCHER 

rmie— "  BaUiaamoiia  On." 

Awa'  wi  your  witchcraft  o'  Beauty's  alarms, 
The  slender  bit  Beauty  you  grasp  in  your  arms, 
O,  gie  me  the  lass  that  has  acres  o'  charms, 
O,  gie  me  the  lass  wi'  tbe  weel-stockit  farms. 

CAflriM^Then  hey,  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher, 
Then  hey,  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher; 
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Then  hey,  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher ; 
The  nice  yellow  guineas  for  me. 

Your  Beauty's  a  flower,  in  the  morning  that  blows, 
And  withers  the  faster,  the  faster  it  grows : 
But  the  rapturous  charm  o'  the  bonie  green  knowes. 
Ilk  spring  they're  new  deddt  wi'  bonie  white  yowcs. 
Then  hey,  for  a  lass,  &c. 

And  e'en  when  this  Beauty  your  bosom  hath  blest 
The  brightest  o'  Beauty  may  cloy  when  possess'd; 
But  the  sweet,  yellow  darlings  wi'  GeorcUc  impress'd. 
The  laager  ye  hae  them,  the  mair  they're  carest. 
Then  hey,  for  a  lass,  &c. 


HERON   ELECTION   BALLAD,   NO.   IV. 

The  Trogger. 

Tune— "Bay  BfOotn  BfiSOnu." 

Wha  will  buy  my  troggin,  fine  election  ware. 
Broken  trade  o'  Broughton,  a'  in  high  repair? 

Chorus — Buy  braw  troggin  frae  the  banks  o'  Dec ; 
Wha  wants  troggin  let  him  come  to  me. 

There's  a  noble  Earl's  fame  and  high  renown. 
For  an  auld  sang — it's  thought  the  gudes  were  stown — 
Buy  braw  tro^n,  &c. 

Here's  the  worth  o'  Broughton  in  a  needle's  e'e; 
Here's  a  reputation  tint  by  Balmaghie. 
Buy  braw  tr(^;gin,  &:c. 

Here's  its  stuff  and  lining,  Cardoness's  head. 
Fine  for  a  s(^^,  a'  the  wale  o'  lead. 
Bay  braw  trof^n,  &c. 
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Here's  a  little  wadset,  Buittle'a  scrap  o'  tmib, 
Pawn'd  in  a  gin-shop,  quenching  holy  drouth. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c 

Here's  an  honest  conscience  might  a  prince  adonii 
Frae  the  downs  o'  Tinwald,  so  was  never  worn. 
Buy  braw  troggtn,  &c 

Here's  armorial  bearings  frae  the  manse  o'  Urr; 

The  crest,  a  sour  crab-apple,  rotten  at  the  core. 

Buy  braw  tr<^gin,  &c 

Here  is  Satan's  picture,  like  a  bizzard  gled, 
Potmdng  poor  Redcastle,  sprawlin  like  a  taed 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c 

Here's  the  font  where  Dou^s  stane  and  mortar  nai 
Lately  used  at  Caily  christening  Murray's  crimes. 
Buy  braw  tn^gin,  &c. 

Here's  the  worth  and  wisdom  CoUieston  can  boast; 
By  a  thievish  midge  they  had  been  nearly  lost 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here  is  Murray's  fragments  o'  the  ten  commands; 
Gifted  by  black  Jock  to  get  them  afF  his  hands. 
Buy  braw  trc^gin,  &c. 

Saw  ye  e'er  sic  trc^fgin  ?  if  to  buy  ye're  slack, 
Homie's  turnin  chapman — hell  buy  a'  the  padt. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 


COMPLIMENTARY    VERSICXES    TO    JESSIE 
LEWARS 

TBI  TOAST 

Fill  me  with  the  rosy  wine. 
Call  a  toast,  a  toast  divine; 
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Gve  the  Poet's  darlii^  flame. 
Lovely  Jessie  be  her  name ; 
Then  thou  mayest  freely  boast. 
Thou  hast  given  a  peerless  toast. 


THE  MEN AGEUB 

Talk  not  to  me  of  savages. 

From  Afric's  burning  sun; 
No  savage  e'er  could  rend  my  bear( 

As  Jessie,  thou  hast  done : 
But  Jessie's  lovely  hand  in  mine, 

A  mutual  faith  to  plight, 
Not  even  to  view  the  heavenly  choir. 

Would  be  so  blest  a  sight. 


JESSIES  ILLNESS 

Say,  sages,  what's  the  charm  on  earth 
Can  turn  Death's  dart  aside  I 

It  is  not  puri^  and  worth, 
Else  Jessie  had  not  died. 


OS  HEX  BECOVERY 

But  rarely  seen  since  Nature's  turth, 

The  natives  of  the  sVy ; 
Yet  still  one  seraph's  left  on  earth. 

For  Jessie  did  not  die. 


O  LAY  THY  LOOF  IN  MINE,  LASS 

Chorw — O  lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass. 
In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass ; 
And  swear  on  thy  white  hand,  lass, 
That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 
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A  SLAVE  to  Lore's  unbounded  swiy. 
He  aft  hsa  wrought  me  meikle  wM; 
But  now  he  is  my  deadly  fae. 
Unless  thou  be  my  sin. 

O  lay  thy  loof,  &c. 

There's  mony  a  lass  has  broke  my  rest. 
That  for  a  blink  I  hae  lo'ed  best; 
But  thou  art  Queen  within  my  breast. 
For  ever  to  remain. 

O  lay  thy  loof,  &c. 


A  HEALTH  TO  ANE  I  LOE  DEAR 

Chonu — Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  dear. 
Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  dear; 
Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers 
meet. 
And  soft  as  thtir  parting  tear— Jessy. 

Altuo'  thou  maun  never  be  mine, 

Altho'  even  hope  is  denied; 
Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing, 

Than  ought  in  the  world  beside — Jessy. 
Here's  a  health,  &c 

I  mourn  thro'  the  gay,  gaudy  day, 

As  hopeless  I  muse  on  thy  charms; 
But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumber. 

For  then  I  am  lockt  in  thine  arms — ^Jessy. 
Here's  a  health,  &c. 

I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile, 

I  guess  by  the  love-rolling  e'e; 
But  why  ui^  the  tender  confession, 

'Gabst  Fortune's  fell,  cruel  decree?— Jessy 
Here's  a  health,  &c 
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O    WERT    THOU    IN    THE    CAULD    BLAST 

O  WEST  thou  in  the  cauld  blast. 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea, 
My  plaidie  to  the  angry  airt, 

I'd  rfielter  thee,  I'd  shelter  thee; 
Or  did  Misfortune's  bitter  storms 

Around  thee  Waw,  around  thee  blaw. 
Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosom. 

To  share  it  a',  to  share  it  a'. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

Sae  black  and  bare,  sae  blade  and  bare, 
The  desert  were  a  Paradise, 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there; 
Or  were  I  Monarch  o'  the  globe, 

Wi'  thee  to  reign,  wi'  thee  to  reign. 
The  brightest  jewel  in  my  Crown 

Wad  be  my  Queen,  wad  be  my  Queen. 


INSCRIPTION  TO   MISS  JESSY    LEWARS 

On  a  copy  of  the  Scot*  Mnsical  Miueom,  in  four  volomest 
presented  to  her  by  Bums.' 

Thine  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair. 
And  with  them  take  the  Poet's  prayer, 
That  Fate  may,  in  her  fairest  page, 
With  ev'ry  kindliest,  best  presage 
Of  future  bliss,  enrol  thy  name: 
With  native  worth  and  spotless  fame. 
And  wakeful  caution,  still  aware 
Of  ill — but  chief,  Man's  felon  snare; 

All  blameless  Joys  on  earth  we  find, 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind — 
'WchlM  for  uniie  plajed  bj   Mlu  Lewari,  who  nuraed  bin  !■  tk 
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These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward; 
So  prays  thy  faithful  friend,  the  Bafd. 


FAIREST    MAID    ON    DEVON    BANKS 

Tim*—"  Rotbiemnrchie." 

Chorus— Fairtst  maid  on  Devon  banlcs. 

Crystal  Devon,  winding  Devon, 
Wilt  thou  lay  that  frown  aside. 

And  smile  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do? 

Full  well  thou  know'st  I  love  thee  dear, 

Couldst  thou  to  malice  lend  an  ear  1 

O  did  not  Love  exclaim:  "  Forbear, 

Nor  use  a  faithful  lover  so." 

Fairest  maid,  &c. 

Then  come,  thou  fairest  of  the  fair, 
Those  wonted  smiles,  O  let  me  share; 
And  by  thy  beauteous  self  I  swear, 
Mo  love  but  thine  my  heart  shall  km^. 
Fairest  maid,  Ac 


^laiiizodbvGoogle 


Af-hand,  at  oner. 
Aff-hof,  oShud. 
AM.  sEeld. 
Afor,,  brfore. 
Aft,  oft. 
Aflm,  often. 

iliMiiu.  perliap*. 
Aidlt,  foul  water. 
^•£,  oak. 
AiitH,  oaken. 


t,  earnest  moneir. 


^™i'^'  ' 


iliicalh.  beneath. 

Ama'fBttii,  aprinj  w»ter. 
jf^Ho^vi'tr,  vhiskcy. 

AtkUnt,  uluw,  aakuiec. 


AhHti.  i-  

Antein,  between. 
Attffht,  eight. 
Aught,  posaeaaed  ca. 


AttaMtK,  eUhtcat. 
AufMlint,  at  all. 

^«W  old. 

AuUfarraH,      aMfarroHt,      ihrewd. 

old-faabianed,  ugaciou*. 
AM  Rttint,  EdinEiirifa. 
Aald-warld,  old-world. 

Apt.  at  all.™" 

Am    aw.y. 

Aivaidf  baclcwaya  aod  doubled  op. 


Awlmt,  awkward. 
Anitif,  bearded. 
Ayoni,  berond. 


Baie'ntii. 


raacistrate  of  a  Sects  bttrgh. 


fian',    band     (of    tbe    Presbrteriln 

Bang,    an    effort;    a    blow;    a   larfe 
BoHf,  to  tbamp. 

Bannock,   benncci,  ■  tbidc  oatmeal 


'jit,  barefooted. 
..  .    !tt,  barked. 
BarUy-brit^  ^  or    brn,    barley-brew — 


Bam-yard, 

Barilr,  the  De*Jl. 
Bathing,  absahJBi. 


'tlskey. 
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Batu,  Ibe,  bom;  the  colic 


Bamdram,  r.  baudreni. 


film?.  bnlO,  vermin. 
Btutii,  (Km.  of  buM. 
B«k,  ■  com*. 
Brrt.  feed,  Uadle. 
Btiu,  T.  bC*L 
Bllang,  beloBb 
BtU.  bald. 
BiUmm,  utanlt. 
Btllj;  bellowL 
Btlyv,  by  IT- ■  *— 


■  pwlor  (fc 


the  parlor. 


Bt-i9itiK  to  tbe  aouthmrd  of. 

Btthankil.  (rue  after  Beat. 

BnJi,  ■  book:  derll'a  pletar'd  braks 

— plaTins-carda. 
S(Cil*r,  a  wooden  cup. 


Bii-ktr.   t( 
ali|ht  n 


Bui,    biiU,    a   abelter;   ■   ihelteicd 

BiHeomfortable. 

Bitn,  coofDrtible. 

Sin,  bUnly,  coBfortaU*. 

Bit,  to  build. 

Biaaiit,  buildiOE. 

Biit.  T.  fr»»e. 

Bill,  the  bnlL 

Bilhi,  fellow,  camnde,  brotker. 

Bingi,  beapa. 

Birdu,  dim.  of  Uidt  also  nBideni. 

mrt,  tbe  birch. 


Bit,  aaull  ((..«.,  bit  lude). 


fituord,  the  bniurd. 


9laf  fc-'biMM*,  tbe  PretbrteriaB  elder. 

Black-mbbit.  Uack-teaked. 

Blad,  T.  Maud. 

Biar,  bhie,  lirid. 

SlaKff,  Mutii,  blasted. 

fitailH,    a    blasted    (^    «.,    daaacd) 


SA»d,  1 

fiioui.  t 


t,  a  babtler;  a  rallar;  a  Una- 


rrot  4|k  lictnaed 


BjSiSTbl'ood 

BiHidy,  bloody. 

BUmr,  to  bloom. 

Bluntit,  a  stupid- 

Blipii,  >hre<b. 

Bobbrd,  curtsied. 

Bodird,  Tomilcd. 

Boddlt,  a  fartUnB. 

Boit.  look  for. 

Bodkin,  tailor's  ncedlb 

Body,  bodie,  a  penon. 

Bogaii,  dim.  ot  bog. 

Baalt,  a  bone,  a  bobcobliv- 

Bolt.  a  bole,  at  mn^  recesa 
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Brat,  the  >1ope  of  t  hUI. 
Braii.  broad. 
Braadclaith,  bmd-clolh. 
Bnik,  a  harrow. 
Braine't,  plunged. 
Brak,  broke. 
Brat\  broke  big. 
Brankit,  gay,  fine. 
Bnmlri,  a  wooden  curb,  ■ 

Brash,  abort  attack. 
Bralt,  amill  decet,  rus. 
SnM,  smill  cbildren. 
Bratlli,  *  aeampei. 

Bronr,  bandiome,  fine,  esill 
BroBilit,  finely,  peifeetl)',  b 
Braxits,    aheep    that    have 

braxte   (■  diieiie). 
BrtaiHt,  dim.  of  breast. 
Srtajtit,  aeraoi  forward. 


BrilhtT,  brother. 
Brock,  a  badger. 
BrogMt.  a  .rTck. 
Bros,  loup,  broth,  water;   liciuM  In 

wmch  anytbing  is  cooked. 
Braalts,    wedding    races    from    the 

cborch  to  the  borne  of  the  bride, 
Brost,  a  thick  mixture  of  meal  and 


"?.*•=, 


."'?!'-.! 


Bietikin,    VIrginii 


:    the    budiikin 


Budatt, 

fl«^  to  bang,  lo  thump. 

Bufffctin,  folding. 

Buirdly,  atalwarl. 

Buoi,  the  bullocka. 

Bum,  to  hum. 

BHm-claci,  beetle,  cockchtfer,  June- 

Bnmmlt,  a  drone,  a  Uieleu  fellow. 
Bunttr,  ■  seat. 
BKnttrt,  hsrlota. 

lady);  nuddeni 


bird  or  burd   <b 


.MB.    the     _ 
buni  the  wind). 


Bms,  a  buih. 

BHtl  butt.  In  the  Utchen   (>'.  i 


By,  past,  asii 
By,  beddA 
By  himtrl,  beride  h 
Bj.»  atlBur   (.-.   ». 
bfiide  and  at  a 
Byke,  a  beea'  neftj  m 

Byrt,  a  cow-hoow. 


,,  by  ud  attout), 


_fish). 


a  fellow. 


Cadit,  caddii,  a 

Caf,  chaff. 

Caird,  a  tinket. 

Caif-mrd,    grl^g   plot   tor    ealvcf 

d  (.,  cburchyard). 
Callan,  callant,  a  ■tripllna. 
Colltr,  cool,  r«freabln(. 


Conn,     coKHiV.     gentle,     tractable. 

quiet,  prudent  carefal, 
CoHtrtV,  crabbed. 
Canna,  can  not 
CaBXirit,  quietest. 
Cannilit,  cannily,  qaitUj,  prudently, 

Ca?t{*,°^«rful,  liyely,  Jolly,  merry. 

Contra^,  magic,  witching. 

CaMlt,     merry    Morlea,     canters    or 


Ca'rl,  earlr,'t 


CanBagiiBle,  ■  violent  Jacobio. 
Canti,   plaring-iarda. 

Calch-iht-plaek,  the  buat  for  moner. 

CoudroH,  a  cafdron. 

Coi./.  calf. 

Cauf-lealhtr,  caU-leather. 

Con*,  chalk. 

Cauld,  cold. 

Cauldron,  caldron. 

Caxp,  a  wooden  drtnUng  Tesiel. 

Cauity-dtanirt,  caoMwajr-cIcaturi. 


^lailizodbvGoOglf 


jFouni  fellow. 


■  blow. 


Ctint.  ■  hen-coop. 

_— ,,  j*fd&«.  _ 
CMt,  10  Miike. 
CyMpman,  ■  pedlc- 
Chomf,  chap,  ■  *Uakt,  i 

ClUatim',  cbeerfoL 

Chtarutt,  cbecilen. 

Ch«ar]i,  cheery. 

Cknk-toT-chev,  dutli-by-jeail  (i.  t,, 

Chttp,  peep,  Mucak. 

ChUl.  Mta  y.  t..  child),  ■  feUow. 

Cfcif.JS^'^imn™' 
CMiicniio.  ihiTCTinf. 


Jmm,    cSnkiHHbttt,    the    beadle, 

Ciuli-mt^lavrT.    (oi^Tk    OleUlUnKi 
dcetin-tiM*,  daddoi-   (i.  «.,  halcb- 


4llr  dtnifiu  mother  h( 

ChuMt,  fat-ficed. 
Cluut,  to  cbooie. 
Ci(.  tie.cim. 

Clachtfn,    ■    small    Tilltge 

CloediHg'  clothing. 
Clots,  claiH,  clothes. 
Claith.  doth. 
Cl»itltiHS,  clothing. 
Clanti*   »  HTVerc  linocb. 
Clop,  tbc  dinner  d£  a  mil 
Clarlt,  a  deit. 
Clark,  derkiT,  (ctaoUtly. 
Clarkit,  derked,  ifrote. 


tattle,  talk,  diipuia- 


tion.'b^bl'i. 
Ciaatr,   to   make  a  aolse  1 

ing;  to  babble:  to  prattle. 
Clanghl,  dntcbed,  -■"'' 
Claughtin,   dutchii 
Clavi,  a  dnteh,  a  I 
Claut,  to  ■crape. 
CImiT,  doTer. 

ClotD,  a'  icrateb,  a 
Ctau,  to  Kiatdi,  t'.  _. 
Claycauld.  dar-cold. 
Claymcr;    a    two-haaded    Hlfh 

ChcHn,  a  btood. 

Chtd.  to  dothe. 

Cltik,  to  snatch. 

CI**Ht.  linked  armi. 

CUg   (adflr. 

Clink,  a  tban>  stroke;  jfnile. 

Clink,  maatj,  con. 


'aS^!^ 


blow, 
strike. 


a  doth,  a  patcb. 

a  ci^d. 

a  hollow  wnud. 


Clooht,     clecU,     hooSe,     hoofs     (a 

oickname  of  the  Devil). 
Chur,  a  btunp  or  iwdling  after  a 

ChZ'i,  to^^L' 
Clud,  a     -^  ■ 
CJ-aV,  I        _ 

Coblt,  a  broad  a . 

CKk.  the  mark  (in  curlins). 
CockU.    dim.    of    code    (applied    to 

an  old  man). 
Caeki,  fellows,  aood  fellowa. 
Cad.  a  ^llow. 
Coft,  bought. 
Cea,   a  wooden  drlnkioc  veaael.  > 

porridge  dish,  a  com  meaiure  for 

Coagit,    dim.    of   col,   a  little   dish. 
Cn\.    Cpi/o,    Kyi,    (one   of   the   aa- 

deni  diatricts  of  Arrshire), 
CBll\ii\\angii,  a  squabble; 
Cooi,  cud. 

Coo/,,  T.    C*<f. 


eastt,  a  conrtet,  a  atalHon. 

soil    (i.    (.,    cast),    looped,    threw 

afF,  tossed,  cbucked. 
-—  -    -  loiall  paiL 


Cootii 
Corbi, 


I,  couIdKC,  couldn't 
.     couihy,     latins,      I 


tte  throat; 
he  Und-nO. 
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CroH,    the    (appMt    for    a    pot    or 

CraHketu,  ftettal. 

CraKkt,  creakiniB. 

Cranrmck.  hou-fiott. 

Crat,  imp,  top. 

Cna,  crow. 

Crtil,  la  Oder  bukct 

Crttpit-choir,  stool  of  icpentaitce. 

Cr«iM«,  ireaay. 

Cronii,  intimte  Irlnd. 

Cnedtd,  cooed. 

Creoii,  cooi. 

Croon,  moan,  low* 

Crom,  to  toll. 

Crooning^  hummliii, 

Crootr,  crmu;  eodatnt,  Kt,  proad, 

chceriul. 
CroHcAu,  hnuchbicked. 
Crnnuly,  confidenlly, 
C'ouiii,  meal  and  cold  water,  meal 


Crtrviin,  crai 
CrHmmif,  a  : 
Cmmmetk,    i 


CiiinBH>ct,  ».  cnmmocli, 
Cnreh^  a  kerihlef  for  the  head. 
Cturtlue,  a  curtsy. 
Curttr,  Doe  who  ptajt  at  cutliog. 
CtirmuTring,  commotion. 
Curpin,  tbe  crupper  of  a  horse. 


Cutteci,  the  pith  of  the  ooiewoit 


CiHi:^eiit,  Maoli  of 

Dad,  daddie.  father. 
Dat^t,  dazed. 
i>iBlEii,  laiking,  fan. 
Di^l,  mad,  foolish. 
Doib,  ^anks. 
Daiml*  icktr,  an  odd 
^in^  pent.up  water,  i 
Damit,  dim.  of  dame. 
Danff,  pret.  of  dinj. 


*MM,  la  the 

Dani,  a  larn  piece. 
Daui,  to  pelt. 


£tnri.n 


tllljF,  caretaliiilf. 

:tremel7  reluctant. 


Dtit.  deril. 

Dtil-hoit,   Dothine   (Deril   have  It). 

Dnl-ma-<are    E>etll  mar  cue. 

Deltmt,  ddiriaui,  mad. 

Dtlvin,  dluiog. 

Dttcrivi,  to  describe. 

Dtuh    duck. 


DiJdl',.  to  mov 
£>>0Al,  to  wipe. 
Dipht,  winaowed,  sifted. 


DiUS:  trim' 


licklr. 

.       .,  jitted. 

laddy  of  ciimpleiioa. 


DochttT,  dauEhter. 

Dcilid,     muddled,     doting;     stupid, 

bewildered. 
Dantit,   vicious,   bad.temperedi   tea- 

Doot  wo,  w'rrow. 

DoetfH',  dolsful,  wotul. 

Deny,  pettish. 

Douce,    dotttt,    Eodste,    sober,    prtr 

Douci'    doualy,    dounty,    aedatelr. 


Dtuaht  {ptt 

Doup,  the  hi 
Doup-iktfptf 

Dm,   ^'m,    I 


otabbom,    obstinate: 


Dowua-da    (can    not   do),    lack    of 

Doylt,  I'turdd.  stupeSed. 
DoytSn,  dodderint. 
Dottnd,  torpid. 
Detin,  torpid. 
Draigh,  d^anlcd. 
DroKt,  proriug. 
Drap.  drop. 


L,„,„_...,Googlf 


Dribhlt,  driitle. 
DriildU,  to  toddle- 
Drtiah,  tediom,  dnlL 
Dniium,  tke  breech. 
Dftmi,  part  of  tbc  biai^P*. 
Dnet-mmpft,  •bort-nudped. 
DrmA,  to  wet,  to  drench. 
Droutil,  wetted. 


Drvfif,  tlic  huff. 

Ofj,  IhirstT. 

01%  JMlddle,  (liuh. 

/Tadaw,  TUfed. 

DttiiUi,  dim.  of  dndc  nil. 

Dudi,  rtck  elothcL 

I><tBl(rf,  thtobbed,  beat. 

o""'dlrl£. 

CuAt,  pnilied  or  thrown  dowD  vio- 

leadr. 
DtealKne,  dwelliuB. 
Dwali,  aWelt. 
Dylit,   ■   fence    (ol   itone   or  tdrf}, 

Dyvor,  ■  builcTOpt. 

ConL  eifle. 
E'«,  we. 

E'ttdu',  evMos. 


It  te«r. 
Eili,  eld. 
fit*,  alw. 
HI^■rt,  eOnw. 


Bit  (^cati),  thirtr-eeren  Inctae*. 
EtUr,  eidet. 
£-',  eod. 

EwupA,  enongb. 
Bnf^U,  ialoXi. 
Emm,,  ^on■ll. 
Bth,  Gulic 
£(lk(r-i(inw,  adder-itone. 
EHfr.  •!«. 

Ep**  dMn,  downriiibt,  podliTe. 


Ftdttn'd,   fBttuMWA 
Fm,  foe. 

F^.  kToff,  eicuMd. 
Fain,  fond,  gUd. 

Faitntiit,  fondncH. 

Fair  iii ,  (ood  befalll  wcleemet 

Fairin,  ■  preaeBI  from  ■  fair. 

FoJtoB,  fdlow. 

Fn'«,  WlM. 

Fob  A  found. 

Far-af,  farH>ff. 

farlf,  cBt-olce*. 

Fuh,  aiuioTBiice. 

Fo**.  to  troohle;  wnrty. 

Fojft'd,  failit,  botheied:  it*«d. 

Pattm-t't*.     FuMi'i     £Tta     tik 

erenint  before  Lent). 
Fmaht,  •  Gght. 
FaiUi,  the  Aeep-told. 
FmiU!  folded. 
FaMlJtKa,  eheep-foldinc. 
FouH,  fallen. 
Fain*,  f»lH. 

Fautt-kause,  hole  In  a  conutalL 
FsKt,  fault. 


lookjnf. 
Ftal,  ipiuce. 
Ftrki,  fisht 
Ftck,  the  bulk,  tbe  tm 
Pnk.  "lue,  ntnm. 
Picktt,    welMcoali    ele..- . 

(nied    br    famtiemDU    u    botk 

KM  and  JBcket). 
Ftcklni,  mak,  pithlen.  feeble. 


Fadt,  feud. 

FttiM,  *.  ftnU 

Ftimt,  hulT. 

F*U,  keen,  ciael.  dMadfnl,  deadlri 

FeO,  &•  ortida  utdar  the  Ain. 

Ftllv,  relcntlEta. 

Ftn'.  a  tbJft. 

Fta,   ftnd,   to   took   aftMi   to  «■!• 

for:  keep  off. 
FnietUa.  defentclew. 
Ferllt,  ftrly,  a  wonder. 
Ferlw,  10  martel. 


Fry,  fated  to  death.     . 
Fidat,  ta  fidcet,  Is  wrin:I«> 
FidfiMo(»,  Un8Hnt.w)]d. 


Fiml,  Htnd, 


Qtl^s   (fi 
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Fier,  /ur4,  conptaioD. 

Fitr,  ■ouBd,  •etivt. 

FiH\  to  find. 

FittU,  tiniic  fidcM  with  delitht. 


biadmoB' 


I,  flipping. 


Flat.  & 
FlaOin, 

Flutnin, „, 

Flaif,  flong. 

Flte.  to  fly. 

PIhcA,  wScedle. 

F/M«A,  fl«cc. 

Fl«»,  »c»re.  blow,  jerk. 

FUth'tin,  llatlering. 

Fimit,  >  (faarp  lnti. 

i=7«J.    to    HMTt. 

FUciurin,  fluMeilog. 

Phtidert,   shreds,   broken  piece*. 

PUHgiHg,    kicking    out    ID    dancii 

FHitein-lrtt,  ■  piece  of  limber  hu 
ly  my  of  partition  between  t 
botMs  in  ■  stable;  a  flail. 


Flylt,  Kold. 

Font,  /oeitf,  foUi. 

Fodetl.  dumpy. 

Foot,  fared  (i.  e.,  wont). 

Feortday,  Thursday. 

Forbiart,   forebears,  forafallieTi, 

Forty,  forbye,  beaidet 

FerliBTti,  worn  out;  (orlorn. 

Farfamakleii,  exbaualed. 

PorgathtT,  to  meet  with. 

Forifft,  to  forgive. 

ForttAti,  iaded. 

Fomi,  forward. 

FtlhT,  fodder. 

Fdh,  fmr,  full  (i.  <.,  drunk}. 

fmahttn,  troubled. 
tumart,  a  polecat. 

Paurtome,  a ■-- 

FmHh,  fulnel 
Fob,  t.  /OB. 
Foie,  ■  buibc 
Fr«,  from. 
Frtath,  to  fri 


F«^fto»*(, 


-  _  ,  full-handed. 

Pud,   a  ihort  taU    (of   i 

pmft.  puffed. 


Gab,  the  mouth. 
Gab,  to  talk. 
Csbi.  Ulk. 
Gai,  gaTc. 
Gi>«.  to  go. 
GMd,  went. 

C^fti,  ways,  BiaD 


Ganffrtl,  vagranl. 

Car,  to  cause,  to  make,  to  compaL 

Garcocit,  the  moorcock. 

Cadt,     wise;     seif<complaeent     (im- 
plpnjj  prudence  and  progperity)  i 

'---■■--    ttUdnf.  , 


driver  of  tke 


Gaunttd,  B«ped,  yawned. 

Gawky,  foolish. 

Caaai,  buxom;  jolly. 

Cayliii,  gaily,  rather. 

Gear,   money,    wealth:   loodi;   atoS. 

Gtct,  to  sponi  tou  the  head. 

Gid,  a  pike. 

Ctittlts,  gentry. 

CmJv.  trim  and  elafant. 

GtoTdU,   dim,  of  George,  a  guinea. 

Cc(,  isiue,  oSipriog,  breed. 

CliaitI,  ghost. 

Cu!d,  gav^ 

G.7,"'Hf""' 

C<?tw,  dim.  of  gift. 

CialtU.  giggling  youngsters  or  maids. 

Gillie,  dim.  of  gill  (glan  of  whiter). 

Cilpcy,  young  glrL 


\t%n,  11,  should,  wpeuer;  u 
Girdle,    plate    of    metal    1 
cake*,  bannocks 


face  (but 
trom    pain    or    rage,    not    joy); 

gapes;  soarla. 

Glaikit,    foolish,    thanghtlen*,   giddy. 

Glaisit,  glossy,  shiny. 

Glaum  d,  graaped. 

Cltd,  B  hawk,  a  kile. 

Glttdt,  a  glowing  coal. 

GUp,  aimble,  ablop,  k*en-wltt«d> 


3,a,l,zt!dbvG00gIe 


GUii,  ■  porBon 
Glib^abbft,  i — 


Goavin,  looldDg  duedly;  mooDiiiK. 

Cd««ii,  got 

Gcnran,     the     wild,     or     mouDUin, 

Gowaitj,  eorered  wilb  wild  daiucs. 

CoDrl,  (Old. 

Cnrd^*,  tbe  b»d. 

Gvwl'i,  itrack,  u  in  the  game  of 

CdBk,'  th( 


grieO. 
Crdf,  ■  gt>«e,  ■  Tault. 
Cmn'ff,  sTMiied. 
C™>    -   ■"—'"■- 


CroilMv,  gearifl),  \ — 

Granntt,  graumM,  gTADdmothcri 
Graft,  grope. 

Grit,  the  priie  (degree). 


nd   for 


,      gniuiiiit      milt. 


,  ■  gooceberix. 

Grmmthi*,  the  pig. 
Cfnn-,  the  groniii 
Cnutll#,  the  face. 
GrunUt,  dim.  of  grant. 
CruniM,  growing. 
CruiMii,  wept 
Cod*.  God. 
Cuid,  ffud*.  good. 

"itiid-rm,  good  e ' — 

--   -"—wr    f»thti-ui 

.,„._ 1,  hnibftDd. 

Guid-wifi,  mistreu  of  the  houK. 
Guid-mlltr,    beartr,    full    of    gooi 

GalUt,  ffHUy,  a  large  IcnUe. 

Gutravase,  riotons  play. 

Gumlir,  muddy. 

GmnptifH,  Kitdoin. 

Gtaty,  Uit;. 

Guldur,  gooddre,  grandfatlier. 


Gmd-fBllitT    fatherlnJaw. 


Has,  ■  moM,  a  bnAen  bog. 

Htggis,  ■  nKcial  Seeta  oaddlnE, 
made  of  sfaeep'a  laagi.  lirer  and 
heart,  anions  and  oatmeal,  baSed 
in  a  Bheep^B  stomach. 


<3irt  of 


Halt,  hail,  whole,  healtby. 

HtUan.   a   partition   wall, 

»i»Dmen°°AI1  Saints'  Etc 

October). 
Halloamas.  All  Saints'  Day  (lit  of 

No«mbet). 
Holy.  holy. 

Hm-'lJtiZ,  band. 
Han-darg,  v.  darg. 
"      ■       '■■       hand.piclied      (l      ».. 

igman   (nickname  of  the 


Inl'^-d. 


Denf). 
Hanttl,  the  firat  gift; 

"Si-  •"'■  ■  " 

Hap.  to  ihelter. 
Hap,  to  hop. 
HapPtT,  hopper  (of  a 
Hap-ltip-an'-towp, 

Hartit,'  hearkened 


D  oaf. 
aiBa,  the  wool  on  the  neek 

o'^ld,  to  keep, 
alf. 
low.lying  rich  landi  by  a 

■.  hoti'. 
a  trail. 


Hatpira.  hatfrtl,  o 


Htal,  V.  halt. 
Healiomt,  t.  Inlesomt. 
Hicki,  to  promise:  threaten. 
HtckU,  a  fiai-comb. 
Hitlm^tr-goadii,  v.  goadit. 
HttMt,  to  lioiat. 
Hiick,  beiah,  high. 
Hm^m'a,   crooked-ihin'il. 
Htrd,  a  herdboT. 
Heri  anrn,  herealiout. 
Httry,  10  harry. 
Htrrymrtu,  ipoliatioii. 
Html,  turacK. 
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Ht%k,  ■  hook. 
Hilck.  to  hobble. 
Hiltit-ikilH:  fadtET-ikclter, 


HiitU,  hart. 
Hnaii,  eonili. 


ore  nuevmlj; 
™l  (R.  B."  ' 


(ft.  B.). 
Haddiit-stty,  coarie  irar  was 
Hoggie,  dini.  of  bog ;  ■  liiob. 


;    on    th«    curling 
of  bone-pUy 


Httch'i,  jcrlRd. 
Hauahwiagatidit.   ji 
HeuUt,  V.  howltt. 


lAKupaHitif,  fotckstioD. 


Hevj<,  >  bout. 

Haj-t,  urged  (R.  B). 

Hcyti,  to  amble  cruilr  (R.  B.). 

Haohac.  dim.  of  Ha|h. 

fftJltelu,  lloyeni. 

Htmier,  a  hundred. 

Hanktri,  hanu. 

Hufchie*,  tbe  hedtcboc- 


Hsrl. 


nindle. 


HwAlaa,  a  footlen  itocidiif. 


7<r-or,  ■  matirendchild. 
Itk,  ilka,  each,  erccy. 
/«  ^t,  bad  at  it. 


IlCthiif,  the  Dtril. 

Ill-milit,   itl-naiured,   olcgardly, 

Indtniin,   iadcDturini. 

"     *  ingenuity;  wit. 


Iitete-lout,  iHgtr-leti,  Suae  of  the  fire. 


JauHCT,  gibber. 

Joa.'tt&c,  impui 
Jaa,  to  ttiow.  I 
f"B,  to  jog. 
JUIel,  t.  jilt. 
/imp,  small,  alei 
Jimply,  neatly. 

Jinf,  the  ilip. 


Jo.  a 

weethearl. 

/orfel* 

S,  a  clasp-knife. 

/oh*. 
Jtm,,  t 

a  duck,  to  cDwer,  to  dodge. 
iow,  a  verb  wbich  inc^ded 

both 

the     twinging     motion    and 

pe>l 

ng     aound     of    a    Urge    bell 

(B. 

B.J. 

JumM 

jumpit.  iiunped. 

J%ndi, 

to  i<Stle.' 

Jurr,  a 

wrranl  wench. 

Km,  a 

iackdaw. 

Kail. 

ale.   tbe   coletrort;   cabbage; 

Scot 

■  broth. 

Kflii-bJ 

di,  the  leaf  of  the  iwlewort. 

KaiJ-fu 

nil,  a  cabbage  knife. 

KBil-™ 

M.  the  stem  of  the  colewort. 

Koil-whiItU,  a  cabbage  knife. 

KtUI-yard,  ■  kitchen  nrdea. 
Kain,  /tune,  rents  in  Uad. 

Kom*, 

a  comb. 

Ki<bars 

rafters. 

Ktbbu 

k,  a  cheese:   ■  kebbuck  bed 

=tb 

last  crust  of  a  cheese. 

K:.rtJ» 

to  cackle,  to  giggle. 

Dok,  glance. 

K«*in 

ploii.  the  looking-glaw. 

Ki.l. 

ed  chalk. 

Ktipit 

KwVl 

\mov. 

ZtntiiH,    a    >en    lil 
DDch  a*  can  be  pi 
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Ktt,  the  fleece  on  I  (kecp'i  bod*. 

Kty,  aIl*^ 

Kiaagk,  mnzietf. 

Kilt,  to  tuck  upL 

KimmtT,  a  wench,  k  (fniip;  >  wlfi 


XiTMH.  to  cfariiten. 

Kitt,  diest.  coBotcr. 

Kiickm,  lo  rcHiih. 

£iwl(,    dlfficuli,    ilcklitb,    delicate, 

Geklc. 
KittU,  to  tickle. 
XJHii-,  kitten. 
Kiutlin,  caddlins. 
JfHBWw,  knobby. 


Knaffin-kammt 


kammen     for 


I.IW,  backi 
i«rA,  low. 


LoDi^fi^    the    bottom    >n(1c    of 


Ltitkfu',  loatbfol,  ihee^ili. 

Lellati.  lowUod. 

LoJIsiw,    Scot!  Lowland  Ternacular 

LOKimlr,  dim,  of  lunb. 

LoH',  Und. 

Lam'-afart.    Ibe    foremost    horse    oi 

the  DDplowed  lind  tide. 
Lan'^atiin,    the    hindmost    hone    of 

the  UBplawed  land  ^de. 

Lang  tytu,  loni  aince,  loaf  ago. 

Laf,  leapt 

Lave,  the  roH. 

Lovtreet.  In^nck,  ibe  lark. 

Lamn,  tne  redconinft. 

L#a,  imui,  untilled  land. 

Ltar,  lore,  lear-' — 


UdJy,  U jv. 
Lrt-lang,  1it«-1oiii. 


Leifttr,  a  Edi-ipur, 


r,  look. 

crap,  len-cTim. 

It,  castratecL 

L^cki,  a  beitJng. 

Li/i,  ib^Ay. 
Lift:  a  load: 
L^ktlj.  to  disjaraKe,  to  •com. 

Limmer,  to  jade;  mistieta. 

Linn,  a  waterfall. 

LtM,  flue 

Limt-ahiti,  flax^calored. 

Linliehilt,  tbc  linnet. 
Lippt^'d,  iniated. 
Lippit,  dim.  of  Up. 

Loamn,  the  ptivBte  road  leading  ti 


L»ef  jpl.  ieevti),  I 


1  of  the 
*  varlM. 


in   Kcne 
r  old  ai 
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Mark,    mtrk,    tn    old    Scot*    cola 

(<3  1-31I.  itetllnt). 
ttaiUitm,  at  mixed  meaL 
UatkiH-fM,  the  topot. 
liauJii»,  I  hue 


MawiHt  mciviDf, 

Vowi^  ■  luie  buket 

Ittikit,  mickit,  unckU,  much,  (reit 

MiMtr,  a  grinding  of  com. 

H*a.  to  meddle. 

Mfhit,  to  powder  with  mealnluil. 

Jfra',  mend. 

Itrntt,  (act,  dlseretloa,  palitenoa. 

Mttutleii,  umninnerlT. 

Mrrlr,  the  blacliblrd. 

Utrrati,  HarUn. 

lita  John,   Mass  John,  the  parisb 

priest,  the  miaiiter. 
MntiH,  a  cui,  a  mongrel. 
Uidita,  a  dungUll. 
Middm-ttetU,  mannre-bulcets. 
^Ud«t  dub.  nUddea  paddle. 


□t  the  dung 

Making  tkUt, 

ifuH,  prit^  affectedir 


ndlkbig  Bbed. 

— , jdir  meek. 

la,  prlm.licped. 
mil,  imBd,  remetobrance. 
Uipd.  to  remember,  to  bear  in  mil 
affanif.  mother. 
Uirk.  (iait. 

Mitca,  to  ndsoU.  to  abnae. 
Jlfit^iitcr,  iniahap. 
MiiltBfi,  mischievo 
Uiitnk,  mlitahe. 
Uiittuk,  miMoolc. 
MithtT,  mother. 
UUtit-naxti;  omifuted. 
Manit.  •>»«'- 
Uoolr, 
■'—   -  nibbl^ 


Moct.  to  n 

jfjfs: .:... 

Sfiw',  tbe  mouth. 
MtKaitVMiTti,  moles. 
UiKkh,  T.  mtikle. 
U<tltim*^.  beefleu  broth. 
Mutchkin,  ao  English  pint. 

A/s.  KOI,  no,  not. 
Natthins,  MdilMRff,  nothlag. 

Nappy,  ale,  liquor. 


I/i'c*    (Aatd),    NfcUHwa,    •    nair 

of  the  Devil. 
Nick,   to  sever]   to  Bliti   to  nail,  I 

JVi"'f^t",'v.  NUk. 
Nitk-nacktU.  curioailiea. 


Nitvt,  the  £it. 
Nitvt-fn',  fiitfuL 


JVsrJit,  nothing. 
Borland,  nonhem. 
I/ottrt,  n«Df<,  cattle. 

O'    of. 

O  fruerd,  the  refrain:  catebword, 

Onif.  anv. 

Or,  ere,  before. 


OmhoT,  author. 

Oitit'i,  held  up  nnder  the  arma. 


PaidU,  nai1.bsg. 

Painch    the  paunch. 

Paiirich,   ■  partridge;   uaed  cqaiTV 

callr  of  ■  wanton  girt. 
Fobs,  to  crin. 
Pantkn,  the  pariah. 
Parritch,  porridge. 
PartilcKpau,  porridge-poti. 
Pat,  pot 
Pat,  pat 

Fault,  pittli,  a  plow4lsS. 
Pawhty,  haughty.  ,  _      ^ 

Paitkit,   paiiky,    pavikit,   attitd,  •t^ 

Ptjtny-ftt,  wage  in  mone*. 
Penny-uikeep,  !>mill  beer. 

fhf»^oT*the  HighUnder*!  kUL 


Flacadi,  proclanutioDs. 
Platk.  four  pennies  (Scots). 
Placklrtt,  penntlcn, 
Ploidrn,  coarse  woolen  cMlb 
PMittr,  plaster. 
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Plt%gh,  tint,  a  t 
PliikU.  »  tricL 


Pen.  lo  pull. 
Peuck,  poduL 


pirtT. 


FotiftI,  pulpit. 

Fdhjc,  >  pu>h. 

Pomtit,  •  hare  (■)■»  t  at). 

PeBiA«r,  pBothtr,  powder. 

Pouii.  cbldts. 

P«D,  the  pell,  tbc  head. 

Pmmt,  ■  ponv. 

Faa'l.  pulfci 

P«*'d,  pried  (pro«d),  tHted. 

Frifftlin,  higgling. 


Qi"l,  lalx,  qniltcd. 


RaJt.  rode. 
Baip,  ■  rope. 
RaifBittd,  rlgwott. 


Raitt,  to  excite,  utiei 
Ramfnsfd.  txkna&A 
Ramguiuhacli,  inrty. 


Raploehf  bom  spun. 


Rathy,  nishr. 

Raitot^kty,  tbe  rat 
RaucU,  rough,  bill 
Katilf*!,  reached. 


Ricklri,' Km3.n  slacks  of  com  in  tbe 


Rip'p,   a  hudtui   of  com  I 

sbeaf. 
RiMJin-tam*,  the  wool  or  fl 
Ai'ilil,  cracked. 


>wlh,  plenty, 
injtili,  dim 


S'oir,  lai'rfjF,  lotely. 
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Saii-baekrit,  *.  backrU. 


Scailit,  icaiih,  dunage;  t.  ikailh. 

Scamd.  to  teak 

Saml,  acold. 

SctiM,  to  acold. 

{ciHir,  atniil  i  apt  to  be  scared 

Scaur,   ■   jotting   rock  or  bank   of 

orlh. 
Seha,  (be. 

Scon*.  *  «oft  flour  calie. 
Scamur,  diicuM. 

SCrmckiH,  c«lUii(  boareelr. 

Scrttd,  a  rip,  ■  rent. 

Strttd.  to  repeat  rapidly,  to  rattle. 

SeritcUn,  •creeching. 

Scritith,  tkriteh,  v.  ikriteh, 

Seritvim,  cueering. 

Scrtmpil,  scanty. 

Scroinif   icrcggy,  icnibby. 

St^d,  saw. 

fflriM.  freebold  paMCMian^ 

SA  uY.  uU,  self. 

sJfi,  ttiVt,  sold. 

Stmtlr,  dinple. 

Sfit',  send. 

Stt,  10  set  off;  to  start 

Sm,  uL 

Stlt,  becomes. 


Sltahi,  ihred;  shaid. 
Slumagaii,  a  cleft  stick. 
SItatHKh  uall  not. 
SkatU.  Bhalloir. 
Shaeir,  a  fanny  fellow. 


Skftf-iltotik,  ■  ■beep's  trotter; 

^ut^hshank  fruw^  person  of 

small  importanec. 
Skttrly,  wbolljr. 
Slum,  scissarB. 
SlHrn^Haor,  sherifraralr. 
fJkfwA,  a  ditch,  a  tortow;  gatte 

SMtl,  \  shed,  cotlsse. 

SMII.  sbriU. 

Sh^,  a  shake. 

Skoal,  ■  ibonl. 

SAdoh,  itaoes. 

Short,  to  oBer,  to  threaten. 

Sk^  lytu,  a  little  wUtt  ago. 

Sh^uldna,  should  not. 


hBOIhtr,    ibeuldet. 


Sicktr,  steady,  certain ;  ntker 


Skaiti,  ( 


isffK,  skittiih. 


e  scolding  (B.  B.), 


SkliHl,  to  Bluit,  t 
Skevth,  scape. 
Striich,  a  scream. 
Skritfk,  to  aoresn 
Siynn,  flaring. 
Skytt,  Bijuirl,  last) 


sqtdut,  to  cheaL 


SlBp,  a  breach  Id  a  fence;  k  gate. 

Site,  ily,  iDsenimis. 
Sheiit,  slet^  crafty. 

flokin\a^^S' 
Shut,'  slipped. 
Sma'    smalL 
^Mfdifw*!,  a  powder. 
Smtek,  molce. 
Smiddy,  smlthr. 
Smoord,  smolhered. 

Snytri*',  a  small  collectioii;  a  Utter, 
^'fiojtifi,  sneering. 
Snap,  BBXit. 
Snafttr,  to  stumble. 

Snaw-brea,  snow-brew  {melted  loow). 


drBn=he  ii  good  at  cheating. 

Snaodi,  fillets  won  by  maids. 
Sneol,  to  crince,  to  snub. 
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SMOWkit,    (Dllfhd. 

Ssdttr,  tegtt,  a  loldler, 
SoutU,     iciuj,     plemw 
tBKit,  JdI^. 

Sni,  'iDefc. 
Satf,  tup,  liqnld. 


Stwth',  to  tauo  or  wbiitle  in  «  low 

SonfAir,  to  aoldcT. 
»«.  to  fontclL 

Sfairgr,  ta  ^»di;  to  ipatMr. 

Spat,  Ipokc. 

^iw,  flOMi*. 

^pmw,  the  ipaTiii. 

Spavil,  iptTincd. 

i>«ii,  to  weu. 

5f  nl,  a  aMd 

Sfftt,  to  climb. 

5>«*r,  f^HT.  to  aalb 

5>«t  to  «iiit. 

Stnct,  the  lailor. 

5>i«',  V,  »f  «r. 

^Imchati,  pooch. 

Sthri,  ■  fraHc;  ■  earonuL 

Sprached,  cluiibrred. 

Spralllt,  >ei*mble. 

SfTtckltd,  ■iKdclcd. 

SfrtKa,  a  quick  iddc;  a  dance. 

SpTOtU,  [lill  of  ToDta  or  (piouts  (■ 

Idnd  of  nuh>. 
SfnuK  «inice 
Sf%nk,  a  match;  a  fv\ 
SpunMt,  fnl  gf  Bpint. 
SpuBlii;  llquDT,  iiiints.  .     , 

Spunhita,     iackV-lantenu,     *nIl-o  - 

sJ!^i^*loit.  Che  pot^iick. 
Sqtiatltr,  to  8a> 
StvttiU,  to  aquat;  to  aeltle. 

Slaegie,  dim.  of  Jfai0. 
Ao^,  a  Touni  hone 
Stair,  (taod. 

5(fl»f,    MOTW. 

5ta<iff,'  ating. 

£(i»l,  a  moat;  a  pond. 

Stmt,  to  itop. 

Siapflt,  a  atoppcr. 

Siamitt,  dim.  of  rion^  jMr. 

Stonu,  atar& 

Startlt,  to  coane. 

floMnnl.  half-witted. 

5(««,  ■  Mall. 

Sum,  to  nif  dtl  to  ^dcea. 

Staa,  (ta6b 


natch;  a  qark;  fin,  t^iit 


1    totub,    BMddle 

i'l'lt  * 
Sttwt,  ipranc. 
i'JnKit  erected;  s 

Sltyitt,  itcepeit, 

StibMf,  atobble. 

Stibblt^,  eUcf  reaper. 

StUk-an-tlevi,  completeb. 

Stat,  Ibap  <wilh  the  aid  of  itDta). 

Stimpart,  ■  quarter  pe^ 

^^..ri  — :?-  bollock 


Slack,  I 


plant  Si  caUNwc; 


SIOWM,  duitr- 

Jtewiiiiiu,  bT  itealdi. 

.ftfw  (iMtfi,  JmA  In  bed.  (t  «..  « 

Staik,  to' stroke. 
SIrak,  itnick. 
Strme.  atrooK 
Stranghl,  Rrdahb 
Slrauoht,  I     -*■ 

Sttiddlt,  to  M 

S(r«n'l,  laoted. 

StTunt,  to  (waner. 
Stiiddir,  an  aoTQ. 
ftunifi*,    dim.    of    tturnP:    I 

Snirt,  worry,  trmiblo. 

Sturtin,  flighted,  etonered. 

5»yiM,  the  faintest  trace. 

SucktT.  tngar. 

5'Hd,  abould. 

S%t\     nugk.     siA     moan, 

^■■^churL 
Sunt,  aoon. 
5vthroii,  aoatnero. 

SaaU'i,  awelled. 

Smmli*t,  Mrapi^ni  fellow*. 
Soap,  exdunfc. 
S'm>M<d,  awopped. 
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fwirlit,  twisted,  laauj. 
(nIJi,  batte:  ofE  u3  ■«•;. 
Smitktr,  doubt,  hnilition. 


cntted    btn-ihaped 
[    three    qnani    of 

■rain  mt  the  top  of 


r,  topiy-turvr. 


Tat.  take. 

Told,  told. 

Tub*,  ooc  In  eoatrot  to  other. 

Tangi,  louga. 

Top,  top, 

Tapmofi,  to"™""*. 
Tapm-htH, 
bottic    hi 

Tafioftrfrii 

Targf,  to  <   .     .    . 

TarroCT,   to  taicy;   la  be   relaetut; 

_tt>  murmar;  to  wEarr. 

Tiaiir.  B  goUet 

Tout,  talk. 

Takid,  told. 

Tawit,  tnclaUe. 

TovM,  I    ■    ■■  ■ 


7>mpfr.^'ii,  ■  Gddle-pct;  the  regn- 

Utiiia  Ian  of  tha  ipmning-irheeL 
TtHt,  Eeed. 

Tfmi.  to  tend;  to  b«d;  to  obKrve. 
Ttntit,  witEhfal,  oitfnt,  heedful. 
Tr»Htr,  more  witcbfu). 
Ttntlttt,  orelea. 
Tirtrr,  *n  old  tilTCr  coin  about  >ix- 

pcncc  in  n\at. 
Ttuah,  touch. 
TtiA,  took. 
Thack,  thatch;  Ihack  and  rafr=the 

eonrins  of  a  botae,  and  lo,  home 

tKcettltia. 
Tktff,  those. 
Thnrm,  null  snM;  catgut  (a  fiddle- 

atring). 
ThttMl.  that^ad. 
Tktei^tr,  loaetbtr. 
Thick,  V.  patk  an'  tkUk. 
ThifvtUta.  (orbiddni,  qitefnL 
2;W»»«,b^ggin,. 


U 


Tkeli,  to  endure;  to  MiSer. 
TkDH'si,  thou  ahalt. 

TkraHg,  buir;  throniinl  in  cro« 

Tkrmg,  a  throng. 

TkrappU.  the  WMidplpe. 

TArovr,  twenty-four  abesTts  of  ct 

Thraa,  a  twiit. 

Tkraa,  to  twiat;  to  turn;  to  thwi 

Tkrtap,  tnainlaia,  argue. 


Tkrelty,  thirty. 

Thrititi,  Oirited. 

Thrauak,     mak     to     fftroHflisfDako 

"'      'Iker    (Ihrongb    olbsr),    pell- 


TocktT,  dow 

TocktT-gudt, 
Tod,  the  foi 
ro-/o-,  the  f 

Teep,  tup,  nm. 
Tom,  the 
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TryilMi,  ippolnthl 
Trytiint,  nccting. 
Tulyit,  taUit,  ■  «rD«UU;  ■  tOMlc 

TwlwM,  twofold,  doabt*. 

Twiu,   twdni   Utt   nM^=■wtl*«   at 

Tm/m*!*  ■ont,  •  poBT  worth 

TWm,  twlni*. 
rwM]lr##,  two  or  three. 


Wai.  ■  wib. 

Ka^  would,  would  hnt. 
Wa^a,  woold  hsTc 
ICadiw,  would  tut. 
HWift,  ■  moftcBce. 
Wa*.  wofnl,  sorrowfnL 

IFaf'flK^t,  alul 

Wat  w»rth,  wo  befilL 

»-«-,  T.  lolirf. 

ITalr,  to  cfaooie. 

if  aU,  choice. 

Kolff,  taaaiie,  choice,  acinle,  itrtt. 

Waliop,  to  Idch;  to  du^  to  nl- 

vSy'/a*,  ill  WaUt 
H'MUt.  the  bellr. 

H;««>«fj^  h5tAa. 

I*'M£haiinr,  dntmota. 

g'ur(/«fit',  mtless. 

g^err,  woi'r,  to  apeiuli  Iwstow. 

Wark',  woni 


w«tec-foot     (Iha     lim'l 


WitT-ktIfUl.   *.    *(J^(, 

H-ai*/*,  to  wobhte. 
fCouAl,  •  draft 
WnA,  to  awoke. 
Ifoiutea,  to  iwikeii. 
WamUu.  ewikr. 
lf«Mt>(  (with  toil),  homr. 
Waukrift.  wakeful. 
WauUt,  jolly. 
Wc-    ----- 


a  littk;  a  iHr=a  il 


Wni-fBHrid,  well-faTOTed. 
Wttl^au*.  wen-iDing. 
Wr^oiVd.  wctr^uvcd. 
Wttpfi,  mDurniDn  (oB  the  sleeve 

or  hat). 
Wtrma,  were  DoL 
Wftt,  we  (haa 
If  «tl»t,  weMem. 
IMa.  who. 
Wh^a*.  wfceeie. 
If  kaJf  d,  whetped. 


>,  whom. 


What  'far.  ah'atfert,  wbenton. 

Wkatna.  what. 

Wliat  Tick,  what  mattetj  oarertlie- 


WhaU,  whittled, 
ffkuh  the  < 

IfAaur,  wtaei 
Idutp,  -    ' 


rlew. 


„  T.  /tnn3-akttp, 

Wh—P,  jerk. 
Wkii.  a  Gb. 
WIMdin,  •euddias. 
Whiili.  nmbolt. 
Wkigmttttritt,  crotchet. 
WUttgin,  whinini. 
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JVhirlyaigumt,  flouriahes. 
Wkht.  Bilence. 
Ifhisile.  whistle. 


obliilDGly  kud  send  it  th 

Wi'll  Zith  ill*' 
WidHf*',  sallows-worthi. 
iVidiU,  wnggle. 
WUl,  «ddy. 
Wtght,  strong,  stoul. 
Wfghttr,  more  influcntia!. 
Wilkat.  wildcat. 
WUliart.  disordered. 
WimpU,  to  mesndei. 
JFiB,  won. 
Winn,  to  winnow. 


Won,  to  dwell. 


Woeiie.  woody,  s  top 
of  witbes);  a  gallowt 
Woodies,  twigs,  withes. 
Wooer-babs,  lore-lmots. 
Wordy,  worthy. 


yatid,  >u  old  mmr 
Ytalingi,  coevals. 
F(U,  dry   (milklcs 


rm,  «i«. 

Yiil-caup,  ale-stoop. 
Yird.  yeanh,  earth. 
KoJtiR,  yoking;  a  spt 


ipell;  a  da;*!  work 
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